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BIARRITZ. 


j\  T was  only  February  when 
we  left  Bordeaux  for 
the  Pyrenees,  but  ev- 
erywhere were  signs 
of  early  bloom : 
the  fields  were 
green, the  hedge- 
rows beginning 
to  deepen,  and 
here  and  there 
were  orchards 
touched  with 
pink  and  white. 
The  fragrant  al- 
mond-tree  was 
in  full  blossom. 
We  whirled  by 
many  garden 
walls  within  which  were  some  yellow 
and  red  flowers  growing  gayly ; and 
once  I remember  seeing  a group  of  chil- 
dren climbing  a slope  with  long  branches 
of  feathery  purple  bloom  in  their  little 
hands.  All  these  tokens  of  spring-time 
came  upon  us  like  a sudden  waking  up 
after  a wintry  sleep,  for  we  had  left  Lon- 
don shrouded  in  fog  and  mist,  with  not 
a sign  that  summer  ever  meant  to  come 
again.  It  was  with  new  delight  we  ob- 
served that  on  nearing  Bayonne,  a large 
town  four  miles  from  Biarritz,  the  verdure 
deepened:  indeed,  there  was  a look  as  of 
June  brilliancy  about  the  country  we 
finally  rested  in.  Our  destination  was  Bi- 
arritz, but,  to  reach  it,  one  goes  first  to  a 
little  sunny  railway  station  called  La  N6- 
gresse,  for  what  reason  we  always  forgot 
to  inquire.  There  was  the  name,  however, 
in  big  painted  letters  above  a picture  of 
a dark  lady  with  ear-rings  and  a heavy 
smile — mysterious,  but  no  doubt  the  most 
impressive  feature  of  the  little  place. 
There  were  a great  many  idlers  about, 
watching,  with  the  same  interest  shown 
by  such  people  all  the  world  over,  for 


new  arrivals;  but  we  noticed  at  once  a 
certain  picturesqueness  of  dress  and  atti- 
tude among  the  people — something  which 
redeemed  the  most  worthless  from  look- 
ing commonplace.  Carriages,  landaus, 
hotel  omnibuses,  stood  in  waiting.  Ahead 
of  us  stretched  a long  white  road  border- 
ed by  a pretty  and  very  fertile  country, 
beyond  which  rose  occasional  glimpses  of 
the  hills,  shining  in  rather  a fierce  light, 
that  made  it  hard  just  then  to  gather 
distinct  impressions  of  form  and  color. 
The  long  roadway  was  softened  here  and 
there  by  the  green  of  some  feathery-look- 
ing trees,  which  cast  only  faint  shadows 
on  the  hot  white  ground,  yet  swayed  now 
and  then  daintily  in  the  breeze.  This  road 
led  to  Biarritz,  and  we  were  very  soon 
seated  in  a big  landau  driving  comforta- 
bly in  that  direction.  Our  driver  wore 
the  gay  dress  of  his  class  in  the  Pyrenees. 
It  had  a very  good  effect,  although  on  a 
short,  stout  man  it  looked  a little  fantas- 
tic. There  were  a great  many  silver  but- 
tons on  his  short  little  coat;  the  horses 
wore  bells,  and  somehow  during  our  stay 
in  Biarritz  we  never  felt  quite  sure  wheth- 
er the  driver  or  the  horse  produced  the 
little  cheerful  tinkling  sound  which  ac- 
companied all  our  excursions. 

We  drove  through  a beautiful  though 
quiet  country.  The  features  of  the  land- 
scape were  clearly  marked : a rich  sweep 
of  green  lay  between  soft  undulations,  di- 
versified by  trees,  vagrant  hedge- rows,  vil- 
las, and  gardens,  with  their  stone  walls 
hung  with  vines ; a bend  in  the  road 
would  bring  us  sometimes  in  sudden  view 
of  a little  inn,  with  a court-yard  full  of 
cheerful  clatter.  “Madame”  was  fre- 
quently to  be  seen  leaning  out  of  a win- 
dow on  the  ground-floor,  handing  some 
tired  customer  a drink  of  beer  or  eau 
sncree , while  her  strong-limbed  maidens 
moved  about,  dusky  shadows  within. 
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ways  awoke  again  with 
the  same  laugh  of 
spring-time  in  every 
bud  and  blossom.  Our 
drive  seemed  scarcely 
begun,  though  we  had 
gone  over  three  miles, 
when  the  straggling 
signs  of  a town  grew 
closer.  We  came  in 
sight  of  some  beautiful 
villas  with  fine  gardens 
an  d stone  wal  Is  covered 
with  vines  and  flowers, 
of  groups  of  simpler 
houses,  and  one  or  two 
more  pretentious  intis. 
The  passers-by  were 
more  frequent  and  va- 
rious, The  women  of 
the  middle  class  were 
especially  noticeable. 
They  were  handsome, 
dark,  and  vivacious, 
dressing  well,  and  wear- 
ing a sort  of  bandana 
h and  kereh  ief  bou  nd 
about  their  abundant 
coils  of  hair.  The  men 
strongly  suggested  the 
chorus  of  the  French 
opera.  Like  the  team- 
drivers  we  had 


seen,  ■ % 

they  vrere  bronzed  and  ' 

ruddy,  but  they  com-  L 

bined  a certain  townish 
manner  with  an  air  of 
genial  audacity,  nod- 
ding  to  us  politely  as 
we  passed,  yet  smiling, 
as  much  as  to  say,  “(We 
too  may  enjoy  Biarritz 
and  the  gayety  there/' 

A turn  in  the  road 
brought  us  suddenly  to 
the  town  itself.  Biar- 
ritz  at  the  first  glance  seen ivd  to 
mean  one  wide,  sunshiny  str-;  t 
with  hotels  to  the  right  and  left 
cafes  and  casinos,  a few 
shops,  and  a moving  population  of  fhshicm 
able  ladies  and  gentlemen  wal  kin-  nfo  nu 
the  hotel  gardens  or  up  and  down  the  stm-i  ■ 
with  all  the  conventional  mdhvdioi*s  of 
people  at  a “resort/’  All  in  a nnnw-ui 
we  seemed  to  have  left  the  prmimv r coun- 
try, with  its  background  of  silent  “ ever 
lasting  hills/’  behind  us, and  to  have  come 
into  a veritable  watering-place,  in  which. 
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however,  the  Basque  element  so  far  pre- 
dominated that  the  sense  of  mere  fashion 
was  not  oppressive.  We  wondered,  for  a 
moment  longer,  where  could  be  the  sea; 
for  nowhere  in  this  gay  little  town  could 
we  see  any  signs  of  nearing  the  water. 
We  were,  indeed,  almost  at  our  hotel  be- 
fore we  saw  that  Biarritz  slopes  upward 
on  a blooming  cliff,  below  which  rolls  in 
wide,  boundless  expanse  the  Bay  of  Bis- 
cay— a stretch  of  sailless,  tempestuous  wa- 
ter, beating  upon  high  rocks,  dasliing  fu- 
riously against  the  cliffs,  roaring  and 
surging  past  the  sweep  of  yellow  sands 
as  though  uttering  a perpetual  protest 
against  the  verdant  serenity  above. 

I think  there  is  no  more  striking  con- 
trast than  that  offered  to  the  mind  and 
eye  in  such  a drive  as  led  us  to  Biarritz, 
and  the  sudden  movement  and  activity 
of  a fashionable  hotel.  The  one-o’clock 
breakfast  was  about  to  be  served,  and  as 
we  strolled  up  and  down  the  luxurious 
corridors  leading  to  the  salon  and  dining- 
room, we  saw  figures  and  heard  voices 
and  sentences  that  brought  us  back  with 
cruel  directness  to  the  world  of  fashion  and 
youthful  frivolity.  A great  many  young 
ladies  had  come  in  from  playing  tennis 
or  croquet,  or  walking  about  the  sands. 
They  wore  pretty,  summery  - looking 
gowns,  straw  hats,  and  a great  deal  of  Bre- 
ton lace  on  their  neck-ties  and  parasols. 
They  were  full  of  the  social  animation  of 
the  place.  From  the  fragments  of  con- 
versation which  drifted  toward  us  we 

gathered  that  Madame  De  B had  issued 

invitations  for  a fancy-dress  ball. 

“And  I need  five-and-twenty  bangles 
for  my  costume,”  said  a very  pretty  girl, 
with  the  seal  of  death  clearly  on  her  eyes 
and  thin,  flushed  cheek.  “Bob  says  I 
sha’n’t  have  them.  Didn’t  you,  Bob?” 

This  to  a heavy  young  swell  of  Britain 
who  was  reading  Galignani  in  a window. 

“ Can’t  I have  five-and-twenty  bangles, 
Bob?”  persisted  his  young  wife,  while  the 
third  of  their  party— a languid  English 
girl  with  a big  coronet  in  diamonds  on 
her  locket — listened  and  laughed  good- 
humoredly. 

“You  have  forty  now,”  said  Bob,  not 
moving  his  eyes  from  his  paper.  “ Hasn’t 
she,  Bell?”  Bell  only  laughed  again  soft- 

“I  want  five-and-twenty  more,”  per- 
sisted the  wife;  “I  want  all  my  arms 
just  run  over  with  them — Vaudeau  says  I 
must.”  She  stretched  out  her  thin  young 


arms  with  a gay  little  gesture.  “Can’t  I 
have  five-and-twenty  more  bangles,  Bob?” 
she  resumed.  “I  can  get  them  in  Ba- 
yonne.” 

“Oh,  they’re  to  be  had  anywhere,”  re- 
joined Bob,  with  light  scorn.  “All  the 
shops  know  women’s  ways.” 

“Are  five-and-twenty  bangles  sinful ?” 
she  asked,  flippantly.  She  was  so  exqui- 
sitely lovely,  but  so  evidently  dying,  and 
dying  fast  of  that  dreadful  foe  of  England, 
consumption,  that  there  was  something 
positively  grotesque  in  her  persistence  for 
the  five-and-twenty  bangles  with  which, 
added  to  her  own  forty,  her  arms  were  to 
“ run  over”  on  the  night  of  the  ball. 

“ You  have  everything  for  your  dress, 
haven’t  you  ?”  she  said  to  Bell. 

“I  dare  say,”  rejoined  that  calm  young 
lady.  “Come,  Alicia, ’’she added;  “break- 
fast is  ready;”  and  away  they  went,  the 
invalid  shaking  out  her  airy  draperies,  and 
talking  rapidly  to  Bob,  with  gestures  that 
showed  her  mind  still  ran  upon  the  five- 
and-twenty  bangles. 

Nearly  every  one  goes  to  the  table 
d'hdte  in  these  foreign  hotels.  Somebody 
said  the  peerage  seemed  to  have  flung  its 
contents  into  that  one  dining-room;  but 
certain  it  is,  at  least  three  members  of 
the  Queen’s  household,  one  or  two  well- 
known  royal  equerries,  some  dowager 
duchesses,  three  members  of  the  fast- van- 
ishing cabinet,  and  a dozen  young  noble- 
men circled  about  the  table.  Conversa- 
tion was  rather  general,  but  not  particu- 
larly interesting,  as  the  people,  who  were 
in  Biarritz  for  health’s  sake,  generally 
seemed  depressed  at  table.  The  gentlemen 
of  her  Majesty’s  government  were  anx- 
ious, and  the  noble  young  men  had  some 
burdens  of  the  card -table  rather  heavy 
upon  their  minds.  Everybody,  however, 
seemed  anxious  to  ask  every  one  else  what 
excursions  they  had  been  taking,  and  ea- 
ger to  know  if  any  new  place  had  been 
discovered.  The  Englishman  abroad  is 
certainly  indefatigable  in  the  way  of  sight- 
seeing, and  the  most  languid  person  was 
to  be  roused,  we  found,  by  being  told  of 
any  unvisited  point  of  interest.  The  first 
question,  “Dear  me,  how  does  one  go?” 
was  generally  followed  by,  “Oh,  really, 
I must  manage  it” ; and  it  was  noticeable 
that  he  usually  did  manage  it,  rewarded, 
perhaps,  only  by  a sense  of  duty  done. 

When  we  were  in  our  rooms  again  we 
went  out  upon  the  balcony  fronting  them, 
fairly  overawed  by  the  spectacle  before 
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the  balcony,  about  midnight,  the  most 
composed  of  xis  remarks ; 

w Whatever  you  may  say,  I dread  to- 
morrow. 1 am  so  sure  we  shall  wake  up 
to  find  the  place  all  a dream:  a glimpse 
of  something  unearthly ; a maddening 
suggestion  of  wlmt  might  be." 

But  the  next  day  the  most  brilliant  sun- 
shine welcomed  us,  and  we  went  out  early 
into  the  town,  full  of  vigor  and  belief  in 
its  existence.  What  ks  there  about  the 


influence  of  such  a place  as  Biarritz  which 
compels  one  to  feel  himself  a holiday- 
maker?  One  wonders  always  whether 
humdrum  commonplace  lives  are  ever 
led  in  it,  whether  the  most  colorless  ex- 
istence does  not  derive  some  warmth  from 
the  ebb  and  flow  of  pleasure-seeking  hu- 
manity al  ways  at  its  threshold.  We  walk- 
ed by  the  splendid  hotels,  in  the  gardens 
of  which  some  ladies  in  fine  morning  toi- 
lets w ere  moving  about,  evidently  waking 


JXYALID& 


Digitized  by  Go  gle 


Original  from 

JNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


10 


HARPER’S  NEW  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE. 


‘‘courts- 5 at  the  Casino;  but  I 
am  afraid  we  were  a vagabond 
party,  too  fond  of  roaming 
about  the  beach  and  the  cliffs 
to  enter  with  any  ardor  into 
such  country  - house  occupa- 
tions as  fillet!  hours  of  every 
day  for  many  visitors.  Past 
the  hotels,  that  first  morning, 
we  walked,  down  into  the  gay 
street  where  the  business  ac- 
tivity of  the  town  coneeu- 
trated.  It  was  such  a pretty 
\ place,  half  idle,  half  busy  ; the 

V shop  people  stood  in  their  open 
doorways,  nodding  and  smil- 
ing  good-humored! y.  not.  ex- 
. ; v'  aet  ly  asking  one's  custom,  but 
certainly  evincing  every  read- 
s' in  ess  to  be  attenti  ve.  Parisian 

taste  was  everywhere  about  the 
shops;  the  signs  and  indica- 
tions had  not  a touch  of  pro- 
vincialism; only  in  the  mar- 
ket-place did  we  feel  that  we 
had  put  a metropolis  far  be- 
hind us.  It  is  a big,  cheerful 
halle , that  of  Biarritz.  There 
is  an  iron  railing  all  around  it, 
with  a deep  stone  ledge  inside 
heaped  up  with  flowers,  behind 
which  the  sellers  stand,  dan- 
gling roses  at  you  encour- 
u agitifrly. 

4'  Buy,  buy.  tn&dame, 
m'sieur,"  a voice  called  aflev 
^ us,  and  there  was  a pictur- 

esque, dark  old  woman  with- 
in the  railing,  with  her  head 
tied  up  in  a bandana,  and 
her  brown  bands  full  of  the 
loveliest  red  and  yellow  roses. 
“ Buy,  madume.  See,  quite  twenty  for 
ten  sous.*'  And  for  this  trifle  we  be- 
came possessed  of  a great  bunch  of  Mare- 
clml  Niels  and  “Jacques,"  such  as  would 
seem  priceless  this  season  over  the  wa- 
ter. At  this  hour  half  of  Biarritz  is  at 
the  market,  buying  and  selling  fruit.  How 
ers,  eggs  and  butter  and  fowls,  and  a clam- 
or of  voices  fills  the  air,  French  and  Span- 
ish and  Basque  mingling  now  and  then 
with  English  sounds.  Away  past  the  mar 
ket  we  strolled,  up  into  one  of  the  hilly 
streets  of  the  town.  Here  the  houses  were 
very  good,  though  extremely  un  pictur- 
esque. They  were  mostly  built  of  yel- 
lowish or  gray  stone,  with  painted  blinds. 
Sometimes  a bit  of  garden  ran  in  front, 
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up  the  fashion  of  the  day.  The  main 
windows  of  the  hotels  front  the  sea,  and 
toward  the  town  are  spacious  court-yards 
or  gardens,  with  every  variety  of  wicker 
chairs  and  tafeies,  sometimes  terraces  and 
balconies  laden  with  flowers.  Sometimes 
on  moonlight  nights  one  finds  the  gardens 
peopled,  and  always  early  in  the  day. 
There  is  a Casino  somewhere— a club; 
there  are  dark  rumors  of  rouge  et  noir 
and  piquet,  and  all  the  lime  we  remain- 
ed in  Biarritz  we  heard  of  “ tennis'*  going 
on  somewhere  at  a maddening  rate ; young 
ladies  appeared  at  the  mid  day  table  (VhOte 
in  tennis  costumes.  Hushed  with  triumph, 
exchanging  significant  expressions,  and 
ready  to  rush  off  at  two  o'clock  to  the 


but  generally  the  house  door  opened,  mill 
one  <*#?  ou  io  the  street;  y Homo 

wr-i*e  largely  \?-&  tyifepp j^ber  $ '; 

vrepe  de voted  in  lodging^  or  pyivate  rOsi- 
s but  uiJ  partook  of  tlm  general. 

t Winding  our 


have  ^nn^rthly.g-low  anil  vi- 

thi?  n ight  before.  W e saw  the 
bold  *'**■>&*$  to  v^ery  goiul  advantage  in  this 
elefu  light.  The  rocky  fines  were  sharp- 


H| 
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way  **p  the'  ptea^nt  dtveet,  %ve  jpaa&d  ser- 1 ster$"  avt  whose  .foot  the  waters  tumbled 
eta*  ;t.mn%*  impromptu  ebons'  women  had  ] ftmotialy  , the  fierce  crags  stood  nut  with 
opened  their  wares  on  dothesdetrses  or  j the  sun  shining  on  them  as  though  they 
lines  directly  across  the  sidewalks,  great*  , wished  the  fishermen  who  tempted  them 
ly  to  the  meoiivc?niOtiee  of  pas^er^hyv  but  5 (hV;^t<>rn\y'' kge  how  deudly  A peril 
I must  say  no  one  seemed  to  resent  .ft,  j they  would  risk. 

Bright  bandanas,  shawls,  1 I suppose  that  nearly  every  one  knows 

heavier  articles  of  dress;  webe  j ff^  oSi£fchfie*.ter  erf  tljeT^yreriean  and  Basque 

played*  \i*  the  midst  of  wliieh  the  dtyher  j 1A.  ( k;Fishin^  is  the  ytjxnmcut 


Ahitre,  huyihg  cif  fikhermeu.  nod  sell- 
ing rcaditydn 

first  morning  ondhwyltiffs  weyvAt,e, 
as  hiiei%  greatly  -ihteresW  in  watch  dig 

the  gomes  of  fisiun-wonu*if  wading'  for  the 
return  of  the  jboate  on  the  smuLs  below. 
&mne  were  moving  about  : some  half  Lying 
or  sitting  on  the  .rook's  und  sands.;  m^i  ..of 
them  kxpi$^e& 

deftly  , whih'j.ihmr  eyes  now  and  then  wore 
! eager  1 y s frai ued  seawaKl/^afirhiug  feV  the 
f lirst  speck  of  the  butftA  liy^ds  Id  a^p^r. 
{ They  \vm*e  very  baiuhomo  v,  .>nwn  m a 
: slrong,  muscular  way  Their  bare,  feet 


admirably,  and  the  litheness  of  limb, 
strong  waists  and  shoulders,  and  free  play 
of  the  arms  showed  how  little  trace  of 
physical  weakness  they  or  their  ancestry 
knew.  The  women,  young  and  old,  were 
dressed  in  short,  dark  skirts  and  loose, 
short -sleeved  blouses.  On  their  heads 
they  wore  the  usual  gay  bandanas.  Now 
and  then  a brown  old  face  looked  out 
from  the  handkerchief  knotted  under  the 
chin,  hut  chiefly  the  bit  of  colored  linen 
was  wound  about  the  back  of  the  head, 
and  frequently  fastened  by  long  brass  or 
silver  pins.  A great  deal  of  shrill,  good- 
humored  talking  went  on.  The  groups 
engaged  in  conversation  gesticulated  in  a 
way  that  looked  denunciatory  at  times, 
but  was  in  fact  only  roughly  emphatic. 
Presently  every  group  scattered ; the  knit- 
ters thrust  their  work  into  their  belts,  as 
they  ran  hither  and  thither  on  the  beach 
taking  their  accustomed  place#.  The  boats 
were  dimly  to  be  seen  coming  in  —tiny 
specks  at  first— tossing  and  tumbling  on 
the  line  of  the  horizon.  The  interest 
among  the  women  grew  loud  and  eager, 
and  as  the  boats  drew  nearer,  and  finally 
were  fairly  in,  it  Was  astonishing  with 
what  rapidity  every  basket  was  filled  and 


placed  upon  the  linen  cushion  each  wo- 
man carried  for  her  li€*ad.  The  whole 
company  trooped  up  the  cliff,  dispersing 
in  different  directions,  each  following  her 
accustomed  track. 

Now  this  was  early  in  the  day.  We 
lingered  a little  wdiile,  watching  the  fisher- 
men in  their  l>oats  within  a sort  of  haven 
of  water  walled  in  by  firm  stones,  which 
was  their  safeguard  often  in  stormy  wea- 
ther. They  were  active,  sturdy -limbed 
men,  an  excellent  type  of  Basque  pea- 
santry— if  peasant  the  rnan  can  be  called 
whose  days  are  passed  upon  the  water. 
They  sang  out  now  and  then;  they  had 
a way  of  chaffing  one  another;  they  talk- 
ed and  laughed;  aud  of  all  the  people  of 
the  lower  classes  whom  we  saw,  seemed 
most  indifferent  to  spectators,  above  all  to 
strangers.  Their  work  and  themselves 
seemed  very  exclusive.  One  day  I ven 
t fired  to  talk  to  a fine-looking  lad,  whose 
oarsmanship  I had  admired.  He  answered 
in  ;•  perfectly  mittbashed,  frank  tone. 

k Was  life  Basque 

“Well,  he  came  from  St.  -Joan  de-Luz, 
It  was  a town  not  far  away.  ” 

‘'And  do  you  work  here  a 1 ways V'  I 
asked. 
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“Yes,  madame;  but  one  day  I hope  to  j day  with  a real  gold  watch  of  her 
go  very  much  further — when  the  grand-  ! own/’ 

father  dies.*'  “ And  what,  did  she  think  of  St, -Jean  ¥ ' 

"How  far  r j The  lad  was  really  puzzled. 


STREET  IN  ST.-JEAK-ar.-LUZ. 


The  boy’s  dark  face  looked  comically 
expressive. 

“ Who  can  say.  madame,  if  Jacques  and 
I may  not  reach  Bordeaux  ? We  knew  a 
boy  who  went  from  St. -Jean  there  Ho 
married  Lepoline,  the  daughter  of  Pierre 
Gaud  in.  She  came  back  to  St. -Jean  one 


41  Oh,  she  thought  it  all  very  well.no 
doubt,  for  her  mother  and  father,  but  she 
gladly  went  hack  to  Bordeaux.  Perhaps 
madame  may  have  been  there 

The  lad's  simple  discourse,  and  he  him- 
self, interested  rue  greatly  • and  it  impress- 
ed upon  me  a strong*  desire  to  sec  St.  Jean- 


I : • VV'AjU  b-iwiw  - llr  **'»<  v ln  A1 IvCl* 

day  all  traces  nf its being*  may 

]>e  \Vi-14hed  &W&y* 

We  ytevv  very  a^xiojUr?  ta  vi^ii  tliB  old;, 
tmvti  and  found  that  the  drive  formed 
one  of  ^he  favonte:  i^ipi ( win,  Bmp- 

viU.  Mv;an\v)iihv  we  sl.iidkat;  tip:  & JEifctl 
Id^tory  - wot  £oi  de-hook  exactly,  hut  &’ 
ijiiaiut  story  of  the  u>\vii  loaned  us  hys 
frieijd— :a  ion g,  iiui’tvnv  ] itlle 
faded  yellow  leaves  between  khmVfig* 
Wowo  ,ci>vei>;  Sf.  -Jean-de -Luz.  w»M  here 
iu  learned,  wo*  a weti-bud*  and  Uouriidr 
im:  town' when  CVI  inn  bus;  tv  ho  visited  at  , 

- vtAaf , .{InUMi^nf  ’ y 0y'^gt>;'  ■ The 

sailors  hf  St,  Jicau  knew  leehind  well,  ftod 
if  ».s  said  that  one  of  their  number,  San* 
cho  de  H ueivu,  jpi  vve.  Cdl m«bti&  the  Jirfst 
sU^^stiun  for  hts  explumieins.  Th-  Hue]* 
yu  kneWmuny  remote  plae^s3  apd  had  in 
hhjyw  ij  tnind  der^miined.  that  ahkuid  un- 
trodden by  European-  feet  most  lie  souier 
where  U>  the  iwst.  Just  what  he.  knew  or 
gtiwssed  at  is  not  recorded,  bet  fhfd/ke.  talk- 
ed mtvi  Ration  it  ml  advoniumwhtU  the  di* 
covin‘r  of  imsv  emmlry  see.iijs'  tolerably 
eeHrun,  and  that  the  peopU  of  St. -dean 
were  tuski  ut  nerw  Janil^  Uv 

Ward  t|w  west  seeuis  'very  'evident  from 
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the  loss  of  their  noted  whale  fisheries* 
For  generations  whaling  had  been  the 
chief  support  of  St.  Jean,  but  gradually 
these  monsters  of  the  deep  disappeared 
from  the  Bay  of  Biscay.  Nothing  daunt- 
ed, the  sailors  of  St. -Jean  pursued  them 
to  the  Spitsbergen  seas.  Later  their  cod- 


fisheries  iu  Newfoundland  became  most 
profitable.  It  was  in  1075  that  the  first 
disaster  occurred:  the  waves  rose,  to  the 
partial  destruction  of  the  town.  On  the 
22d  of  January.  1741),  a great  flood  of 
waters  poured  upon  the  town,  and  its  old 
people  now  relate  with  bated  breath  the 
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stories  of  that  terrible  time  told  them  by 
their  grandsires.  Such  as  could  escape 
speedily  abandoned  their  houses,  but  the 
havoc  in  life  and  property  was  terrible; 
and  then  it  was  known  that  the  doom  of 
the  town  was  sealed.  Over  and  again  at- 
tempts have  been  made  to  guard  against 
the  invasion  of  this  relentless  foe,  but 
nearly  all  are  in  vain.  Something,  it  is 
true,  has  been  done  with  the  high  sea- 
wall, yet  year  by  year  the  waters  steadily 
advance. 

A town  with  such  traditions,  with  such 
a future,  must  necessarily  possess  a cer- 
tain mournful  charm,  a dignity  of  splen- 
did and  saddening  melancholy.  I think 
we  enjoyed  dwelling  upon  the  depressing 
features  of  its  history  to  a neighbor  of  ours 
at  the  table  d'hdte , who  was  the  most 
briskly  animated  and  analytical  person  I 
have  ever  met.  In  journeying  about  we 
found  he  was  typical  of  a class— a small 
class,  perhaps,  yet  large  enough  to  be  gen- 
eralized about.  He  pounced,  as  it  were, 
upon  the  slightest  suggestion  of  sentiment 
in  anything,  whether  in  architecture  or 
the  customs  or  relics  of  a place  or  people. 
He  was  one  of  those  persons  who  seem  to 
believe  the  grand  old  monuments  of  the 
past  are  left  solely  that  such  as  he  may 
come  and  laugh  their  intricacies  or  sugges- 
tions to  scorn.  But  he  was  the  most  in- 
defatigable sight  seer  I ever  beheld.  He 
went  about  the  sunny,  carelessly  happy  lit- 
tle town  of  Biarritz,  I believe,  aggrieved 
that  the  stones  he  turned  up  with  his  per- 
petually moving  cane  did  not  present  cab- 
alistic characters  which  he  might  find  it 
worth  his  while  to  decipher  and  scoff  at ; and 
it  became  my  dear  delight  to  indulge  in  all 
the  sentiment  possible  over  any  “sight” 
or  any  excursion  in  his  hearing,  as  well  as 
to  resolutely  decline  the  use  of  any  guide- 
book, however  useful.  The  traditionary 
interest  of  St.-Jean-de-Luz,  as  dwelt  upon 
by  certain  members  of  our  party,  drove 
this  personage  to  the  borders  of  despair. 
I have  said  his  conversation  was  analytic- 
al ; possibly  the  term  does  not  describe  his 
power  of  wearing  a subject  so  threadbare 
that  you  utterly  forgot  the  opinion  you 
had  originally  expressed.  He  tortured  you 
to  explain  yourself;  he  called  upon  you 
to  render  him  an  account  for  the  mean- 
ing of  every  chance  syllable  your  lips 
had  formed,  and  when  you  had  civilly 
tried  to  state  your  reasons  for  the  faith 
within  you,  and  explain  in  bald  terms  just 
why  you  felt  thus  and  so,  his  manner 


plainly  indicated,  “By  Jove!  what  a lot 
of  rubbish  some  people  take  in !”  That  we 
were  going  to  St.-Jean-de-Luz  without 
reading  his  yellow -covered  guide-book, 
with  its  pencil  marks,  nearly  crazed  him, 
and  he  talked  dates  and  events  to  us  dur- 
ing three  meals  with  the  air  of  one  who 
feels  that  the  persistently  ignorant  are  his 
special  mission  in  life.  We  never  told 
him  the  secret  of  our  little  shining  brown 
book ; we  never  told  him  about  our  young 
friend  the  sailor-boy  whose  destiny  was 
Bordeaux.  We  thoroughly  enjoyed  appear- 
ing to  have  the  vaguest  of  reasons  for  our 
sentimental  behavior  in  regard  to  St.-Jean- 
de-Luz,  and  we  exasperated  him  almost 
beyond  endurance  by  saying  we  had  no 
fixed  date  for  our  journey  to  the  old  town  : 
we  were  waiting  for  the  clouds  to  look  just 
a certain  way,  for  the  sunshine  to  come 
at  just  the  right  angle,  for  our  pulsations 
to  “feel”  St.-Jean-de-Luz;  the  impulse  to 
go  was  to  be  purely  aesthetic.  As  for  our 
neighbor,  he  loudly  declared,  as  he  grasp- 
ed his  cane  and  umbrella,  he  “did”  so 
many  sights  a day,  rain  or  shine,  warm 
or  cold,  and  I know  that  he  uttered  to 
himself  an  expressive  “ Dammy.” 

Any  idea  of  gloom  connected  with  the 
old  town  was  dispelled  by  the  radiant  day 
on  which  we  started  to  see  it.  I use  4 4 radi- 
ant” in  its  tersest  significance;  for  what 
other  term  can  express  the  wreatlier  during 
that  journey  through  a land  of  light  and 
color,  warmth  and  richness  ? We  left  the 
town  by  a road  bordered  by  the  low  stone 
walls  behind  which  villas  are  to  be  seen 
protected  by  graceful  shrubberies.  There 
are  two  roads  to  St.-Jean-de-Luz,  and  we 
chose  the  one  which  took  us  into  a coun- 
try rimmed  by  the  mountains — aland  half 
verdure  and  blossom,  half  wilderness  of 
crags  and  sea-beach.  Sometimes  for  half 
a mile  or  more  the  road  was  quite  shut  in 
by  hedges,  tall  trees,  and  garden  walls,  but 
even  these  could  not  tone  down  the  color 
that  seemed  to  flow  in  streams  of  light  on 
all  around  us;  for  the  hedges  near  Biar- 
ritz run  riot  with  vines  and  wild  flowers; 
over  the  garden  walls  hang  languid  trails 
of  roses — Jacques  and  Marshal  Niels,  and 
a pale  white  rose,  blushing  faintly  at  its 
heart  like  some  newly  wooed  maiden.  As 
we  drove  along,  a pretty  picture  suddenly 
presented  itself  before  us.  Above  an  old 
garden  wall  the  shrubbery  clustered  thick- 
ly, but  as  we  slowly  passed,  the  green  was 
parted  by  a pair  of  quick  dark  hands,  and 
a girl’s  face  and  figure  came  in  view. 
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She  was  a veritable  Spaniard,  charmingly 
pretty,  her  dark  hair  loosely  bound  in  a dull 
blue  bandana,  her  red  and  black  dress  a 
mixture  of  the  peasant  and  serviug-maid. 
She  bent  forward,  reaching  with  her  slim 
brown  fingers  for  a spray  of  the  yellow 
blossoms  tangled  along  the  wall,  and  as 
she  did  so  she  bent  her  head  back  slightly, 
answering  a call  from  the  garden  behind 
her.  For  an  unconscious  “study”  it  was 
tile  most  perfect  picture  I have  ever  seen; 
and  where  else,  we  wondered,  could  it  have 
been  given  us  ? Now  and  then  on  our 
drive  we  passed  a bank  of  feathery  wil- 
lows ; again  some  grander  trees  arched 
overhead,  shutting  out  all  the  rich  per- 
fumes of  the  fields  and  flowers  behind  us. 
Breaking  away  from  these  sheltered 
places,  we  came  at  intervals  into  sudden 
view  of  the  water  sweeping  wildly  against 
the  craggy  shore,  dashing  against  the 
rocks,  uttering  the  same  defiant  message 
to  the  land,  and  receding  with  that  long- 
drawn  moan  which  makes  the  music  of 
the  Bay  of  Biscay  so  unutterably  plain- 
tive. To  the  left  of  such  wild  scenes  we 
could  always  turn  our  eyes  to  a peaceful 
upland,  where  peasants,  men  and  women, 
were  toiling,  their  brown  figures  sharply 
defined  against  the  sky — models,  we  often 
thought,  for  a Breton  or  Lepage,  impress- 
ive from  the  contrast  they  afforded  to 
fiercer  elements  in  the  landscape,  hut  of 


themselves  charming  studies,  their  very 
activity  possessing  an  element  of  crude 
grace  in  keeping  with  their  form  and  col- 
or, harmonizing  with  the  wide  stretches  of 

sown. 


upland  field  waiting  to  be  tilled  or 
as  the  case  maybe,  shiniiigduskily brown 
and  green  in  the  morning  light.  Now 
and  then,  as  we  drove  by  a group  of 
these  hillside  toilers,  a weather -beaten 
kindly  face  would  turn  to  look  at  us; 
sometimes  a little  child  would  start,  for- 
ward,  fling  a handful  of  wild  flowers  into 
the  carriage,  and  look  up  with  pretty, 
smiting  eyes  and  lips  for  the  sous  one 
could  not  help  tossing  him ; occasionally 
a man  or  woman  trudging  along  would 
offer  a good-humored  salutation,  but  in 
general  the  natives  take  but  little  hoed  of 
the  foreign  visitors  who  come  and  go  in 
their  lovely  land. 

Curving  in  and  out  of  the  hilly  road  to 
St. -Jean,  we  had  recurrent  glimpses  of  the 
mountains,  finally  beholding  in  the  dis- 
tance the  snowy  hei gilts,  so  much  sung 
and  painted*  but  never,  it  seems  to  me,  to 
be  adequately  described . A someth i ng  im 
penal,  triumphant,  and  proudly  self  con 
seious dominates  those  hills;  they  seem  to 
lift  an  eternal  message  from  earth  to  sky. 
As  we  drove  along  we  looked  almost  with 
reverence  at  the  glistening  heights, fading 
into  an  ethereal  vapor  that  seemed  hea- 
ven itself,  and  we  felt  it  was  a scene  not  to 
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derfully  strengthened  by  the  lurid  quality 
in  the  heavens ; strange  things  grew  prom- 
inent ; road  - side  daisies  and  buttercups 
started  into  sudden  dilation  as  we  passed 
them  by.  Perhaps  the  utmost  signifi- 
cance of  this  strange  yellow  light  and 
fantastic  shade  centred  about  one  build- 
ing. It  was  a beer  merchant’s  establish- 
ment. There  was  a curious  rambling  gal- 
lery, in  which  three  or  four  men  and  wo- 
men were  grouped  like  people  in  Frois- 
sart Below,  two  or  three  strong  peasants 
were  rolling  casks  into  a vast,  dim  room, 
and  in  strong  contrast  to  these  figures 
was  a young  woman  above.  She  had  on 
a dark  green  gown,  and  a big  silver  cross 
on  her  breast.  She  ran  to  the  end  of  the 
balcony,  and  shading  her  eyes  from  a too 
vivid  gleam  of  light,  she  called  out  to 
some  old  people  in  a field  below  to  make 
haste  and  take  shelter.  The  old  people — 
a group  of  thin,  irregular,  brown  figures 
— seemed  listless,  or  unaware  of  what  the 
heavens  meant.  The  girl  above  flung  her 
arms  about  with  the  wild  gestures  we 
learned  to  understand  as  only  a sort  of 
underscoring  to  Basque  feelings  and  sen- 
timents. She  was  very  pretty,  in  a rough, 
dark  way,  and  I don’t  know  what  could 
have  been  more  effective  than  her  figure 
in  the  stormy  light  against  the  brown  old 
house,  the  wind  flapping  her  skirts  and 
moving  the  waves  of  hair  on  her  forehead. 
Her  cross  was  shining  in  a spot  of  light. 

Upon  a hilly  slope  at  Bidart  is  a little 
gray  stone  church,  the  bell  of  which  was 
tolling  as  we  drove  into  the  town.  Some 
pious  old  people  were  going  in  up  a flight 
of  well-worn  stone  steps  just  above  a cu- 
rious mediaeval  gateway.  The  patient 
figures  toiling  up  the  steps  seemed  to  take 
no  heed  of  the  fact  that  the  storm  had  al- 
ready broken  and  the  rain  was  pelting 
down  furiously  against  the  doorway, 
mingling  with  the  sound  of  the  organ 
within.  We  hastily  took  shelter  in  one 
of  those  inns  which  abound  along  the 
road,  but  which  are  devoted  to  the  ac- 
commodation of  very  simple  travellers. 

But  from  Bidart  to  St. -Jean  the  drive 
was  full  of  serene  loveliness;  the  day  was 
not  too  far  advanced  for  us  to  enter  the 
solemn  old  city  with  clear,  still  lines  of 
sunlight  in  the  open  spaces.  We  left  the 
range  of  hills  and  the  quiet  uplands  rath- 
er suddenly  behind  us,  and  our  first  im- 
pression of  St.-Jean-de-Luz  was  of  silent, 
melancholy  buildings,  full  of  a pathetic 
dignity  and  jealously  guarded  splendors. 


A wide  irregular  square  gave  on  to  the 
wharves  and  sea.  Prominently  to  the 
right,  and  among  the  sombre  houses,  was 
the  old  church — that  which  witnessed  the 
bravery  and  pomp  of  the  royal  marriage 
in  1660.  Further  on,  as  I have  said,  was 
the  sea.  There  was  an  old  wall,  and  fish- 
ermen were  lounging  about.  Some  nets 
were  dragged  in,  boats  turned  up,  and  oth- 
er idle  signs  of  the  craft  which  still  char- 
acterizes the  town.  It  was  the  hour  for  the 
afternoon  service,  and  we  entered  the  pon- 
derous old  church,  our  tourist  sense  mer- 
ging into  something  comparatively  person- 
al. The  pathos  Gf  the  people  seemed  to 
find  its  concentration  in  this  vast  old  house 
of  God,  and  we  had  a curious  feeling  that 
we  might  be  intruding  upon  some  prayer, 
though  mutely  uttered,  for  the  city’s  sal- 
vation. 

The  church  is  a splendid  building,  vast, 
dark,  and  peculiar  in  architecture.  Tiers 
of  oaken  galleries,  black  with  age,  rise  on 
either  side,  giving  a peculiar  effect  when 
filled  with  people.  The  men  and  women, 
according  to  the  established  custom  of  the 
country,  were  divided.  The  whole  sug- 
gestion of  place  and  people  was  mediaeval, 
for  so  much  of  the  past  clings  to  these 
Basques,  both  in  dress  and  bearing,  that 
one  almost  expected  to  hear  the  strains  of 
old-time  music  when  the  organ  pealed 
forth.  It  seemed  as  if  we  might  have 
come  in  to  witness  the  pompous  march  of 
King  Louis’s  wedding  up  the  aisle  toward 
that  altar,  with  its  wax  lights  flickering 
yellow  spots  among  the  blackening  oak. 
Could  we  not  by  lingering  see  it  all,  catch 
the  shouts  of  a rejoicing  crowd  without, 
see  a king  made  happy,  and  a queen  given 
to  the  nation  ? But  it  was  only  March, 
1880,  after  all,  and  two  centuries  had 
clouded  St. -Jean,  had  doubtless  changed 
the  character,  if  not  some  of  the  instincts, 
of  the  people  since  that  day  of  fair  mag- 
nificence. If  in  their  time -honored  old 
church  they  seemed  to  bring  back  the 
meanings  of  the  past,  to-day  grew  present 
when  they  drifted  out  into  the  old  square 
after  the  service  ended.  We  stood  among 
them  for  a little  while,  watching  certain 
picturesque  groups  which  formed  uncon- 
sciously here  and  there.  The  old  people 
clattered  away  in  their  sabots  down  the 
sharply  paved  streets;  the  younger  ones 
stood  about,  laughing  and  talking  gayly. 

The  residence  of  Louis  XIV.  was  across 
the  square,  and  presented  deeper  sugges- 
tions of  antiquity;  at  least  the  windows 
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were  better,  the  stone- work  more  rugged* 
but  the  lower  part  to-day  is  devoted  to 
merchandise;  and  the  people  of  St. -Jean 
are  so  listless  about  their  historic  sights 
that  we  found  no  one  who  could  even  tell 
us  whether  it  would  be  possible  to  obtain 
admittance  to  the  old  houses. 

We  drove  back  to  Biarritz  by  the  sec- 
ond road  of  which  I have  spoken,  and 
found  its  elements  rather  wilder  than  the 
road  by  which  we  had  gone;  the  stretch 
of  hills  was  more  unbroken ; there  were 
fields  of  grain  and  pasture-lands  in  great 
level  sweeps  of  yellow  and  green,  and  one 
or  two  bits  of  roadway  arched  by  the  most 
splendid  old  trees.  Thence  we  curved  into 
the  little  village  of  La  N6gresse,  and  on 
over  the  now  familiar  white  road  to  Biar- 
ritz. Here  all  was  animation,  for  on  Sun- 
day evening  the  population  of  Biarritz  is 
wont  to  assemble  in  its  principal  street,  the 
young  women  dressing  with  dainty  Paris- 
ian touches  in  gowns  and  parasols,  but 
wearing  no  hats ; the  men  in  rather  stiff 
corduroys,  with  red  and  green  vests,  and 
something  picturesque  or  characteristic  in 
their  caps  and  knee-breeches.  A great 
deal  of  laughing  and  talking  was  going 
on,  sometimes  briefly  suspended  while  the 
gay  chatterers  stopped  to  watch  some  open 
carriage  roll  by  with  its  burden  of  fash- 
ionable ladies  and  gentlemen.  Visitors  to 
Biarritz  used  to  be  heard  complaining  that 
Sunday  was  intolerably  dull;  but  to  me 
it  seemed  only  an  idea,  for  after  service 
there  were  drives  and  walks  to  take,  the 
sands  were  always  free  from  a crowd,  and 
if  there  was  no  special  amusement  for  the 
evening,  there  came  the  quiet  of  a long, 
still  watch  of  the  starlight  above  that 
wonderful  throbbing  water.  I remember 
one  or  two  Sundays  when  we  strolled  out 
upon  the  sands  to  watch  the  marvellous 
moonlight  effects  upon  the  crags.  What 
could  have  been  grander  than  that  sweep- 
ing shore,  weirdly  fascinating  under  the 
cold  guardianship  of  the  moon  ? We  sat 
on  one  of  the  benches  on  a high  cliff,  and 
allowed  our  limbs  to  grow  stiff  and  our 
necks  to  ache  while  we  watched  the  un- 
utterable splendors  of  the  night  before  us. 

Away  stretched  the  water,  rolling  to- 
ward what  might  be  the  Infinite,  for  all  it 
indicated  of  a distant  shore;  there  were 
the  hills,  the  crags,  the  sands,  yellow-green 
in  this  delusive  light.  We  moved  away 
from  our  cold  bench  to  look  down  into 
some  rocky  caverns  where  the  waters 
moaned  and  gurgled,  where  it  seemed  as 


if  a misstep  would  be  so  easy,  where  death 
would  be  so  swift,  yet  so  hideous  and  fan- 
tastic. Out  on  to  one  of  the  stone  walls 
we  ventured,  growing  reckless  under  the 
moon’s  sway,  and  there  we  beheld,  shin- 
ing in  the  pure  white  light,  the  statue  of 
the  Virgin,  raised  by  reverent  hands  as  a 
signal  to  sailors.  Something  curiously 
unearthly  filled  all  this  shore  at  moon- 
light; we  always  tried  to  smile  at  our 
own  fantasies  concerning  it,  yet  we  never 
could  quite  defy  them ; we  knew  that  each 
occasion  would  revive  the  same  bewilder^ 
ing,  fascinating  sensations. 

I think  I must  not  leave  these  fragment- 
ary notes  of  that  part  of  the  Basque  coun- 
try without  a few  words  about  the  curious 
legends  of  the  people  which  we  heard  on 
very  good  authority.  How  far  they  are 
believed  in  is  difficult  to  say,  but  they  are 
certainly  related  by  old  dames  over  winter 
fires,  told  by  mothers  to  refractory  chil- 
dren, and  so  far  influence  the  minds  of  the 
people  as  to  tinge  them  with  that  air  of 
half  credulity,  half  timidity  about  the  un- 
known which  any  traditionally  supersti- 
tious nation  is  sure  to  possess.  For  the 
most  part  the  legends  are  merely  fan- 
tastic or  absurdly  foolish,  but  some  are 
amusing,  while  certain  legendary  charac- 
ters constantly  appear  in  different  stories, 
as,  for  example,  Bassa-Jaun,  the  wild  man, 
and  Bassa-Audre,  the  wild  woman.  Bassa- 
Jaun  is  sometimes  represented  as  a vam- 
pire, then  as  a faun  or  satyr,  and  again  as 
a kind  of  brownie.  His  wife,  Bassa-Audre, 
figures  in  various  disguises,  and  one  can 
trace  in  her  likenesses  to  the  legendary 
characters  of  the  fairy  lore  of  Northern 
nations.  The  Laminak  constantly  ap- 
pear, and  seem  to  be  considered  as  fairies, 
both  good  and  evil.  The  stories  are  told 
in  the  most  primitive  language,  whether 
they  appear  in  print  or  are  related  by  the 
people  themselves,  and  are  curiously  lack- 
ing in  all  descriptive  power,  analysis,  or 
even  the  graphic  force  so  often  found  in 
simple  beginnings  of  a literature.  For  in- 
stance, one  of  the  tales  about  Bassa-Jaun 
opens  thus ; 

44  Once  upon  a time  there  lived  in  one 
house  the  landlady  and  the  farmer's  wife. 
The  farmer’s  wife  had  three  sons.  One 
day  they  said  to  their  mother  to  give  each 
of  them  a ball  and  a penny  roll ; that  they 
wished  to  go  from  country  to  country. 
The  mother  was  sorry  to  part  with  her 
three  much-loved  sons,  but  all  three  start- 
ed off.”  This  highly  popular  story  goes 
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on  to  relate,  in  the  baldest,  most  meaning- 
less language,  the  wanderings  of  the  three 
sons,  their  Anal  appearance  at  Bassa- 
Jaun's  castle,  where  they  are  transform- 
ed by  the  wild  man,  and  their  subsequent 
release  by  the  efforts  of  their  young  sis- 
ter. The  stories  are  utterly  devoid  of  in- 
terest except  as  specimens  of  primitive 
literature,  and  expressing  the  simplicity 
of  the  people.  One  very  popular  fireside 
tale  is  so  characteristic  and  so  absurd  that 
I will  give  it  entire. 

44  There  were  a man  and  wife  who  were 
very  poor.  The  man  used  to  sit  sadly  at  a 
cross-road.  There  came  to  him  a gentle- 
man who  asked, 4 Why  are  you  so  sad  ?’ 

4 4 4 Because  I have  not  wherewith  to  live,’ 
he  said  to  him. 

4 4 4 1 will  give  you  as  much  money  as 
you  like,  if,  at  such  a time,  you  tell  me  the 
age  of  the  devil.’ 

44  Our  man  goes  off  happy.  He  leads  a 
merry  life  with  his  wife,  for  they  wanted 
for  nothing.  They  lived  at  a great  rate. 
But  time  went  on,  and  the  time  was  ap- 
proaching. The  man  recollected  that  he 
had  not  busied  himself  at  all  about  the 
devil's  age.  He  became  pensive.  His 
wife  asked  him  what  was  the  matter  with 
him — why  is  he  not  happy  ? they  wanted 
for  nothing — why  is  he  so  sad  ? He  tells 
her  how  it  is  that  he  got  rich,  and  what 
compact  he  had  made  with  the  gentle- 
man. His  wife  said  to  him : 

44 ‘If  you  have  nothing  but  that,  it  is 
nothing  at  all.  Get  into  a barrel  of 
honey,  and  when  you  come  out  of  it  get 
into  another  barrel  of  feathers,  and,  dress- 
ed like  that,  go  to  the  cross-roads  and  wait 
for  the  devil  there.  You  will  put  your- 
self on  all  fours,  and  walk  backward  and 
forward,  and  go  between  his  legs,  and 
walk  all  around  him.’ 

“The  man  does  as  his  wife  had  told 
him.  The  devil  comes,  and  draws  back 
when  he  sees  him,  and  our  man  goes  up 
quite  close  to  the  devil.  The  devil,  being 
frightened,  said  to  him: 

44  4 1 am  so  many  years  old,  and  I have 
never  seen  any  animal  like  that,  and  such 
a frightful  one!’ 

4 4 Our  man  had  heard  enough.  He  went 
off  home  at  full  speed,  and  told  his  wife 
that  they  would  want  for  nothing;  that 
he  had  done  as  she  had  told  him,  just  as  if 
she  had  been  a witch,  and  that  he  was  no 
longer  afraid  of  the  devil.  They  lived 
rich  and  happily ; and  if  they  lived  well, 
they  died  well  too.” 


The  faculty  of  rhyming  is  very  common 
among  the  people.  Old  men  will  go  on 
sometimes  for  two  hours  at  a time  re- 
lating the  events  of  the  day  in  sing-song 
doggerel,  while  the  improvisator,  dying 
out  elsewhere,  is  still  a well-known  char- 
acter at  Basque  fetes,  prizes  being  given 
for  the  best  impromptu  verses  on  a given 
theme.  Some  of  the  songs  of  the  people 
are  extremely  plaintive  and  pretty;  when 
literally  translated,  their  simplicity  is  very 
sweet,  but  rather  monotonous. 

It  is  hard,  even  when  one  has  a strong 
interest  in  the  subject,  to  get  very  near 
these  Basques.  Their  reserve  is  good-hu- 
mored, but  it  is  often  impenetrable;  yet 
they  are  a most  fascinating  people,  and 
one  longs  to  solve  the  mystery  of  their 
origin.*  It  is  curious  to  observe  how  many 
of  their  very  oldest  traits  they  yet  preserve 
— even  physical  characteristics,  which  we 
read  of  as  belonging  to  perhaps  the  Abys- 
sinians,  whence  some  of  them  came,  re-ap- 
pear  now  and  then  with  surprising  clear- 
ness. What  they  believe  in  the  way  of  their 
legends  they  cling  to  with  absolute  faith, 
or  at  least  with  that  refusal  to  disbelieve 
which  operates  forcibly  on  any  untutored 
mind.  I found  among  the  Basques  pre- 
cisely such  influences  as  I had  observed 
in  the  peasants  of  Devon  and  Somerset, 
the  same  belief  in  witchcraft  and  demon 
power — indeed,  in  the  fantastic  sway  of 
fairies;  for  the  Basque  “brownie”  is  the 
Devonshire  were-woman,  and  the  doings 
of  the  one  are  as  much  respected  and 
feared  as  those  of  the  other.  In  the  neigh- 
borhood of  St.-Jean-de-Luz  a woman  will 
tell  you  her  child  has  been  bewitched  and 
is  ill,  and  a Devon  woman  will  say  with 
equal  gravity  and  faith  that  her  child  has 
had  the  evil-eye  upon  her.  Witchcraft 
seems  to  be  the  prevailing  Basque  super- 
stition, though  happily  the  day  has  gone 
by  when  St.-Jean-de-Luz  glowed  with  the 
fires  kindled  for  the  unhappy  victims  sus- 
pected of  employing  witchcraft. 

There  had  been  cool  winds,  mornings 
and  evenings,  when  a wood  fire  was  not 
unacceptable,  before  we  talked  of  leaving 
the  lower  Pyrenees,  but  these  were  folio  w- 

* It  is  considered  probable  that  the  Basques  were 
of  Iberian  origin,  and  “ preceded  the  Celts  by  twenty 
centuries.  They  were  called  Euskarians  when  the 
Phoenicians  came  in  the  year  1100  b.c.”  The  ori- 
gin of  their  language  is  little  known,  but  it  bears 
close  analogy  to  Oriental  tongues,  especially  to  San- 
skrit. Their  numbers  in  France  and  Spain  are  about 
840,000.  There  are  about  100,000  Basques  in  South 
America. 
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ed  by  days  of  summery  stillness.  In  them 
we  drove  all  over  the  country  near  Biarritz, 
taking  in  those  final  impressions  which, 
as  I have  said,  were  like  our  first.  The 
morning  that  we  left  it  seemed  to  me  as  if  I 
had  never  seen  anything  lovelier  than  the 
Judas-trees  that  were  richly  pink  in  all 
the  gardens.  We  left  at  sunrise  to  take  a 
train  for  the  upper  Pyrenees,  and  drove  to 
Bayon  ne  over  a country  gay  with  the  voices 
of  birds,  and  exquisitely  lovely  in  the  first 
flush  of  a perfect  day.  The  fields,  the 
hedges,  the  gardens,  the  road-side  daisies, 
all  had  awakened  with  trembling  pulsa- 
tions of  the  deepening  spring — the  air  was 


deliciously  soft  and  cool,  the  glory  in  the 
east  was  a distant  flood  of  color,  flaming 
the  mountain-tops,  glorifying  their  shin- 
ing heights  with  an  unreal,  awful  majesty ; 
but  nearer  to  us  the  reflections  were  more 
delicately  cast.  Biarritz  receded  from  view 
— the  plaint  of  its  ineffable  shore  grew 
more  and  more  distant  as  we  journeyed 
along  in  the  morning;  yet  we  found,  on 
looking  about  us,  and  later,  on  recalling 
that  day,  and  all  others  spent  among  these 
lower  Pyrenean  hills,  that  we  had  pre- 
served all  our  first  impressions.  Light 
and  color  and  fragrance  were  an  abiding 
association  with  the  country  of  the  Basques. 


A HUMBLE  ROMANCE. 


SHE  was  stooping  over  the  great  kitch- 
en sink,  washing  the  breakfast  dishes. 
Under  fostering  circumstances  her  slen- 
derness of  build  might  have  resulted  in 
delicacy  or  daintiness ; now  the  harmony 
between  strength  and  task  had  been  re- 
peatedly broken,  and  the  result  was  ugli- 
ness. Her  finger  joints  and  wrist  bones 
were  knotty  and  out  of  proportion,  her  el- 
bows, which  her  rolled-up  sleeves  display- 
ed, were  pointed  and  knobby,  her  shoulders 
bent,  her  feet  spread  beyond  their  natural 
bounds— from  head  to  foot  she  was  a little 
discordant  note.  She  had  a pale,  peaked 
face,  her  scanty  fair  hair  was  strained 
tightly  back,  and  twisted  into  a tiny  knot, 
and  her  expression  was  at  once  passive 
and  eager. 

There  came  a ringing  knock  at  the  kitch- 
en door,  and  a face  of  another  description, 
large,  strong-featured,  and  assured,  peered 
out  of  the  pantry,  which  was  over  against 
the  sink. 

“Who  is  it,  Sally  ?” 

“I  don’  know,  Mis’  King.” 

“Well,  go  to  the  door,  can’t  you,  an’ 
not  stan’  thar  gapin’.  I can’t;  my  hands 
are  in  the  butter.” 

Sally  shook  the  dish-water  off  her  red, 
sodden  fingers,  and  shuffled  to  the  door. 

A tall  man  with  a scraggy  sandy  mus- 
tache stood  there.  He  had  some  scales  in 
his  hand. 

4 4 Good  mornin’,  marm,  ” he  said.  4 4 Hev 
you  got  any  rags  ?” 

44  I’ll  see,”  said  the  girl.  Then  she  went 
over  to  the  pantry,  and  whispered  to  her 
mistress  that  it  was  the  tin  peddler. 

“Botheration!”  cried  Mrs.  King,  impa- 
tiently; 44  why  couldn’t  he  hev  come  an- 


other day  ? Here  I am  right  in  the  midst 
of  butter,  an’  I’ve  got  lots  of  rags,  an’  I’ve 
got  to  hev  some  new  milk  pans  right  away.  ” 

All  of  this  reached  the  ears  of  the  tin 
peddler,  but  he  merely  stood  waiting,  the 
corners  of  his  large  mouth  curving  up 
good-naturedly,  and  scrutinized  with  plea- 
sant blue  eyes  the  belongings  of  the  kitch- 
en, and  especially  the  slight,  slouching 
figure  at  the  sink,  to  which  Sally  had  re- 
turned. 

“I  s’pose,”  said  Mrs.  King,  approaching 
the  peddler  at  length,  with  decision  thinly 
veiled  by  doubt,  “ that  I shall  hev  to  trade 
with  you,  though  I don’  know  how  to  stop 
this  mornin’,  for  I’m  right  in  the  midst  of 
butter-making.  I wish  you’d  ’a  happen- 
ed along  some  other  day.” 

44  Wa’al,”  replied  the  peddler,  laughing, 
“ an’  so  I would,  marm,  ef  I'd  only  known. 
But  I don’t  see  jest  how  I could  hev,  unless 
you’d  ’a  pasted  it  up  on  the  fences,  or  had 
it  put  in  the  newspaper,  or  mebbe  in  the 
almanac.” 

He  lounged  smilingly  against  the  door- 
casing, jingling  his  scales,  and  waiting  for 
the  woman  to  make  up  her  mind. 

She  smiled  unwillingly,  with  knitted 
brows. 

44  Well, ’’said  she,  “of  course  you  ain’t 
to  blame.  I guess  I’ll  go  an’  pick  up  my 
rags,  up  in  the  garret.  There’s  quite  a lot 
of  ’em,  an’  it  ’ll  take  some  time.  I don’t 
know  as  you’ll  want  to  wait.” 

44  Lor’,  I don’t  keer,”  answered  the  ped- 
dler. 44I’d  jest  as  soon  rest  a leetle  as  not. 
It's  a powerful  hot  mornin’  for  this  time 
o’  year,  an’  I’ve  got  all  the  day  afore  me.” 

He  came  in  and  seated  himself  on  a chair 
near  the  door  with  a loose- jointed  sprawl. 


Digitized  by 


Gck  igle 


Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


A HUMBLE  ROMANCE. 


23 


After  Mrs.  King  had  gone  out  he  sat 
a few  minutes  eying  the  girl  at  the  sink 
intently.  She  kept  steadily  on  with  her 
work,  though  there  was  a little  embarrass- 
ment and  uncertainty  in  her  face. 

“Would  it  be  too  much  trouble  ef  I 
should  ask  you  to  give  me  a tumbler  of 
water,  miss  ?” 

She  filled  one  of  her  hot,  newly  washed 
glasses  with  water  from  a pail  standing 
on  a shelf  at  one  end  of  the  sink,  and 
brought  it  over  to  him.  44  It's  cold,”  she 
said.  “I  drawed  it  myself  jest  a few  min- 
utes ago,  or  I’d  get  some  right  out  of  the 
well  for  you.” 

“This  is  all  right,  an’  thanky  kindly, 
miss;  it’s  proper  good  water.” 

He  drained  the  glass,  and  carried  it  back 
to  her  at  the  sink,  where  she  had  returned. 
She  did  not  seem  to  dare  absent  herself 
from  her  dish-washing  task  an  instant. 

He  set  the  empty  glass  down  beside  the 
pail;  then  he  caught  hold  of  the  girl  by 
her  slender  shoulders  and  faced  her  round 
toward  him.  She  turned  pale,  and  gave 
a smothered  scream. 

41  Thar!  thar!  don’t  you  go  to  being 
afeard  of  me,”  said  the  peddler.  “I 
wouldn’t  hurt  you  for  the  whole  world. 
I jest  want  to  take  a squar  look  at  you. 
You’re  the  worst-off-lookin’  little  cretur  I 
ever  set  my  eyes  on.” 

She  looked  up  at  him  pitifully,  still 
only  half  re-assured.  There  were  inflamed 
circles  around  her  dilated  blue  eyes. 

“You’ve  been  cryin’,  ’ain’t  you  ?” 

The  girl  nodded  meekly.  “Please  let 
me  go,”  she  said. 

“ Yes,  I’ll  let  you  go ; but  I’m  a-goin’  to 
ask  you  a few  questions  first,  an’  I want 
you  to  answer  ’em,  for  I’ll  be  hanged  ef  I 
ever  see — Ain’t  she  good  to  you  ?” — in- 
dicating Mrs.  King  with  a wave  of  his 
hand  toward  the  door  through  which  she 
had  departed. 

44  Yes,  she’s  good  enough,  I guess.” 

“Don’t  ever  scold  you,  hey  ?” 

“I  don’  know;  I guess  so,  sometimes.” 

44  Did  this  mornin’,  didn’t  she  ?” 

“A  little.  I was  kinder  behind  with 
the  work.” 

44  Keeps  you  workin’  pretty  stiddy,  don’t 
she  ?” 

44  Yes : thar’s  consider’ble  to  do  this  time 
o’  year.” 

“Cookin’  for  hired  men,  I s’ pose,  and 
butter  an’  milk  ?” 

“Yes.” 

41  How  long  hev  you  been  livin’  here  ?” 


44  She  took  me  when  I was  little.” 

“Do  you  do  anything  besides  work  ? — 
go  round  like  other  gals  ? — hev  any  good 
times  ?” 

“Sometimes?”  She  said  it  doubtfully, 
as  if  casting  about  in  her  mind  for  remi- 
niscences to  prove  the  truth  of  it. 

44  Git  good  wages  ?” 

“A  dollar  a week  sence  I was  eighteen. 

I worked  for  my  board  an’  clqse  afore.” 

“Got  any  folks  ?” 

“I  guess  I’ve  got  some  brothers  an’  sis- 
ters somewhar.  I don’  know  jest  whar. 
Two  of  ’em  went  West,  an’  one  is  merried 
somewhar  in  York  State.  We  was  scat- 
tered when  father  died.  Thar  was  ten  of 
us,  an’  we  was  awful  poor.  Mis’  King 
took  me.  I was  the  youngest ; ’bout  four, 
they  said  I was.  I ’ain’t  never  known 
any  folks  but  Mis’  King.” 

The  peddler  walked  up  and  down  the 
kitchen  floor  twice;  Sally  kept  on  with 
her  dishes ; then  he  came  back  to  her. 

“Look  a-here,”  he  said;  “leave  your 
dish-washin’  alone  a minute.  I want  you 
to  give  me  a good  look  in  the  face,  an’  tell 
me  what  you  think  of  me.” 

She  looked  up  shyly  in  his  florid,  freckled 
face,  with  its  high  cheek-bones  and  scrag- 
gy sandy  mustache ; then  she  plunged  her 
hands  into  the  dish-tub  again. 

“ I don’  know,”  she  said,  bashfully. 

44  Well  mebbe  you  do  know,  only  you 
can’t  put  it  into  words.  Now  jest  take  a 
look  out  the  window  at  my  tin  cart  thar. 
That’s  all  my  own,  a private  consarn.  I 
ain’t  runnin’  for  no  company.  I owns  the 
cart  an’  horse,  an’  disposes  of  the  rags,  an’ 
sells  the  tin,  all  on  my  own  hook.  An’ 

I’m  a-doin’  pretty  well  at  it;  I’m  a-layin’ 
up  a leetle  money.  I ain’t  got  no  family. 
Now  this  was  what  I was  a-comin’  at : s’pose 
you  should  jest  leave  the  dishes,  an’  the 
scoldin’  woman,  an’  the  butter,  an’  every- 
thing, an’  go  a-ridin’  off  with  me  on  my 
tin  cart.  I wouldn’t  know  you,  an’  she 
wouldn't  know  you,  an’  you  wouldn’t 
know  yourself,  in  a week.  You  wouldn’t 
hev  a bit  of  work  to  do,  but  jest  set  up 
thar  like  a queen,  a-ridin’  and  seein’  the 
country.  For  that’s  the  way  we’d  live, 
you  know.  I wouldn’t  hev  you  keep- 
in’  house  an’  slavin’.  We'd  stop  along 
the  road  for  vittles,  and  bring  up  at  tav- 
erns nights.  What  d'ye  say  to  it  ?” 

She  stopped  her  dish-washing  now,  and 
stood  staring  at  him,  her  lips  slightly 
parted  and  her  cheeks  flushed. 

44 1 know  I ain’t  much  in  the  way  of 
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looks,”  the  peddler  went  on,  “an’  I’m  older 
than  you — I’m  near  forty — an’  I’ve  been 
merried  afore.  I don’t  s’pose  you  kin 
take  a likin’  to  me  rigfyt  off,  but  you 
might  arter  a while.  An'  I’d  take  keer 
of  you,  you  poor  leetle  thing.  An’  I 
don’t  b’lieve  you  know  anything  about 
how  nice  it  is  to  be  taken  keer  of,  an’  hev 
the  hard,  rough  things  kep’  off  by  some- 
body that  likes  yer.” 

Still  she  said  nothing,  but  stood  staring 
at  him. 

“You  ’ain’t  got  no  beau,  hev  you?” 
asked  the  peddler,  as  a sudden  thought 
struck  him. 

“No.”  She  shook  her  head,  and  her 
cheeks  flushed  redder. 

“Well,  what  do  you  say  to  goin’  with 
me  ? You’ll  hev  to  hurry  up  an’  make 
up  your  mind,  or  the  old  lady’ll  be  back.” 

The  girl  was  almost  foolishly  ignorant 
of  the  world,  but  her  instincts  were  as 
brave  and  innocent  as  an  angel’s.  Taint- 
ed with  the  shiftless  weariness  and  phlegm 
of  her  parents,  in  one  direction  she  was 
vigorous  enough.  v 

Whether  it  was  by  the  grace  of  God,  or 
an  inheritance  from  some  far-off  Puritan 
ancestor,  the  fire  in  whose  veins  had  not 
burned  low,  she  could  see,  if  she  saw  no- 
thing else,  the  distinction  between  right 
and  wrong  with  awful  plainness.  No- 
body had  ever  called  her  anything  but  a 
good  girl.  It  was  said  with  a disparage- 
ment, maybe,  but  it  was  always  “a  good 
girl.” 

She  looked  up  at  the  man  before  her, 
her  cheeks  burning  painfully  hot,  her 
eyes  at  once  drooping  and  searching. 
“I — don’t  know  jest — how  you  mean,” 
she  stammered.  “ I wouldn’t  go  with  the 
king,  ef — it  wasn’t  to— go  honest — ” 

The  peddler’s  face  flushed  as  red  as  hers. 
“Now,  look  a-here,  little  un,”  he  said. 
4kYou  jest  listen,  an’  it’s  God’s  own  truth ; 
ef  I hadn’t  ’a  meant  all  right  I wouldn’t  ’a 
come  to  you,  but  to  some  other  gal,  han- 
sumer,  an’  pearter,  an’ — but,  oh  Lord!  I 
ain’t  that  kind,  anyway.  What  I want  is 
to  merry  you  honest,  an’  take  keer  of  you, 
an’  git  that  look  off  your  face.  I know  it’s 
awful  sudden,  an’  it’s  askin’  a good  deal  of 
a gal  to  trust  so  much  in  a fellow  she 
never  set  eyes  on  afore.  Ef  you  can’t  do 
it,  I’ll  never  blame  you;  but  ef  you  kin, 
well,  I don’t  b’lieve  you’ll  ever  be  sorry. 
Most  folks  would  think  I was  a fool,  too, 
an’  mebbe  I am,  but  I wanted  to  take  keer 
on  you  the  minute  I set  eyes  on  you;  an’ 


afore  I know  it  the  wantin’  to  take  keer 
on  you  will  be  growin’  into  lovin’  you. 
Now  you  hurry  and  make  up  your  mind, 
or  she  will  be  back.” 

Sally  had  little  imagination,  andaloving 
nature.  In  her  heart,  as  in  all  girls’  hearts, 
the  shy,  secret  longing  for  a lover  had 
strengthened  with  her  growth,  but  she  had 
never  dreamed  definitely  of  one.  Now  she 
surveyed  the  homely,  scrawny,  good-na- 
tured visage  before  her,  and  it  filled  the 
longing  nature  had  placed  in  her  helpless 
heart  well  enough.  His  appearance  dis- 
pelled no  previous  illusion,  for  previous  il- 
lusion there  had  been  none.  No  one  had 
ever  spoken  to  her  in  this  way.  Rough 
and  precipitate  though  it  was,  it  was  skill- 
ful wooing;  for  it  made  its  sincerity  felt, 
and  a girl  more  sophisticated  than  this  one 
could  not  have  listened  to  it  wholly  un- 
touched. 

The  erratic  nature  of  the  whole  pro- 
ceeding did  not  dismay  her.  She  had  no 
conscience  for  conventionalities ; she  was 
too  simple;  hers  only  provided  for  pure 
right  and  wrong.  Strange  to  say,  the 
possible  injury  she  would  do  her  mistress 
by  leaving  her  in  this  way  did  not  occur 
to  her  till  afterward.  Now  she  looked  at 
her  lover,  and  began  to  believe  in  him, 
and  as  soon  as  she  began  to  believe  in  him 
— poor,  unattractive,  ignorant  little  thing 
that  she  was!— she  began  to  love  just  like 
other  girls.  All  over  her  crimson  face 
flashed  the  signs  of  yielding.  The  ped- 
dler saw  and  understood  them. 

“You  will — won’t  you,  little  un?”  he 
cried.  Then,  as  her  eyes  drooped  more 
before  his,  and  her  mouth  quivered  be- 
tween a sob  and  a smile,  he  took  a step 
forward  and  stretched  out  his  arms  to- 
ward her.  Then  he  stepped  back,  and  his 
arms  fell. 

“No,”  he  cried,  “I  won’t;  I’d  like  to 
give  you  a hug,  but  I won’t;  I won’t  so 
much  as  touch  that  little  lean  hand  of 
yours  till  you’re  my  wife.  You  shall  see 
I mean  honest.  But  come  along  now, 
little  un,  or  she  will  be  back.  I declar 
ef  I don’t  more’n  half  believe  she’s  fell  in 
a fit,  or  she’d  ha’  been  back  afore  now. 
Come  now,  dear,  be  spry !” 

“ Now  ?”  said  Sally  in  turn. 

4 4 Now ! why,  of  course  now : what’s  the 
use  of  waitin’  ? Mebbe  you  want  to  make 
some  weddin’  cake,  but  I reckon  we’d  bet- 
ter buy  some  over  in  Derby,  for  it  might 
put  the  old  lady  out;”  and  the  peddler 
chuckled.  “ Why,  I’m  jest  a-goin’  to  stow 
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you  away  in  that  ’ere  tin  cart  of  mine — 
there’s  plenty  of  room,  for  I've  been  on 
the  road  a-sellin’  nigh  a week.  An’  then 
I’m  a-goin’  to  drive  out  of  this  yard,  arter 
I’ve  traded  with  your  missis,  as  innocent 
as  the  very  innocentest  lamb  you  ever 
see,  an’  I’m  a-goin’  to  drive  along  a piece 
till  it’s  safe;  an’  then  you’re  a-goin’  to  git 
out  an’  set  up  on  the  seat  alongside  of 
me,  an’  we’re  goin’  to  keep  on  till  we  git 
to  Derby,  an’  then  we’ll  git  merried,  jest 
as  soon  as  we  kin  find  a minister  as  wants 
to  aim  a ten-dollar  bill.” 

“But,”  gasped  Sally,  “she’ll  ask  whar 
lam.” 

“ I’ll  fix  that.  You  lay  there  in  the  cart 
an’  hear  what  I say.  Lor,  I’d  jest  as  soon 
tell  her  to  her  face,  myself,  what  we  was 
goin’  to  do,  an’  set  you  right  up  on  the 
seat  aside  of  me,  afore  her  eyes;  but  she’d 
talk  hal'd,  most  likely,  an’  you  look  scared 
enough  now,  an’  you’d  cry,  an’  your  eyes 
would  git  redder;  an’  she  might  sass  you 
so  you’d  be  ready  to  back  out,  too.  Wo- 
men kin  say  hard  things  to  other  women, 
an’  they  ain’t  likely  to  understan’  any 
woman  but  themselves  trustin’  a man 
overmuch.  I reckon  this  is  the  best 
way.  ” He  went  toward  the  door,  and  mo- 
tioned her  to  come. 

“ But  I wants  my  bonnet.” 

“Never  mind  the  bunnit;  I’ll  buy  you 
one  in  Derby.” 

“But  I don’t  want  to  ride  into  Derby 
bare-headed,”  said  Sally,  almost  crying. 

“ Well,  I don’  know  as  you  do,  little  un, 
that’s  a fact;  but  hurry  an’  git  the  bun- 
nit, or  she  will  be  here.  I thought  I heard 
her  a minute  ago.” 

“ Thar's  a leetle  money  I’ve  saved,  too.” 

“ Well,  git  that ; we  don’t  want  to  make 
the  old  lady  vallyble  presents,  an’  you  kin 
buy  yourself  sugar-plums  with  it.  But  be 
spry. 

She  gave  him  one  more  scared  glance, 
I and  hastened  out  of  the  room,  her  limp 
calico  accommodating  itself  to  every  un- 
graceful hitch  of  her  thin  limbs  and  sharp 
hips. 

* 1 I’ll  git  her  a gown  with  puckers  in  the 
back,”  mused  the  peddler,  gazing  after  her. 
Then  he  hastened  out  to  his  tin  cart,  and 
arranged  a vacant  space  in  the  body  of  it. 
He  had  a great-coat  which  he  spread  over 
the  floor. 

“Thar,  little  un,  let  me  put  you  right 
in,”  he  whispered,  when  Sally  emerged, 
her  bonnet  on  her  head,  a figured  green 
delaine  shawl  over  her  shoulders,  and  her 


little  hoard  dangling  from  her  hand  in  an 
old  stocking. 

She  turned  round  and  faced  him  once 
more,  her  eyes  like  a child’s  peering  into 
a dark  room.  “ You  mean  honest  ?” 

“ Before  God,  I do,  little  un.  Now  git 
in  quick,  for  she  is  cornin’ !” 

He  had  to  lift  her  in,  for  her  poor  little 
limbs  were  too  weak  to  support  her.  They 
were  not  a moment  too  soon,  for  Mrs.  King 
stood  in  the  kitchen  dgor  a second  later. 

“Here!  you  ain’t  goin’,  air  you?”  she 
called  out. 

“No,  marm;  I jest  stepped  out  to  look 
arter  my  hoss;  he  was  a trifle  uneasy 
with  the  flies,  an’  thar  was  a yaller  wasp 
buzzin’  round.”  And  the  peddler  stepped 
up  to  the  door  with  an  open  and  artless 
visage. 

“Well,  I didn’t  know  but  you’d  git 
tired  waitin’.  You  spoke  so  about  not  be- 
in’ in  a hurry  that  I stopped  to  pick  my 
white  rags  out  from  the  colored  ones.  I 
knew  they’d  bring  more  ef  I did.  I’d  been 
meanin’  to  hev  ’em  all  sorted  out  afore  a 
peddler  come  along.  I thought  I’d  hev 
Sally  pick  ’em  over  last  week,  but  she  was 
sick — Why,  whar  is  Sally  ?” 

“Who?” 

“Sally — the  girl  that  was  washin’  dish- 
es when  you  come— -she  went  to  the  door.” 

“Oh,  the  gal!  I b’lieve  I saw  her  go 
out  the  door  a minute  afore  I went  out  to 
see  to  my  hoss.” 

“ Well,  I’ll  call  her,  for  she’ll  never  git 
the  dishes  done,  I guess,  an’  then  we’ll  see 
about  the  rags.” 

Mrs.  King  strode  toward  the  door,  but 
the  peddler  stopped  her. 

“Now,  marm,  ef  you  please,”  said  he, 

“ I’d  a leetle  rayther  you’d  attend  to  busi- 
ness first,  and  call  Sally  arter  ward,  ef  it’s 
jest  the  same  to  you,  for  I am  gittin’  in  a 
leetle  of  a hurry,  and  don't  feel  as  ef  I 
could  afford  to  wait  much  longer.” 

“Well,”  said  Mrs.  King,  reluctantly, 

‘ ‘ I don’t  suppose  I orter  ask  you  to,  but  I 
do  hev  such  discouragin’  times  with  help. 

I declare  it  don’t  seem  to  me  as  ef  Sally 
ever  would  git  them  dishes  done.” 

“ Wa’al,  it  don’t  seem  to  me,  from  what 
I’ve  seen,  that  she  ever  will,  either,”  said 
the  peddler,  as  he  gathered  up  Mrs.  King’s 
rag-bags  and  started  for  the  cart. 

“Anybody  wouldn’t  need  to  watch  her 
for  rnore’n  two  minutes  to  see  how  slow 
she  was,”  assented  Mrs.  King,  following. 

“ She’s  a girl  I took  when  she  was  a baby 
to  bring  up,  an’  I’ve  wished  more’n  fifty 
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times  I hadn’t.  She’s  a good  girl  enough, 
but  she's  awful  slow — no  snap  to  her. 
How  much  is  them  milk  pans  ?” 

Mrs.  King  was  reputedly  a sharp  woman 
at  a bargain.  To  trade  with  her  was  or- 
dinarily a long  job  for  any  peddler,  but 
to-day  it  was  shortened  through  skillful 
management.  The  tinman  came  down 
with  astonishing  alacrity  from  his  first 
price  at  the  merest  suggestion  from  his 
customer,  and  in  a much  shorter  time  than 
usual  she  bustled  into  the  house,  her  arms 
full  of  pans,  and  the  radiant  and  triumph- 
ant conviction  of  a good  bargain  in  her 
face. 

The  peddler  whirled  rapidly  into  his 
seat,  and  snatched  up  the  lines;  but  even 
then  he  heard  Mrs.  King  calling  the  girl 
as  he  rattled  around  the  corner. 

A quarter  of  a mile  from  Mrs.  King’s 
there  was  a house ; a little  beyond,  the  road 
ran  through  a considerable  stretch  of 
woods.  This  was  a very  thinly  settled 
neighborhood.  The  peddler  drove  rapid- 
ly until  he  reached  the  woods;  then  he 
stopped,  got  down,  and  peered  into  the 
cart. 

Sally’s  white  face  and  round  eyes  peered 
piteously  back  at  him. 

“How’re  you  gittin’  along,  little  un?” 

“Oh,  let  me  git  out  an’  go  back !” 

“ Lor’,  no,  little  un;  you  don’t  want  to 
go  back  now ! Bless  your  heart,  she’s  all 
primed  for  an  awful  sassin’.  I tell  you 
what  ’tis,  you  sha’n’t  ride  cooped  up  in 
thar  any  longer;  you  shall  git  out,  an’  set 
up  here  with  me.  We’ll  keep  our  ears 
pricked  up,  an’  ef  we  hear  anybody  corn- 
in’, I’ll  stow  you  in  the  box  under  the 
seat  afore  you  kin  say  Jack  Robinson, 
an’  thar  ain’t  any  houses  for  three  mile.” 

He  helped  the  poor  shivering  little 
thing  out,  and  lifted  her  up  to  the  high 
seat.  When  he  had  seated  himself  beside 
her,  and  gathered  up  the  lines,  he  looked 
down  at  her  curiously.  Her  bonnet  the 
severe  taste  of  Mrs.  King  had  regulated. 
It  was  a brown  straw,  trimmed  with 
brown  ribbon.  He  eyed  it  disapproving- 
ly. “ I’ll  git  you  a white  bunnit,  sich  as 
brides  wear,  in  Derby,”  said  he. 

She  blushed  a little  at  that,  and  glanced 
up  at  him,  a little  grateful  light  over  her 
face. 

“You  poor  little  thing l”  said  the  ped- 
dler, and  put  out  his  hand  toward  her, 
then  drew  it  back  again. 

Derby  was  a town  with  the  prestige  of 
a city.  It  was  the  centre  of  trade  for  a 


large  circle  of  little  country  towns;  its 
main  street  was  crowded  on  a fair  day, 
when  the  roads  were  good,  with  any 
quantity  of  nondescript  and  antediluvian- 
looking vehicles,  and  the  owners  thereof 
presented  a wide  variety  of  quaintness  in 
person  and  attire. 

So  this  eloping  pair,  the  tall,  bony, 
shambling  man,  and  the  thin,  cowed-look- 
ing  girl,  her  scant  skirts  slipping  too  far 
below  her  waist  line  in  the  back,  and  fol- 
lowing the  movements  of  her  awkward 
heels,  excited  no  particular  attention. 

After  the  tin  cart  had  been  put  up  in 
the  hotel  stable,  and  the  two  had  been 
legally  pronounced  man  and  wife,  or  spe- 
cifically Mr.  and  Mrs.  Jake  Russell,  they 
proceeded  on  foot  down  the  principal 
street,  in  which  all  the  shops  were  congre- 
gated, in  search  of  some  amendments  to 
the  bride's  attire. 

If  it  was  comparatively  unnoticed, 
Sally  was  fully  alive  to  the  unsuitable- 
ness of  her  costume.  She  turned  around, 
and  followed  with  wistful  eyes  the  pretti- 
ly dressed  girls  they  met.  There  was  a 
great  regret  in  her  heart  over  her  best 
gown,  a brown  delaine,  with  a flounce  on 
the  bottom,  and  a shiny  back.  She  had 
so  confidently  believed  in  its  grandeur  so 
long,  that  now,  seen  by  her  mental  vision, 
it  hardly  paled  before  these  splendors 
of  pleating  and  draping.  It  compared 
advantageously,  in  her  mind,  with  a 
brown  velvet  suit  whose  wearer  looked 
with  amusement  in  her  eyes  at  Sally’s  for- 
lorn figure.  If  she  only  had  on  her 
brown  delaine,  she  felt  that  she  could 
walk  more  confidently  through  this 
strangeness.  But,  nervously  snatching 
her  bonnet  and  her  money,  she  had,  in 
fact,  heard  Mrs.  King’s  tread  on  the  attic 
stairs,  and  had  not  dared  to  stop  longer 
to  secure  it. 

She  knew  they  were  out  on  a search  for 
a new  dress  for  her  now,  but  she  felt  a t 
sorrowful  conviction  that  nothing  could 
be  found  which  could  fully  make  up  for 
the  loss  of  her  own  beloved  best  gown. 

And  then  Sally  was  not  very  quick  with 
her  needle;  she  thought  with  dismay  of 
the  making  up;  the  possibility  of  being 
aided  by  a dressmaker,  or  a ready-made 
costume,  never  entered  her  simple  mind. 

Jake  shambled  loosely  down  the  street, 
and  she  followed  meekly  after  him,  a 
pace  or  two  behind. 

At  length  the  peddler  stopped  before  a 
large  establishment,  in  whose  windows 
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some  ready-made  ladies’  garments  were 
displayed.  “Here  we  air,”  said  he,  tri- 
umphantly. 

Sally  stepped  weakly  after  him  up  the 
broad  steps. 

One  particular  dress  in  the  window  had 
excited  the  peddler’s  warm  admiration.  It 
was  a trifle  florid  in  design,  with  dashes 
of  red  here  and  there. 

Sally  eyed  it  a little  doubtfully,  when 
the  clerk,  at  Jake’s  request,  had  taken  it 
down  to  show  them.  Untutored  as  her 
taste  was,  she  turned  as  naturally  to  quiet 
plumage  as  a wood-pigeon.  The  red  slash- 
es rather  alarmed  her.  However,  she  said 
nothing  against  her  husband's  decision  to 
purchase  the  dress.  She  turned  pale  at 
the  price ; it  was  nearly  the  whole  of  her 
precious  store.  But  she  took  up  her  stock- 
ing-purse determinedly  when  Jake  began 
examining  his  pocket-book. 

“ I pays  for  this,”  said  she  to  the  clerk, 
lifting  up  her  little  face  to  him  with  scared 
resolve. 

4 4 Why,  no,  you  don’t,  little  un,”  cried 
Jake,  catching  hold  of  her  arm.  “I’m 
a-goin’  to  pay  for  it,  o’  course.  It’s  a pity 
ef  I can’t  buy  my  own  wife  a dress.” 

Sally  flushed  all  over  her  lean  throat, 
but  she  resolutely  held  out  the  money. 

“No, ” she  said  again,  shaking  her  head 
obstinately,  “ I pays  for  it.” 

The  peddler  let  her  have  her  way  then, 
though  he  bit  his  scraggy  mustache  with 
amaze  and  vexation  as  he  watched  her  pay 
her  bill,  and  stare  with  a sort  of  frighten- 
ed wistfulness  after  her  beloved  money  as 
it  disappeared  in  the  clerk’s  grasp. 

When  they  emerged  from  the  store,  the 
new  dress  under  his  arm,  he  burst  out, 
“What  on  airth  made  you  do  that,  lit- 
tle un  ?” 

44  Other  folks  does  that  way.  When 
they  gits  merried  they  buys  their  own 
close,  ef  they  kin.'’ 

“ But  it  took  pretty  near  all  you’d  got, 
didn’t  it  ?” 

44  That  ain’t  no  matter.” 

The  peddler  stared  at  her,  half  in  con- 
sternation, half  in  admiration. 

44  Well,”  said  he,  44 1 guess  you’ve  got  a 
little  will  o’  your  own,  arter  all,  little  un, 
an’  I’m  glad  on’t.  A woman’d  orter  hev 
a little  will  to  back  her  sweetness;  it’s  all 
too  soft  an’  slushy  otherways.  But  I’ll  git 
even  with  you  about  the  dress.” 

Which  he  proceeded  to  do  by  ushering 
his  startled  bride  into  the  next  dry-goods 
establishment,  and  purchasing  a dress  pat- 


tern of  robin’s-egg  blue  silk,  and  a deli- 
cate white  bonnet.  Sally,  however,  insist- 
ed on  buying  a plain  sun-hat  with  the  re- 
mainder of  her  own  money.  She  was 
keenly  alive  to  the  absurdity  and  peril  of 
that  airy  white  structure  on  the  top  of  a 
tin  cart. 

The  pair  remained  in  Derby  about  a 
week ; then  they  started  forth  on  their  trav- 
els, the  blue  silk,  which  a Derby  dress- 
maker had  made  up  after  the  prevailing 
mode,  and  the  white  bonnet,  stowed  away 
in  a little  new  trunk  in  the  body  of  the 
cart. 

The  peddler,  having  only  himself  to  con- 
sult as  to  his  motions,  struck  a new  route 
now.  Sally  wished  to  keep  away  from 
her  late  mistress’s  vicinity.  She  had  al- 
ways a nervous  dread  of  meeting  her  in 
some  unlikely  fashion. 

She  wrote  a curious  little  ill-spelled  note 
to  her  at  the  first  town  where  they  stopped 
after  leaving  Derby.  Whether  or  no  Mrs. 

King  was  consoled  or  mollified  by  it  she 
never  knew. 

Their  way  still  lay  through  a thinly  set- 
tled country.  The  tin  peddler  found  read- 
ier customers  in  those  farmers’  wives  who 
were  far  from  stores.  It  was  late  spring. 
Often  they  rode  for  a mile  or  two  through 
the  lovely  fresh  woods  without  coming  to 
a single  house. 

The  girl  had  never  heard  of  Arcadia, 
but  she  was  riding  through  it  under  gold- 
green  boughs,  to  the  sweet  broken  jangling 
of  tin-ware,  all  unexpressed  to  herself. 

When  they  stopped  to  trade  at  the  farm- 
houses, how  proudly  she  sat,  a new  erect- 
ness in  her  slender  back,  and  held  her  hus- 
band’s horse  tightly  while  he  talked  with 
the  woman  of  the  house,  with  now  and 
then  a careful  glance  toward  her  to  see  if 
she  was  safe.  They  always  contrived  to 
bring  up  at  some  town  where  there  was  a 
place  of  worship  on  a Sabbath-day.  Then 
the  blue  silk  and  the  white  bonnet  were 
taken  reverently  from  their  hiding-place, 
and  Sally,  full  of  happy  consciousness, 
went  to  church  with  her  husband  in  all 
her  bridal  bravery. 

These  two  simple  pilgrims,  with  all  the 
beauty  and  grace  there  was  in  either  of 
them  turned  only  toward  each  other,  and 
seen  rightly  only  in  each  other's  untutored, 
uncritical  eyes,  had  journeyed  together 
blissfully  for  aboutthree  months,  when  one 
afternoon  Jake  came  out  of  a little  coun- 
try tavern,  where  they  had  proposed  stop- 
ping for  the  night,  with  a pale  face.  Sal- 
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ly  had  been  waiting  on  the  cart  outside 
until  he  should  see  if  they  could  be  ac- 
commodated. He  jumped  up  beside  her 
and  took  the  lines. 

44  Well  go  on  to  Ware,”  he  said,  in  a 
dry  voice;  44it’s  only  three  mile  further. 
They’re  full  here.” 

Jake  drove  rapidly  along,  an  awful 
look  on  his  homely  face,  giving  it  the  beau- 
ty of  tragedy. 

Sally  kept  looking  up  at  him  with  pa- 
thetic wonder,  but  he  never  looked  at 
her  or  spoke  till  they  reached  the  last 
stretch  of  woods  before  Ware  village. 
Then,  just  before  they  left  the  leafy  cov- 
er, he  slackened  his  speed  a little,  and 
threw  his  arm  around  her. 

4 4 See  here,  little  un,”  he  said,  broken- 
ly. 4 4 You’ve  — got  — consider’ ble  back- 
bone, ’ain’t  you  ? Ef  anything  awful 
should  happen,  it  wouldn’t — kill  you — 
you’d  bear  up  ?” 

44  Ef  you  told  me  to.” 

He  caught  at  her  words  eagerly.  “I 
would  tell  you  to,  little  un — I do  tell  you 
to,”  he  cried.  44  Ef  anything  awful  ever 
should — happen — you’ll  remember  that  I 
told  you  to  bear  up.” 

44  Yes,  I’ll  bear  up.”  Then  she  clung  to 
him  trembling.  “Oh,  what  is  it,  Jake  ?” 

44  Never  mind  now,  little  un,”  he  an- 
swered; “p’rhaps  nothin’  awful’s  goin’  to 
happen;  I didn’t  say  thar  was.  Chirk 
up  an’  give  us  a kiss,  an’  look  at  that  ’ere 
sky  thar,  all  pink  an’  yaller.” 

He  tried  to  be  cheerful,  and  comfort  her 
with  joking  endearments  then,  but  the 
awful  lines  in  his  face  staid  rigid  and  un- 
changed under  the  smiles. 

Sally,  however,  had  not  much  discern- 
ment, and  little  of  the  sensitiveness  of 
temperament  which  takes  impressions  of 
coming  evil.  She  soon  recovered  her 
spirits,  and  was  unusually  merry  for  her 
the  whole  evening,  making,  out  of  the  ex- 
cess of  her  innocence  and  happiness,  sev- 
eral little  jokes,  which  made  Jake  laugh 
loyally,  and  set  his  stricken  face  harder 
the  next  minute. 

In  the  course  of  the  evening  he  took 
out  his  pocket-book  and  displayed  his 
money,  and  counted  it  jokingly.  Then 
he  spoke,  in  a careless,  casual  manner,  of  a 
certain  s\im  he  had  deposited  in  a country 
bank,  and  how,  if  he  was  taken  sick  and 
needed  it,  Sally  could  draw  it  out  as  well 
as  he.  Then  he  spoke  of  the  value  of  his 
stock  in  trade  and  horse  and  cart.  When 
they  went  to  bed  that  night  he  had  told 


his  wife,  without  her  suspecting  he  was 
telling  her,  all  about  his  affairs. 

She  fell  asleep  as  easily  as  a child.  Jake 
lay  rigid  and  motionless  till  he  had  listen- 
ed to  her  regular  breathing  an  hour.  Then 
he  rose  softly,  lit  a candle,  which  he  shaded 
from  her  face,  and  sat  down  at  a little  table 
with  a pencil  and  paper.  He  wrote  pain- 
fully, with  cramped  muscles,  his  head  bent 
ou  one  side,  following  every  movement  of 
his  pen,  yet  with  a confident  steadiness 
which  seemed  to  show  that  all  the  subject- 
matter  had  been  learned  by  heart  before- 
hand. Then  he  folded  the  paper  careful- 
ly around  a little  book  which  he  took  from 
his  pocket,  and  approached  the  bed,  keep- 
ing his  face  turned  away  from  his  sleep- 
ing wife.  He  laid  the  little  package  on  his 
vacant  pillow,  still  keeping  his  face  aside. 

Then  he  got  into  his  clothes  quickly,  his 
head  turned  persistently  from  the  bed,  and 
opened  the  door  softly,  and  went  out,  nev- 
er once  looking  back. 

When  Sally  awoke  the  next  morning 
she  found  her  husband  gone,  and  the  lit- 
tle package  on  the  pillow.  She  opened 
it,  more  curious  than  frightened.  There 
was  a note  folded  around  a bank-book. 
Sally  spelled  out  the  note  laboriously,  with 
whitening  lips  and  dilating  eyes.  It  was 
a singular  composition,  its  deep  feeling 
pricking  through  its  illiterate  stiffness. 

44  Dear  Wife, — I’ve  got  to  go  and  leve 
you.  It’s  the  only  way.  Ef  I kin  ever 
come  back,  I will.  I told  you  bout  my 
bizness  last  night.  You’d  better  drive  the 
cart  to  Derby  to  that  Mister  Arms  I told 
you  bout,  an’  he’ll  help  you  sell  it  an’  the 
hoss.  Tell  him  your  husband  had  to  go 
away,  an’  left  them  orders.  I’ve  left  you 
my  bank-book,  so  you  can  git  the  money 
out  of  the  bank  the  way  I told  you,  an’ 
my  watch  an’  pocket-book  is  under  the 
pillow.  I left  you  all  the  money,  cept 
what  little  I couldn’t  git  long  without. 
You’d  better  git  boarded  somewhar  in 
Derby.  You’ll  hev  enough  money  to  keep 
you  awhile,  an’  I’ll  send  you  some  more 
when  thet’s  gone,  ef  I hev  to  work  my  fin- 
gers to  the  bone.  Don’t  ye  go  to  worry- 
in’  an’  workin’  hard.  An’  bear  up.  Don’t 
forgit  thet  you  promised  me  to  bear  up. 
When  you  gits  to  feelin’  awful  bad,  an’ 
you  will,  jest  say  it  over  to  yourself — 4 He 
told  me  to  bear  up,  an’  I said  as  I would 
bear  up.’  Scuse  poor  writin’  an’  a bad 
pen.  Yours  till  death, 

“Jake  Russell.” 
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When  Sally  had  read  the  letter  quite 
through,  she  sat  still  a few  minutes  on  the 
edge  of  the  bed,  her  lean,  round-shoulder- 
ed figure  showing  painfully  through  her 
clinging  night  dress,  her  eyes  staring 
straight  before  her. 

Then  she  rose,  dressed  herself,  put  the 
bank-book,  with  the  letter  folded  around 
it,  and  her  husband's  pocket-book,  in  her 
bosom,  and  went  down -stairs  quietly. 
Just  before  she  went  out  her  room  door 
she  paused  with  her  hand  on  the  latch, 
and  muttered  to  herself,  “He  told  me  to 
bear  up,  an’  I said  as  I would  bear  up.” 

She  sought  the  landlord  to  pay  her  bill, 
and  found  that  it  was  already  paid,  and 
that  her  recreant  husband  had  smoothed 
over  matters  in  one  direction  for  her  by 
telling  the  landlord  that  he  was  called 
away  on  urgent  business,  and  that  his 
wife  was  to  take  the  tin  cart  next  morn- 
ing, and  meet  him  at  a certain  point. 

So  she  drove  away  on  her  tin  cart  in 
solitary  state  without  exciting  any  of  the 
wondering  comments  which  would  have 
been  agony  to  her. 

When  she  gathered  up  the  lines  and 
went  rattling  down  the  country  road,  if 
ever  there  was  a zealous  disciple  of  a 
new  religion,  she  was  one.  Her  prophet 
was  her  raw-boned  peddler  husband,  and 
her  creed  and  whole  confession  of  faith 
his  parting  words  to  her. 

She  did  not  take  the  road  to  Derby ; she 
had  made  up  her  mind  about  that  as  she 
sat  on  the  edge  of  the  bed  after  reading 
the  letter.  She  drove  straight  along  the 
originally  prescribed  route,  stopping  at 
the  farm-houses,  taking  rags  and  selling 
tin.  just  as  she  had  seen  her  husband  do. 
There  were  much  astonishment  and  many 
curious  questions  among  her  customers. 
A woman  running  a tin  cart  was  an  un- 
precedented spectacle,  but  she  explained 
matters,  with  meek  dignity,  to  all  who 
questioned  her.  Her  husband  had  gone 
away,  and  she  was  to  attend  to  his  cus- 
tomers until  he  should  return.  She  could 
not  always  quite  allay  the  suspicion  that 
there  must  needs  be  something  wrong, 
but  she  managed  the  trading  satisfactori- 
ly, and  gave  good  bargains,  and  so  went 
on  her  way  unmolested.  But  not  a farm- 
yard did  she  enter  or  leave  without  the 
words  sounding  in  her  beatiug  little  heart, 
like  a strong,  encouraging  chant,  “He 
told  me  to  bear  up,  an’  I said  as  I would 
bear  up.” 

When  her  stock  ran  low,  she  drove  to 
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Derby  to  replenish  it.  Here  she  had 
opposition  from  the  dealers,  but  her  al- 
most abnormal  persistence  overcame  it. 

She  showed  Jake’s  letter  to  Mr.  Arms, 
the  tin  dealer  with  whom  she  traded,  and 
he  urged  her  to  take  up  with  the  advice 
in  it,  promising  her  a good  bargain ; but 
she  was  resolute. 

Soon  she  found  that  she  was  doing  as 
well  as  her  husband  had  done,  if  not  better. 

Her  customers,  after  they  had  grown  used 
to  the  novelty  of  a tinwoman,  instead  of 
a tinman,  liked  her.  In  addition  to  the 
regular  stock,  she  carried  various  little 
notions  needed  frequently  by  house- 
wives, such  as  pins,  needles,  thread,  etc. 

She  oftener  staid  at  a farm-house  over- 
night than  a tavern,  and  frequently 
stopped  over  at  one  a few  days  in  severe 
weather. 

After  her  trip  to  Derby  she  carried  al- 
ways a little  pistol,  probably  more  to 
guard  Jake’s  watch  and  property  than 
herself. 

Whatever  money  she  did  not  absolutely 
require  for  current  expenses  went  to  swell 
Jake’s  little  hoard  in  the  Derby  bank. 
During  the  three  years  she  kept  up  her 
lonely  travelling  little  remittances  came 
directed  to  her  from  time  to  time,  in  the 
care  of  Mr.  Arms.  When  one  came,  Sally 
cried  pitifully,  and  put  it  into  the  bank 
with  the  rest. 

She  never  gave  up  expecting  her  hus- 
band. She  never  woke  up  one  morning 
without  the  hope  in  her  heart  that  he 
would  come  that  day.  Every  golden 
dawn  showed  a fair  possibility  to  her,  and 
so  did  every  red  sunset.  She  scanned 
every  distant,  approaching  figure  in  the 
sweet  country  roads  with  the  half  con- 
viction in  her  heart  that  it  was  he,  and 
when  nearness  dispelled  the  illusion,  her 
heart  bounded  bravely  back  from  its  mo- 
mentary sinking,  and  she  looked  ahead 
for  another  traveller. 

Still  he  did  not  come  for  three  years 
from  the  spring  he  went  away.  Except 
through  the  money  remittances,  which 
gave  no  clew  but  the  New  York  postmark 
on  the  envelope,  she  had  not  heard  from 
him. 

One  June  afternoon  a poor  lonely  maid- 
en, now  without  her  beloved  swain,  driv- 
ing through  her  old  Arcadian  solitudes, 
whose  enchanted  meaning  was  lost  to  her, 
heard  a voice  from  behind  calling  to  her, 
above  the  jangling  of  tin,  “ Sally  I Sally  I 
Sally!” 
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She  turned,  and  there  he  was,  running 
after  her.  She  turned  her  head  quickly, 
and,  stopping  the  horse,  sat  perfectly  still, 
her  breath  almost  gone  with  suspense. 
She  did  not  dare  look  again  for  fear  she 
had  not  seen  aright. 

The  hurrying  steps  came  nearer  and 
nearer ; she  looked  when  they  came  abreast 
the  cart.  It  was  he.  It  always  seemed 
to  her  that  she  would  have  died  if  it  had 
not  been  that  time. 

“Jake!  Jake!” 

“Oh,  Sally!” 

He  was  up  on  the  seat  before  she  could 
breathe  again,  and  his  arms  around  her. 

“Jake,  I did — bear  up— *1  did.” 

“ I know  you  did,  little  un.  Mr.  Arms 
told  me  all  about  it.  Oh,  you  dear  little 
un,  you  poor  little  un,  a-drivin’  round  on 
this  cart  all  alone !” 

Jake  laid  his  cheek  against  Sally’s  and 
sobbed. 

“ Don’t  cry,  Jake.  I’ve  aimed  money, 
I hev,  an’  it’s  in  the  bank  for  you.” 

4 4 Oh,  you  blessed  little  un ! Sally,  they 
said  hard  things  'bout  me  to  you  in  Derby, 
didn’t  they  ?” 

She  started  violently  at  that.  There 
was  one  thing  which  had  been  said  to  her 
in  Derby,  and  the  memory  of  it  had  been 
a repressed  terror  ever  since. 

44  Yes:  they  said  as  how  you’d  run  off 
with — another  woman.” 

“What  did  you  say  ?” 

“I  didn’t  believe  it.” 

44 1 did,  Sally.” 

44  Well,  you’ve  come  back.” 

“Afore  I merried  you  I’d  been  merried 
afore.  By  all  that’s  good  an’  great,  little 
un,  I thought  my  wife  was  dead.  Her  folks 
said  she  was.  When  I come  home  from 
peddlin’,  one  time,  she  was  gone,  an’  they 
said  she  was  off  on  a visit.  I found  out  in 
a few  weeks  she'd  run  off  with  another  fel- 
low. I went  off  peddlin’  agin  without 
carin’  much  what  become  of  me.  ’Bout  a 
year  arterward  I saw  her  death  in  a paper, 
an’  I wrote  to  her  folks,  an’  they  said  ’twas 
true.  They  were  a bad  lot,  the  whole  of 
’em.  I got  took  in.  But  she  had  a mighty 
pretty  face,  an’  a tongue  like  honey,  an’  I 
s’pose  I was  green.  Three  year  ago,  when 
I went  into  that  ’ere  tavern  in  Grover,  thar 
she  was  in  the  kitchin  a-cookin’.  The 
fellow  she  run  off  with  had  left  her,  an’ 
she’d  been  tryin’  to  hunt  me  up.  She  was 
awful  poor,  an’  had  come  across  this  place 
an’  took  it.  She  was  allers  a good  cook, 
an’  she  suited  the  customers  fust  rate.  I 
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guess  they  liked  to  see  her  pretty  face 
’round  too,  confound  her ! 

“Well,  little  un,  she  knew  me  right 
off,  an’  hung  on  to  me,  an’  cried,  an’  begged 
me  to  forgive  her;  and  when  she  spied  you 
a-settin’  thar  on  the  cart,  she  tore.  I hed 
to  hold  her  to  keep  her  from  goin’  out  an’ 
tellin’  you  the  whole  story.  I thought 
you’d  die  ef  she  did.  I didn’t  know  then 
how  you  could  bear  up,  little  un.  Ef  you 
’ain’t  got  backbone!” 

44  Jake,  I did  bear  up.” 

44 1 know  you  did,  you  blessed  little 
cretur.  Well,  she  said  ef  I didn’t  leave 
you,  an’  go  with  her,  she’d  expose  me. 
As  soon  as  she  found  she’d  got  the  weapons 
in  her  own  hands,  an’  could  hev  me  up 
for  bigamy,  she  didn’t  cry  so  much,  an’ 
wa’n’t  quite  so  humble. 

“Well,  little  un,  then  I run  off  an’  left 
you.  I couldn’t  stay  with  you  ef  you 
wa’n’t  my  wife,  an’  ’twas  all  the  way  to 
stop  her  tongue.  I met  her  that  night, 
an’  we  went  to  New  York.  I got  lodgin’s 
for  her;  then  I went  to  work  in  a box 
factory,  an’  supported  her.  I never  went 
nigh  her  from  one  week’s  end  to  the  oth- 
er; I couldn’t  do  it  without  hevin’  mur- 
der in  my  heart;  but  I kep’  her  in  money. 
Every  scrap  I could  save  I sent  to  you, 
but  I used  to  lay  awake  nights  worryin’ 
for  fear  you’d  want  things.  Well,  it’s  all 
over.  She  died  a month  ago,  an’  I saw  her 
buried.” 

44 1 knowed  she  was  dead  when  you  be- 
gun to  tell  about  her,  because  you’d  come.  ” 

44  Yes,  she’s  dead  this  time,  an’  I’m  glad. 
Don’t  you  look  scared,  little  un.  I hope 
the  Lord  ’ll  forgive  me,  but  fw  glad. 
She  was  a bad  un,  you  know,  Sally.” 

“Was  she  sorry  ?” 

44 1 don’  know,  little  un.” 

Sally’s  head  was  resting  peacefully  on 
Jake’s  shoulder;  golden  flecks  of  light 
sifted  down  on  them  through  the  rustling 
maple  and  locust  boughs;  the  horse,  with 
bent  head,  was  cropping  the  tender  young 
grass  at  the  side  of  the  road. 

“Now  we’ll  start  up  the  horse,  an’  go 
to  Derby  an’  git  merried  over  agin,  Sally.  ” 

She  raised  her  head  suddenly,  and  look- 
ed up  at  him  with  eager  eyes. 

“Jake.” 

4 4 Well,  little  un?” 

“Oh,  Jake,  my  blue  silk  dress  an’  the 
white  bonnet  is  in  the  trunk  in  the  cart 
jest  the  same,  an’  I can  git  ’em  out,  an’  put 
’em  on  under  the  trees  thar,  an’  wear  ’em 
to  be  merried  in  !” 
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IT  was  in  the  old,  old  days  when  Sextus 
Pompey  ruled  the  Mediterranean  from 
Antioch  to  the  Pillars  of  Hercules  that  a 
war  galley  of  fine  proportions  was  speed- 
ing northward  along  the  lower  Italian 
coast  not  far  from  Sicily. 

There  was  a pleasant  breeze  from  the 
west,  and  as  her  sharp  brazen  beak  clove 
through  the  foaming  water  her  rowers, 
with  their  oars  all  drawn  inboard,  lay 
stretched  upon  their  benches  enjoying  the 
breeze  that  drew  in  through  the  open  oar- 
ports,  for  the  huge  square  mainsail,  her 
only  sail  upon  her  only  mast,  with  the 
fresh  wind  abeam,  superseded  all  their  la- 
bor, and,  with  every  reef  let  out,  bore 
them  right  gallantly  upon  their  course. 

Her  deck,  flush  fore  and  aft,  was  pro- 
tected by  strong  bulwarks,  along  which 
on  either  side  was  a line  of  catapults, 
each  having  beside  it  a large  tub  of 
rounded  stones  of  the  proper  size  mingled 
with  leaden  balls,  all  covered,  like  the 
catapult,  with  a tarpaulin.  Her  belay- 
ing-pins  and  all  her  metal  fittings  were  of 
the  finest  bronze,  and  so  well  cared  for 
that  they  shone  like  burnished  gold.  For- 
ward of  the  mast,  on  a revolving  platform, 
was  a strong  ballista  that  could  thus  be 
turned  in  any  direction.  On  each  side  of 
this  were  two  large  boxes  full  of  heavy 
arrows,  and  two  tubs  full  of  stout  linen 
hags  containing  stones  and  leaden  balls 
that  could  be  discharged  from  the  ma- 
chine with  deadly  effect  at  short  range 
upon  an  enemy’s  deck.  The  fine  bronze 
figure  of  a lark,  with  its  wings  extended, 
to  typify  the  swiftness  of  the  ship,  which 
indeed  was  evident  from  her  model,  was 
fastened  upon  the  topmost  part  of  the 
prow,  just  above  the  foaming  waves,  and 
explained  the  name  Alauda  in  bronze 
letters  on  her  stern. 

Two  young  men  tended  the  tiller,  while 
a wrinkled  and  bronzed  old  pilot  sat  near 
to  keep  them  straight.  The  rest  of  the 
crew  were  at  work  forward,  repairing 
and  refitting  the  running  and  standing 
rigging,  and  doing  those  thousand  little 
things  that  must  be  done  on  board  a 
ship,  and  which  prevent  the  men  from 
suffering  all  the  ills  of  idleness.  Their 
uniform  was  of  dark  blue  edged  with 
white,  which,  besides  its  neat  appearance, 
was  advantageous  in  a night  attack  from 
the  strong  contrast  of  the  colors. 


An  awning  was  stretched  above  the 
quarter-deck,  and  under  it  four  officers, 
two  on  either  side,  were  pacing  to  and  fro. 
Of  the  two  on  the  right,  the  commander 
seemed  about  twenty-eight  years  of  age, 
and  was  evidently  of  superior  mould. 

His  fine  head,  well  set  on  his  broad 
shoulders,  his  broad  and  deep  chest,  his 
fine,  upright  figure,  his  firm,  easy,  and 
alert  step,  his  short,  curling,  coal-black 
hair  and  beard,  his  dark,  penetrating, 
and  expressive  eyes,  and  the  quiet  energy 
that  marked  his  every  movement,  showed 
him  born  to  lead  and  to  command.  His 
clothing  consisted  of  an  under- tunic  of  the 
fine  linen  of  Egypt,  of  unsullied  white- 
ness, which  appeared  at  the  neck  and 
wrists,  where  it  was  adorned  with  a fine- 
ly embroidered  border  of  rich  purple. 
Over  this  was  the  ordinary  Roman  tunic 
of  the  whitest  and  finest  woollen  stuff, 
adorned  with  the  broad  stripe  of  purple 
that  told  of  senatorial  rank.  A pair  of 
light  sandals  completed  his  attire. 

The  belt  that  girt  his  tunic  sustained  a 
sword  of  the  best  Spanish  steel,  just  such 
as  are  still  made  at  Toledo,  straight,  dou- 
ble-edged, strong,  light,  and  elastic.  Its 
silver  hilt  was  finely  wrought,  yet  so  that 
its  ornaments  should  not  interfere  with, 
but  rather  aid,  the  grasp.  A separate, 
slender  belt  of  the  finest  leather,  richly 
embroidered,  supported  at  his  right  side  a 
dagger,  the  flashing  gems  upon  whose 
hilt  told  of  its  value.  This  gift  of  an 
Eastern  potentate  to  Sextus  Pompey  had 
been  presented  by  him  to  his  favorite 
young  commander,  Titus  Aurelius  Cotta, 
who,  in  spite  of  his  good  old  Roman  name, 
had  rather  the  features  of  a Greek,  for 
his  father,  while  pursuing  his  studies  at 
Athens,  as  was  then  the  custom  of  the 
better  educated  Roman  nobles,  had  fallen 
in  love  with  a beautiful  Greek  girl,  and 
had  finally  succeeded  in  overcoming  the 
opposition  of  his  family  to  their  union. 
His  Greek  blood  had  perhaps  inclined  him 
toward  the  sea,  and  a boyish  voyage  with 
a sailor  uncle  had  made  that  inclination 
so  strong  that  he  was  at  length  allowed  to 
enter  the  Roman  navy  at  sixteen,  just  one 
year  before  the  battle  of  Pharsalia. 

When  war  actually  broke  out,  his  fa- 
ther’s death  having  left  him  free,  he  joined 
the  side  of  Pompey,  and  by  showing  a 
very  unusual  combination  of  courage  and 
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of  judgment  had  risen  thus  early  to  his 
present  position. 

His  mother  and  sister  lived  in  quiet  se- 
curity iu  Rome,  and  during  that  brief 
time  of  peace  when  Sextus  met  Augus- 
tus and  Antony  at  Misenum  he  had  gone 
to  Rome  to  gladden  their  hearts  by  his 
visit.  The  gay  young  sailor  was  as  hap- 
py as  a big  boy  let  loose  on  shore,  and 
they  were  delighted  with  his  intense  en- 
joyment of  everything.  Meeting  a beau- 
tiful friend  of  his  sister,  he  fell  most 
deeply  in  love,  and  was  so  impetuous  that 
he  wished  to  carry  her  heart  by  storm. 
She  was  not  prepared  for  such  terrible 
rapidity,  and  so  resisted,  until  finally  he 
tore  himself  away  in  a rage  of  disappoint- 
ment, and  sought  his  solace  on  the  sea. 

The  fair  Julia  Sabina  was  half  sorry  as 
soon  as  he  had  gone,  but  the  short-lived 
truce  was  quickly  over,  and  she  heard  of 
him  no  more. 

His  second  in  command,  who  paced  be- 
side him,  was  of  another  mould  of  mind 
and  body.  Sturdy,  muscular,  square- 
built,  and  very  powerful,  he  was  a fair 
specimen  of 

u the  black-eyed  Roman  with 
The  eagle’s  beak  between  those  eyes  which  ne’er 
Beheld  a conqueror  or  looked  along 
The  land  he  made  not  Rome’s.” 

His  firm-shut  but  rather  thick-lipped 
mouth,  his  keen  and  penetrating  glance, 
that  saw  and  noted  everything,  and  the 
promptness  of  his  every  movemen  t,  showed 
him  to  be  a man  of  action  rather  than  of 
thought.  His  name  was  Marcus  Claudius 
Pulcher.  He  was  indeed  descended  from 
that  bluff  old  sailor  Appius  Claudius 
Pulcher,  who  when  he  wished  to  give  bat- 
tle to  the  enemy,  having  been  informed  by 
the  augurs  that  he  must  not  fight  because 
the  sacred  chickens  had  refused  to  eat, 
swore  by  the  gods  that  if  they  would  not 
eat  they  should  drink,  and  ordered  both 
coops  and  chickens  to  be  thrown  into  the 
sea. 

Turning  to  his  commander,  he  said: 

“ Hast  thou  yet  read  thy  sealed  instruc- 
tions, and  hast  thou  any  orders  now  to 
give  ?” 

UI  have.  My  orders  are  to  wait  for 
night,  and  then  to  get  as  near  the  prom- 
ontory of  Misenum  as  may  consist  with 
safety;  to  send  a well-manned  boat  on 
shore  to  seize  whoever  may  be  in  the  of- 
ficial residence  at  the  extremity  of  the 
promontory,  and  bring  him  back  to  Sicily 
as  a hostage  for  one  of  our  officers  recent- 


ly taken  by  the  enemy.  I am  also  or- 
dered to  remain  with  the  ship,  and  to  send 
ashore  my  second  in  command.  Thou 
wilt  find  there  either  the  admiral  of  the 
fleet  that  is  in  port  near  by,  or  the  Procu- 
rator of  Campania,  or  some  other  high  of- 
ficial. Seize  him,  bind  him  quickly,  and 
bring  him  on  board.  No  great  force  is 
needed.  Our  large  boat’s  crew  will  be 
sufficient.  Thou  canst  take  the  eight 
rowers,  and  leave  the  steersman  and  the 
bow-boy  to  tend  boat;  for  swiftness  and 
not  strength  is  the  soul  of  such  an  enter- 
prise. Thou  wilt  take  with  thee  two  lan- 
terns, and  when  thou  comest  away  light 
them,  and  let  the  bow-boy  hold  them  one 
above  the  other.  As  soon  as  thy  lights 
are  seen  we  will  show  the  same.  At  pre- 
sent we  are  bowling  along  too  rapidly. 
Let  the  sail  be  double  reefed,  so  that  we 
get  near  the  house  at  the  right  time.” 

The  bouse  he  spoke  of  had  been  built 
with  care  so  as  to  be  a most  luxurious 
mansion.  A space  about  eight  hundred 
by  two  hundred  feet  on  the  bare  rock  had 
been  inclosed  by  a strong  stone  wall  some 
eight  feet  high.  This  had  all  been  filled 
in  with  rich  earth  and  planted  with  trees, 
at  the  same  time  the  house  was  built  near 
the  end  toward  the  sea,  with  trees  enough 
to  shield  it  from  the  westering  sun,  but  not 
to  interfere  with  the  seaward  view. 

The  house  was  built  in  the  usual  style, 
with  a short  hall  leading  into  the  atrium, 
a square  apartment  whose  roof  sloped  in- 
ward toward  a large  square  opening  in  the 
centre,  thus  allowing  the  rain-water  to  fall 
into  a square  cistern,  and  securing  in  this 
way  both  air  and  moisture  to  cool  the 
house.  Beyond  the  atrium  was  the  tabli- 
num,  or  small  parlor,  separated  from  the 
atrium  by  heavy  curtains,  and  by  sliding 
doors  on  the  other  side  toward  the  peri- 
style, whose  roof  sloped  outward  from  a 
large  central  opening,  around  which  were 
set  columns  for  support  and  ornament. 
Beyond  the  peristyle  was  the  garden  wall. 

The  day  had  been  warm,  and  all  the 
doors  were  open  to  admit  the  cooling  west- 
ern breeze.  The  servants  were  mostly  out- 
side under  the  trees,  and  the  fair  Julia, 
whose  father  had  been  appointed  Procura- 
tor of  Campania,  was  sitting  on  a chair  in 
the  tablinum.  The  heavy  curtain  was 
lifted  and  the  sliding  doors  drawn  back  to 
admit  the  pleasant  breeze;  and  as  the  ten- 
der twilight  came  on,  Julia  dismissed  her 
attendant,  and  sat  there  in  that  musing 
mood  that  comes  at  times  to  all  of  us. 
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First  memory  took  her  gently  by  the 
hand,  and  led  her  to  her  girlish  days 
among  the  Sabine  hills,  with  all  the  dear 
delights  of  vineyard  and  of  orchard,  of  the 
rich  milk,  the  cream,  the  butter,  and  the 
cheese-cakes;  the  grass  so  green  in  spring, 
and  then  the  new-mown  hay,  and  then 
the  gathered  sheaves  of  autumn;  and  how 
her  mother,  now  two  years  dead,  had  en- 
joyed all  these. 

Then  she  thought  of  Rome,  and  of  its 
pleasures  and  its  shows;  and  then  she 
naturally  fell  to  passing  in  review,  as 
young  women  will,  the  young  men  she 
had  seen.  Each  had  his  good  and  bad 
points,  which,  with  the  quick  appreciation 
of  her  sex,  she  had  observed  and  noted. 
Among  these  she  thought  of  Titus  Cotta 
and  his  family,  and  half  regretted  that  he 
had  been  so  hasty,  for  he  seemed,  during 
the  short  time  she  knew  him,  so  superior 
to  the  young  men  around  her. 

Very  beautiful  was  she  as  she  sat  there 
in  her  chair,  with  her  clasped  hands  in  her 
lap,  her  fine  soft  white  dress  falling  in 
graceful  folds  around  the  beautiful  out- 
lines of  her  exquisitely  proportioned  form, 
her  beautiful  feet  just  appearing  with  their 
light  sandals,  while  her  Grecian  sleeve, 
loose  from  the  elbow,  and  fastened  above 
with  loops  and  buttons,  showed  through 
the  openings  her  rounded  arm.  Her  beau- 
tiful neck  was  finely  set  upon  her  well- 
proportioned  bust.  Her  abundant  dark 
brown  hair  was  gathered  in  long  braids  that 
were  then  wound  around  each  other  at  the 
back  of  the  head.  Through  these  braids 
was  passed  a long  golden  pin  shaped  like 
a slender  lance,  which  also  passed  through 
the  middle  of  a veil,  the  upper  part  of 
which  could  be  drawn  over  the  forehead, 
or  allowed  to  fall  back  so  as  to  form  a 
graceful  drapery  for  the  shoulders.  Her 
fair  and  beautifully  clear  complexion,  with 
her  large  dark  hazel  eyes,  as  well  as  her 
brown  hair  and  eyebrows,  showed  that  the 
blood  of  the  mountaineers  had  mingled 
with  that  of  the  darker  inhabitants  of  the 
lowlands.  As  the  daylight  gradually  dis- 
appeared, so  absorbed  was  she  in  these 
throngingmemories,  sitting  therewith  her 
eyes  fixed  upon  the  floor,  that  she  did  not 
bear  the  stealthy  steps,  she  did  not  see  the 
gliding  forms,  until  a hand  was  placed 
upon  her  mouth,  while  others  pressed  her 
down  upon  her  chair.  She  heard  a voice 
say: 

“Cut  a strip  from  the  curtain  to  put 
into  her  mouth,  and  tie  behind  her  head, 


but  not  so  tight  as  to  choke  her.  Tie  her 
hands  and  feet,  and  bind  her  fast  upon 
her  chair.  Pass  a strong  strip  around  the 
back  of  the  chair,  and  let  Darius,  who  is  the 
strongest,  bend  down  and  fasten  this  strip 
around  his  chest,  so  as  to  carry  the  chair 
and  its  contents  on  his  back.  Thus  we 
shall  lose  the  use  of  only  one  man’s  sword 
if  we  must  fight.” 

The  servants  outside,  who  had  seen 
these  men  enter  the  house,  gazed  at  them 
at  first  in  stupid  wonder.  Then,  crowd- 
ing to  the  entrance,  they  were  soon  driven 
back  by  the  sharp  words  and  sharper  swords 
that  met  them.  Some  fled  in  terror  to 
the  nearest  villa — toward  Baiae — to  call  for 
aid.  Some  few  of  the  boldest  lurked  be- 
hind the  trees  to  see  what  might  be  done. 

Their  mistress  had  not  called  for  lights,  so 
they  saw  nothing  till  the  men  appeared 
bearing  her  thus  strangely  in  their  midst. 

They  were  surprised  to  hear  no  outcry, 
but  stole  along,  concealing  themselves  as 
best  they  could,  until  they  saw  the  boat 
push  off,  with  their  mistress  still  silent  in 
the  stern.  Returning  to  the  house,  they 
procured  lights  and,  taking  the  best  horse 
from  the  stable,  they  mounted  one  of  their 
number,  who  was  to  ride  as  fast  as  possi- 
ble to  Port  Julian  to  inform  the  com- 
mander of  the  fleet  what  had  taken  place, 
and  to  give  the  alarm  at  the  different  vil- 
las as  he  passed.  The  rest,  taking  down 
from  the  walls  the  swords  and  shields  that 
had  been  hung  there  as  ornaments,  re- 
turned thus  armed  to  the  shore,  and  sat 
down  behind  some  rocks  to  watch,  with 
the  vague  hope  that  something  might  be 
seen  of  their  young  mistress,  whose  kind- 
ness they  had  all  experienced. 

The  boat  meantime  was  pulled  directly 
outward  from  the  shore.  The  bow  lights 
were  set  as  directed,  and  when  they  were 
at  a safe  distance  Julia  felt  the  strip 
that  gagged  her  cut  and  removed.  Wait- 
ing for  a moment  until  she  had  some- 
what recovered  from  its  effects,  she  ex- 
claimed : 

“Oh,  tell  me  who  you  are,  and  why 
you  have  thus  taken  me  from  my  fa- 
ther’s house ! Oh,  do  not  harm  me ! My 
father  is  rich,  and  will  give  abundant 
ransom.  I am  his  only  child.  His  name 
is  Caius  Sempronius  Sabinus.  He  is  the 
Procurator  of  Campania.  He  went  to  Cap- 
ua to  hold  his  monthly  court.  He  will 
be  home  to-morrow.  You  can  easily 
communicate  with  him,  and  if  I write  to 
him,  he  will  not  harm  your  messenger.” 
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No  answer  was  vouchsafed,  but  a boat- 
cloak  was  thrown  over  her,  as  if  to  show 
some  touch  of  kindness.  It  was  terri- 
ble for  a young  woman  to  be  thus  torn 
from  a luxurious  and  protected  home,  and 
to  find  herself  in  the  power  of  pirates. 
What  horrible  fate  might  await  her  she 
could  not  tell,  but  she  nerved  herself  to 
seek  some  mode  of  sudden  death,  if  that 
should  prove  her  only  refuge.  Her  mo- 
ther had  read  with  her  the  old  chronicles 
of  Rome,  her  nurse  had  sung  to  her  its 
old,  old  legends,  and  she  was  familiar 
with  the  lives  of  all  the  worthy  women 
of  Rome  from  Cloelia  to  Cornelia.  Her 
spirits  rose,  in  spite  of  her  terrible  posi- 
tion, as  she  thought  of  these,  and  nerved 
herself  to  emulate  them. 

They  soon  reached  the  galley;  a rope 
was  lowered,  and  the  chair  and  its  con- 
tents were  transferred  to  the  commander’s 
cabin,  while  Marcus  made  his  report  to 
him. 

“Thou  host  done  wrong,  Marcus — a 
great  wrong.  We  can  do  nothing  with  a 
woman.  The  enemy  would  laugh  at  us 
were  we  to  propose  such  an  exchange. 
We  are  not  pirates  to  carry  off  young  wo- 
men. We  must  restore  her,  or  at  least 
land  her,  as  soon  as  possible.  I must  see 
her.” 

Opening  the  door  of  his  well-lighted 
cabin,  he  saw,  to  his  great  astonishment, 
Julia  Sabina.  While  his  astonishment 
prevented  speech,  she  exclaimed : 

4 4 What ! Titus  Cotta ! Thou  command- 
er of  these  pirates ! Thou  seizing  helpless 
women ! Oh,  shame ! Oh,  shame ! Think 
upon  thy  mother  and  thy  sister  I Oh,  re- 
store me  to  my  father  and  my  home,  or  if 
thou  canst  not,  give  me  at  least  that  dag- 
ger at  thy  girdle,  that  it  may  give  me  a 
sharp  but  sure  remedy  against  all  ills.” 

“Fair  Julia,  thy  words  are  bitter  and 
not  true.  I am  no  pirate.  Thou  shalt  be 
returned  immediately  to  thy  father,  even 
if  I lose  by  so  doing  my  liberty  or  my  life. 
I did  not  know  that  he  was  Procurator 
here.  My  orders  were  to  seize  him  as  a 
hostage.  My  officer,  not  finding  him,  took 
thee.  The  instant  that  he  told  me  I re- 
proved him  for  his  folly  and  his  crime. 
Thou  shalt  have  this  dagger  to  use  if  I 
can  not  protect  thee,  but  first  let  me  cut 
therewith  thy  bonds.” 

So  saying,  he  severed  the  strips  that 
bound  her  hands  and  feet.  While  he 
was  busy  unbuckling  the  small  belt,  Julia 
attempted  to  rise  to  enjoy  her  new-found 


freedom;  but  her  benumbed  ankles  gave 
way,  and  as  Titus  caught  her  and  replaced 
her  gently  in  the  chair,  her  emotion  over- 
came her,  and  she  burst  into  tears.  Kneel- 
ing before  her,  he  exclaimed : 

“Do  not  weep,  fair  Julia.  Thy  tears 
seem  to  fall  on  me  like  melted  lead.  Thou 
shalt  be  returned  immediately,  no  matter 
what  the  risk.  But,  fool  that  I am,  I have 
not  yet  changed  the  vessel’s  course.” 

Touching  a bell,  he  said  to  the  man 
who  appeared : 

“Tell  the  chief  officer  to  change  the 
vessel’s  course  so  as  to  bring  her  back  as 
quickly  as  possible  to  the  place  from  which 
we  came.  Let  out  every  reef,  and  double 
man  each  oar.  Get  ready  the  four-oared 
barge  with  muffled  oars  and  a picked  crew. 
Away,  and  let  these  things  be  done  in- 
stantly.” 

Then  kneeling  before  her,  without  dar- 
ing to  touch  even  the  hem  of  her  garment, 
he  besought  her  again  and  again  not  to 
weep.  Calmed  at  length  by  his  entreat- 
ies, her  sobs  subsided,  and  he  left  her  to 
expedite  the  execution  of  his  orders. 

Meantime  the  slaves  and  freedmen  that 
constituted  the  household  sat  upon  the 
rocks  discussing  the  event,  and  some,  of 
course,  began  to  swagger  and  to  boast  of 
what  they  would  have  done  if  they  had 
only  known  that  these  men  were  pirates. 
Yet  it  was  strange  that  they  had  stolen 
nothing.  They  therefore  felt  convinced 
that  they  would  soon  be  back  to  secure  all 
the  rich  plunder  of  the  house. 

The  two  freedmen,  Stasimus  and  Demi- 
pho,  were  naturally  the  leaders  of  the  par- 
ty, which  consisted  of  three  Greek  slaves, 
three  common  ones,  and  the  two  cooks, 
Anthrax  and  Congrio.  They  were  all 
armed  with  shields  and  swords  of  antique 
pattern  taken  from  the  ornamented  walls, 
except  the  cooks,  of  whom  Anthrax  was 
armed  with  a long  and  formidable  spit,  as 
his  more  natural  weapon,  while  his  aid, 
Congrio,  with  a shorter  one,  had  followed 
his  example. 

Suddenly  Charinus,  the  young  Greek, 
who  had  been  a sailor-boy,  exclaimed : 

“ There  is  a boat  coming!” 

4 4 Nonsense  1”  said  Stasimus ; “ I hear  no- 
thing.” 

“No;  because  their  oars  are  muffled; 
but  bend  your  head  down  low  and  see  the 
outline  of  that  boat  against  the  sky.” 

“It  is  so.  Now  listen.  We  will  stay 
here  to  see  where  they  touch  the  shore. 
If  they  go  toward  the  house,  and  we  are 
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call.  If  I come  not  back  within  half  an 
hour,  save  yourselves,  and  return  to  the 
ship,  for  you  can  not  then  help  me.” 

Oh,  how  gladly  Julia  stepped  upon  the 
rock  whence  she  had  embarked!  What 
joy  and  wild  delight  thrilled  through  all 
her  frame  to  think  that  she  had  indeed 
escaped  the  horrible  fate  that  seemed  to 
await  her!  And  as  she  climbed  the  well- 
known  rocky  pathway  that  led  to  her 
house  beneath  the  faint  light  of  the  stars, 
other  feelings  began  to  take  the  place  of 
that  terror  and  anxiety  that  had  hitherto 
pervaded  her  bosom.  Titus  still  loved 
her.  She  saw  it  in  his  eyes,  she  heard  it 
in  his  voice,  she  felt  it  in  her  whole  be- 
ing; and  must  they  now  separate  forever  ? 
What  could  she  do  ? 

He  had  been  so  kind  and  so  manly  in 
the  full  and  instantaneous  reparation  that 
he  sought  to  make  for  the  error  of  his  sub- 
ordinate, he  had  such  a beautiful  and  pow- 
erful face  and  head,  he  was  such  a model 
of  manliness  in  every  respect,  and  he  did 
love  her  so  that  it  seemed  a thousand  pit- 
ies that  they  must  part.  What  could  she 
do  ? 

She  began  to  pour  forth  her  warmest 
thanks.  The  relief  and  the  joy  that  thrilled 
in  her  bosom  began  to  thrill  in  her  voice 
as  her  expressions  became  warmer  and 
warmer. 

It  was  very  pleasant  to  him,  and  he 
bent  his  head  to  hear,  when,  just  as  they 
passed  the  big  rock  at  the  first  turn  of  the 
road,  she  heard  the  dull  sound  of  a blow, 
and  a voice  saying,  “Death  to  the  pirate !” 
as  Titus  fell  like  a log  before  her.  A pier- 
cing shriek  tore  through  the  air.  She  rec- 
ognized the  voice,  and  exclaimed : 

“What!  is  it  thou,  Stasiraus?  He  was 
no  pirate.  He  was  protecting  me.  How 
couldst  thou  do  it  ? — how  couldst  thou  do 
it  ? If  he  be  dead,  I must  die  too.” 

Kneeling  down,  Stasimus  felt  of  his 
heart. 

“ He  is  not  dead,  lady.  His  heart  beats. 
We  have  a large  old-fashioned  shield  here 
that  was  taken  from  the  wall.  Two  of  us 
can  carry  him  on  that,  and  other  two  can 
hold  his  head  and  feet.  His  thick  leather 
boarding  cap  has  saved  him.” 

“Take  him  up  tenderly,  then,  and  I will 
hold  his  head.  Let  some  one  bring  lights 
and  light  the  house.  0 JEsculapius,  save 
him ! save  him !” 

They  put  the  broad  old  shield  under 
him,  and  gently  lifted  him  up  all  together. 
Julia,  by  a strong  exertion  of  her  will,  res- 


olutely put  down  all  the  natural  nervous- 
ness she  felt,  and  determined  to  do  her  ut- 
most for  him.  Supporting  tenderly  the 
head  that  had  now  become  so  dear  to  her, 
with  her  hands  that  trembled  somewhat 
in  spite  of  all  her  resolution,  she  soon 
reached  the  house,  and  had  him  laid  upon 
the  bed  in  the  best  and  largest  of  the  guest- 
chambers.  Then  removing  the  stiff  lea- 
ther boarding  cap  that  had  done  such  good 
service,  and  washing  off  the  clotted  blood 
from  the  curling  hair,  she  found  to  her 
great  joy  that  the  skull  was  not  broken ; 
but  the  blow  must  have  been  a powerful 
one,  for  he  lay  in  complete  torpor.  Call- 
ing one  of  the  most  active  of  the  men-serv- 
ants, she  dispatched  him  on  the  swiftest 
horse  to  her  cousin  Marcus  Aurelius  Sabi- 
nus  at  Baiae,  who  owned  a very  able  Greek 
physician,  and  who  hired  him  out  at  a. 
high  price  to  those  who  needed  him.  He 
had  been  purchased  by  the  father  of  hia 
present  owner,  who  had  remarked  him  aa 
a very  bright  and  intelligent  young  slave. 
Noticing  his  turn  for  medicine,  he  had  him. 
carefully  educated  in  that  art,  in  which  he 
became  an  enthusiast;  but  he  was  never 
allowed  to  purchase  his  freedom,  though 
he  offered  a high  price  for  himself,  his  for- 
mer as  well  as  his  present  owner  both  pre- 
ferring to  hire  him  out  at  high  prices,  and 
thus  repay  themselves  for  their  expendi- 
ture. The  messenger  fortunately  found 
him  at  home,  and  he  returned  with  him. 

His  clear,  penetrating  eyes,  with  the 
calm  consciousness  of  ability  that  marked 
his  whole  bearing,  impressed  Julia  most 
favorably,  though  this  was  qualified  by 
the  subdued  demeanor  of  a slave,  and  the 
necessary  sadness  of  a highly  educated 
man  who  is  still  retained  in  a servile  con- 
dition. Having  carefully  examined  into 
the  condition  of  the  patient,  he  said: 

“ Brain-fever  seems  to  be  commencing. 

He  may  suddenly  pass  from  this  stupor 
into  strong  delirium.  Have  ready  four 
of  the  strongest  men  you  can  command, 
for  possibly  we  may  need  all  their 
strength.” 

His  prediction  was  soon  verified.  Aft- 
er some  convulsive  movements  Titus  sat 
up  in  bed  and  gazed  around.  Seeing 
Julia  near  the  door,  he  exclaimed: 

“What!  cruel  one,  art  thou  still  there 
to  persecute  me  ? My  head  is  all  on  fire. 

It  burns  ; it  burns.  My  blood  boils  in  my 
veins.  Give  me  the  dagger  that  I gave 
thee,  that  I may  prick  my  heart  and  let 
the  hot  blood  out.” 
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He  started  up  as  if  to  approach  her,  but 
the  four  strong  men  seized  him,  and  pass- 
ing strong  bands  over  him,  they  bound 
him  securely  to  the  bed,  while  Julia  fled 
in  terror  to  her  own  room,  and  buried  her 
face  in  the  cushions  of  her  couch. 

“ Must  he  die,”  she  thought — “die  now, 
and  thus  be  lost  when  just  regained  ? Oh 
no!  the  gods  could  not  be  so  cruel.  O 
ASsculapius,”  she  exclaimed,  “save  him! 
save  him!  and  I will  enrich  thy  altar. 
Be  merciful,  and  send  relief!” 

She  could  not  help  hearing  the  delirious 
shouts  that  rang  through  the  house.  She 
could  not  stay  away  in  spite  of  the  sharp 
pain  it  gave  to  hear  him.  Now  he  called 
on  his  mother  and  his  sister;  now  she 
heard  her  own  name,  and  complaints  of 
her  cruelty;  then  he  was  evidently,  in 
imagination,  in  all  the  heady  tumult  of 
a fight,  leading  on  his  brave  boarders  to 
sweep  the  enemy  from  their  deck. 

She  sent  for  the  physician,  and  entreat- 
ed him  to  do  his  best.  He  understood  of 
course  her  feelings,  and  re-assured  her  to 
the  best  of  his  ability.  Toward  noon  of 
the  next  day  she  heard  the  sound  of  horses1 
hoofs  upon  the  rocks,  and  looking  out  of 
a window,  saw  her  father  approaching 
with  his  attendants.  Running  down  to 
meet  him,  she  was  soon  in  his  arms,  and 
told  him  hurriedly  of  what  had  happened 
while  their  dinner  was  preparing. 

“ Well,”  he  said,  “we  shall  run  no  more 
such  risks,  for  Agrippa  has  his  fleet  now 
ready.  I heard  as  I came  by  the  naval 
station  that  they  are  to  sail  to-morrow  to 
attack  that  foolish  sluggard  Sextus  Pom- 
pey,  on  the  Sicilian  coast,  and  that  will  be 
the  last  of  him;  but  you  must  have  some 
doors  shut,  for  this  shouting  is  too  trouble- 
some, and  if  this  continues  the  small  house 
at  the  garden’s  end  must  be  fitted  up  for 
him,  so  that  we  can  get  some  sleep  at  night. 
Now  hurry  dinner,  my  child,  for  I am 
hungry.  I mounted  just  after  daybreak, 
having  eaten  little/ so  that  I am  quite 
sharp-set  with  my  long  morning  ride.  I 
have  to  send  a messenger  to  Rome  with 
my  report  about  my  province,  and  he  can 
bear  thy  message  to  the  mother  or  sister 
of  Titus.  Write  it  to-day,  for  my  mes- 
senger must  leave  to-morrow  morning.” 

Directions  were  immediately  given  to 
prepare  the  garden  house.  The  letter  was 
written  and  dispatched.  For  a week  the 
young  man  raved,  with  scarcely  any  sleep, 
carefully  watched  by  the  skillful  Greek. 
Then  the  change  came.  The  inflammation 


subsided,  and  the  patient  lay  exhausted  on 
his  couch.  Slowly,  slowly  his  strength 
returned,  the  terrible  wear  and  tear  was 
gradually  made  up  again,  the  wasted  tis- 
sues were  restored,  and  the  mute  sufferer’s 
tongue  was  unloosed. 

Oh,  what  joy  was  Julia  s when  at  last 
she  was  told  that  he  was  really  .recover- 
ing! She  had  received  an  answer  from 
his  sister,  stating  that  his  mother,  in  con- 
sequence of  exposure,  had  caught  a cold, 
which  changed  into  a fever,  so  that  nei- 
ther could  come  to  him.  She  felt,  there- 
fore, that  she  must  take  their  place.  When 
the  physician  said  that  he  was  strong 
enough  to  see  her,  she  sent  to  ask  if  she 
might  come. 

At  first  he  received  her  with  constraint 
and  embarrassment;  but  her  ardent  eyes, 
her  warm  expressions  of  thankfulness  and 
delight  at  his  recovery,  her  abundant  and 
cordial  gratitude  for  what  he  had  done, 
all  spread  like  a balmy  and  invigorating 
cordial  through  his  frame.  When  she 
told  him  of  the  letter  from  Rome,  and 
said  that  she  must  be  both  mother  and 
sister  to  him  until  they  could  come,  he 
smiled  and  thanked  her,  as  she  took  her 
leave,  at  the  instance  of  the  physician, 
who  refused  a longer  interview. 

At  her  second  visit  he  was  much  strong- 
er, and  asked  if  he  was  a prisoner. 

“ Yes,”  said  she ; ‘ ‘ you  are  my  prisoner.  ” 

“But  tell  me  of  Sextus  Pompey,”  he 
exclaimed. 

“He  has  been  utterly  defeated  off  the 
northern  coast  of  Sicily  by  Agrippa,  and 
has  fled  toward  the  east.” 

Covering  his  face  with  his  hands,  he 
bowed  down  his  head  and  was  silent. 
Sitting  down  beside  him,  she  said,  tender- 
ly: “Do  not  be  cast  down.  If  thou  hast 
lost  one  friend,  thou  hast  many  others 
left,  and  none  warmer  than  we  are.  Think 
how  much,  how  very  much,  I owe  thee.” 

He  raised  his  head,  and  looking  at  her, 
with  her  glistening  eyes  moist  with  tears 
for  his  sorrow,  and  beaming  evidently  with 
the  warmest  affection  for  him,  he  said, 
softly,  “ Julia,  dost  thou  love  me  ?” 

She  bent  down  her  head,  and  a slight 
tremor  passed  over  her,  but  she  answered, 
firmly,  “I  do,  Titus.” 

And  as  he  drew  her  to  his  bosom  the 
happiest  pair  that  morning’s  sun  lit  with 
his  beams  was  on  the  rocky  promontory 
of  Misenum. 

They  neither  of  them  wished  then  to 
try  the  sharp  point  of  the  dagger. 
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THREE  things  are  perfectly  clear  to  ext-  William  and  Hanover  streets,  and  is  7? 

izens  of  New  York  : first,  the  United  feet  high.  The  rotunda  has  a height  of 
States  of  America  constitute  the  greatest  SO  feet,  and  the  dome  is  supported  on 
country  on  earth;  second,  New  York  is  eight  pilasters  of  tine  variegated  Italian 
the  greatest  city  in  the  country ; third,  the  marble  Constructed  for  a Merchants' 
Custom  house  is  the  gimtest  institution  in  Exchange,  at  a cost  of  8l,SOO,OO0,  it  was 
the  city.  purchased  and  occupied  by  the  national 

The  Custom  -house  is  a plain  Doric  government  in,  JS62,  and  ought  to  be  sold 
building,  of  Quincy  granin*.  with  a porii-  at  the  earliest  opportunity*  It  is  dark, 
co  of  twelve  front,  four  middle,  and  two  damp,  iiiconvenieut^  badly  ventilated;  and 
rear  granite  columns,  each  thirty -eight  altogether  inadequate  for  present  uses, 
feet  high  and  four  and  a half  feet  in  di-  President  Arthur,  when  Collector  of  the 
ameter.  It  has  a frontage  of  5}CK>  feel  on  Port  of  New  York,  wisely  advocated  the 
Wall  Street,  a depth  of  about  160  feet  on  erection  of  a suitable  edifice  on  the  block 

v' : ( 0 rfgi nal  fr&m v:".  \\ 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MlCHfGAN 


THE  NEW  YORK  CUSTOM-HOUSE. 


39 


bounded  by  Whitehall  and  State  streets, 
Bowling  Green,  and  Whitehall  Square. 
That  would  be  a more  eligible  site.  It  is 
near  to  the  Barge  Office,  which  covers  the 
water-front  sold  by  the  city  to  the  gov- 
ernment for  $5000. 

Plain  as  the  Custom-house  is,  it  is  the 
commercial  heart  of  the  American  peo- 
ple. What  passes  there  is  felt  by  every 
man,  woman,  and  child  in  the  land. 
There  most  of  the  duties  are  collected  on 
the  foreign  woollens,  silks,  linens,  cottons, 
and  on  the  hats,  bonnets,  and  furs  they 
wear;  on  the  carpets  and  mattings  they 
tread;  on  the  sugars,  molasses,  confection- 
ery, spices,  fruits,  and  breadstuffs  they 
eat;  on  the  spirits,  wines,  and  malt  liquors 
they  drink;  on  the  watches  and  jewelry 
they  carry;  on  the  earthenware,  china, 
and  glass  that  cover  their  tables ; on  the 
paintings  that  adorn  their  walls,  the  books 
that  fill  up  their  libraries,  and  the  iron, 
steel,  and  other  metallic  instruments  indis- 
pensable to  their  uses.  All  these  articles 
cost  the  consumer  more  because  of  the 
work  that  is  done  at  the  Custom-house. 

The  total  value  of  merchandise,  free 
and  dutiable,  imported  into  the  United 
States  during  the  year  ending  June  30, 
1883,  was  $723,180,914.  The  total  value 
of  dutiable  merchandise  entered  for  con- 
sumption, on  arrival  and  after  withdrawal 
from  warehouse,  in  the  United  States  dur- 
ing the  same  period,  was  $493,916,384. 
The  entire  value  of  dutiable  merchandise 
imported  into  the  United  States,  entered 
for  consumption,  and  warehoused  for 
payment  of  duties,  in  the  fiscal  year  end- 
ing June  30,  1883,  was  $515,676,196.  The 
total  amount  of  duties  collected  thereon 


was  $214,706,496,  or  43.49  per  cent,  of  the 
whole  value  as  officially  stated. 

This  enormous  revenue  from  duties  on 
imported  goods  is  the  principal  means 
wherewith  the  United  States  government 
maintains  the  army,  the  navy,  and  the 
civil  service,  pays  the  interest  on  the  na- 
tional debt,  reduces  the  principal,  and  ef- 
fects needed  improvements. 

In  the  fiscal  year  ending  June  30, 1883, 
there  were  collected  at  the  port  of  New 
York  in  duties  on  foreign  merchandise 
no  less  than  $146,483,964,  or  68.5  per 
cent,  of  the  aggregate  amount  collected 
in  all  the  ports  of  the  country.  This 
fact  shows  the  great  national  importance 
of  the  New  York  Custom-house.  Another 
fact  of  similar  bearing  is  that  the  foreign 
commerce  of  the  United  States,  which  has 
increased  nearly  one  hundred  per  cent, 
since  1866,  must  in  the  future,  as  in  the 
past,  be  mainly  carried  on  through  New 
York. 

With  the  exception  of  Mexico  and  Can- 
ada, our  commercial  intercourse  with  oth- 
er nations  is  conducted  by  means  of  steam 
and  sailing  vessels.  By  far  the  greater 
portion  of  these  is  owned  by  foreigners. 
The  tonnage  of  foreign  vessels  entered  at 
American  ports  increased  from  3,117,034 
tons  in  1866  to  10,526,176  tons  in  1883; 
whereas  the  American  tonnage  entered 
from  foreign  ports  only  increased  from 
1,891,453  tons  in  1866  to  2,834,681  tons  in 
1883. 

Great  Britain,  which,  independently  of 
her  colonial  and  other  possessions,  is  our 
largest  commercial  correspondent,  and 
which  imported  from  us  goods  valued  at 
$425,424,174  in  the  year  ending  June  30, 


Exhibit  showing  the  Imports  from  Great  Britain  and  her  Dependencies  into  the  Ports  of  the 
United  States  during  the  Year  ending  June  30,  1883. 


Country. 

Number  of 
Vessels. 

Tonnage. 

Steam 

Vessels. 

Sailing 

Vessels. 

Value  of  Imports. 

England 

2,783 

6,309,498 

1,189 

1,594 

1161,960,672 

Scotland 

377 

915,416 

172 

205 

18,702,898 

Ireland 

39 

30,328 

.... 

39 

7,959,049 

Gibraltar 

97 

160,184 

48 

49 

4,673 

Nova  Scotia,  New  Brunswick,  and  } 
Prince  Edward  Island j" 

3,562 

489,910 

125 

3,437 

6,091,406 

Newfoundland  and  Labrador 

40 

12,258 

7 

33 

446,718 

British  West  Indies 

631 

397,372 

160 

471 

8,736,112 

British  Guiana 

137 

64,281 

14 

123 

5,946,429 

British  Honduras 

13 

6,868 

3 

10 

531,839 

British  East  Indies 

85 

97,738 

3 

82 

19,467,800 

British  IIong-Kong 

77 

159,007 

36 

41 

1,918,894 

British  Possessions  in  Africa 

27 

26,551 

7 

20 

1,840,020 

British  Possessions  in  Australasia . . 

135 

169,171 

• • • • 

135 

4,021,395 

! All  other  British  Possessions 

.... 

.... 

1,017,281 

i 

8,003 

| 8,838,582 

1,764 

6,239  J 

£238,645,086 
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York  was  #857,430.687,  or  55.43  per  cent,  of 
the  w hole  value  of  our  foreign  commerce. 


1863,  exporting  to  ns  within  the  same  pe- 
riod goods  amounting  to  #188,622,619,  is, 
naturally  enough,  the  principal  owner  of 
this  shipping.  She  takes  51.6  per  cent,  of 
the  total  value  of  American  exports,  and 
sends  to  ns  26  percent,  of  all  our  imports. 

In  1883  the  total  value  of  merchandise 
imported  and  exported  at  the  port  of  New 


at  United  States  ports  in  the  last  fiscal 
year  amounted  to  6,775.526  tons,  a falling 
off  in  two  years  of  1,682.271  tons,  but  still 
constituting  nearly  two-i hints  of  the  en- 
tire foreign  tonnage  entering  at  our  ports. 


Exhibit  showing  Number  ano  Tonnage  ok  America**  a no  Fore  ion  Veswfxb  which  entire  i*  this  Port 
of  Nxw  York  from  Great  Britain  anb  ukr  Depknokncies  in  thk  Ykar  ending  Ji  nk  30>  1838; 
also  Yam-k  of  Imports. 


Englam) , , . . 

Scotland 

Ireland . . 

Gibraltar .. 

Nova  Seotin,  New  Brunswick,  and  / 
Prince  Edward  Island  f 

QuoIhh\  Ontario,  Manitoba,  and  ) 
Northwest  Territory  ..........  f 

Newfoundland  ami  Labrador  ...... 

British  Wo^t  Indies  ; 

British  Guiana  .....  : . 

British  Honduras  

British  East  Indies 

Jltmg'Kong  .......... . 

British  Possessions  in  Africa  and  I 

adjacent  Hands j 

British  Possessions  in  Australasia  . 
Ail  other  British  Possessions 


American  Vessel*. 

Foreign  Yestu*!*. 

Agcregmte- 

{ Import* 

ut  New  York. 

No. 

Tout. 

No 

TO*!*, 

No. 

Ton* 

64 

86t679 

756 

1,888,438 

820 

i,926~lT7 

128 

326,290 

128 

326,290 

1 ft,  082,7 1 3 

5 

•28 

17,557 

m 

23,115 

'7,487.0(11 

.... 

44 

75,776 

44 

75,776 

4,673 

298 

52,689 

517 

104,840 

815 

167.529 

798,090 

. . 

.... 

1 

118 

1 

118 

1,873 

i .... 

10 

8,487 

10 

8,4S7 

339,652 

142 

45,882 

264 

i 185,798 

j$6 

231,680 

6,140,133 

»>8 

j n,i.v.) 

85 

L IJSjfeV 

73 

27,488 

2.489,261 

1 

105 

v; 

:U7-I 

10 

8,279 

140,890 

SO 

32, m 

81 

88,644 

111 

121.577 

17,1 13,230 

17 

16,285 

7 

7,407 

24 

23,042 

1,765,216 

4 

> 1,748 

22 

10t640 

26 

12,386 

1,329,696 

3 

| 1,372 

8 

2,791 

11 

4,165 

1,803,334 

i\ 

1287!  1 

287 

1. 003,984 

602 

! 234.358  S 1, 901  r„'.6B 1,620;  2,503; 

2,035,884 

8148,760,606 
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of  the  highest  character,  and  justified  the 
expectations  that  have  since  been  so  abun- 
dantly realized.  The  discussions  in  the 
national  Senate  pertinent  to  his  nomina- 
tion, and  the  results  to  which  they  gave 
birth,  will  ever  constitute  one  of  the  most 
memorable  chapters  in  American  polit- 
ical history. 

The  Collector’s  duty  is  to  see  that  all 
vessels  and  the  merchandise  therein  con- 
tained, coming  within  the  jurisdiction  of 
his  district,  are  duly  entered  at  the  Custom- 
house; that  legally  responsible  parties  be 
held  to  their  liabilities;  that  the  other 
branches  of  the  customs  service  be  en- 
abled to  do  their  duty  as  by  law  required ; 
that  the  duties  be  properly  assessed  and 
collected,  and  that  the  legal  disposition  be 
made  of  goods  entered  in  bond,  or  other- 
wise, or  which  are  unclaimed;  that  smug- 
gling and  other  frauds  be  prevented ; that 
claims  for  drawback  or  refund  be  paid 
upon  due  proof  only;  that  just  fines,  pen- 
alties, and  forfeitures  be  imposed  and  en- 
forced; and  to  report  fully,  as  by  law  re- 
quired, on  all  that  pertains  to  the  customs 
revenue,  to  the  Treasury  Department  at 
Washington. 

It  is  the  duty  of  the  Naval  Officer  to 
verify  the  clerical  work  done  in  the  Col- 
lector’s office.  The  latter  is  performed 
under  laws  and  regulations  so  compli- 
cated as  to  render  independent  revision, 
in  order  to  insure  perfect  accuracy,  indis- 
pensably necessary.  The  Naval  Officer  is 
sworn  to  correct  errors,  inadvertencies, 
and  neglect;  and  to  enforce  strict  corm 
pliance  with  the  national  statutes.  His 
action  is  co-ordinate  with  that  of  the 
Collector  “in  all  matters  affecting  the 
collection  of  customs  revenue,  so  far  as 
they  involve  the  amount  of  money  col- 
lectable and  collected;  the  proper  record, 
adjustment,  correction,  and  certification 
of  accounts,  including  those  of  drawbacks 
and  refunds  ; the  enforcement  of  all  laws 
and  regulations  for  the  safety  of  the  reve- 
nue, and  excluding  any  and  all  concern 
in  the  administration  of  the  machinery 
of  collection.”  General  Charles  K.  Gra- 
ham, formerly  Surveyor  of  the  Port,  is 
now  at  the  head  of  this  department.  The 
average  cost  per  annum  of  the  Naval  Of- 
ficer’s department  in  New  York  for  the 
past  twelve  or  thirteen  years  does  not  ex- 
ceed one-tenth  of  one  per  cent,  of  the  du- 
ties collected  at  that  port,  and  it  certainly 
yields  vastly  more  than  that  sum  to  the 
government  in  return. 


The  Surveyor  is  charged  with  the  duty — 
subject  in  all  cases  to  the  Collector— of  su- 
perintending and  directing  all  inspectors, 
weighers,  measurers,  and  gaugers  within 
the  port;  of  weekly  reporting  all  neglect 
of  duty  to  the  Collector;  of  visiting,  by 
proxy,  all  arriving  vessels,  and  reporting 
in  writing  every  morning  to  his  superior 
all  that  have  arrived  from  foreign  ports  on 
the  preceding  day;  specifying  the  names 
and  denominations  of  the  vessels,  the 
masters’  names,  whence  arrived,  whether 
laden  or  in  ballast,  to  what  nation  belong- 
ing, and,  if  American  vessels,  whether  the 
masters  have  or  have  not  complied  with 
the  law  requiring  a definite  number  of 
manifests  of  the  cargo  on  board.  He  may 
act  in  certain  cases  with  the  Collector 
and  Naval  Officer  in  allowing  ships’  man- 
ifests to  be  corrected.  He  must  also  put 
one  or  more  inspectors  on  board  each  ves- 
sel immediately  after  its  arrival  in  port; 
ascertain  and  rate,  acording  to  law,  the 
proof, quantities,  and  kindsof  distilled  spir- 
its imported ; examine  into  the  correspond- 
ency between  the  goods  imported  in  any 
vessel  and  the  deliveries  thereof,  accord- 
ing to  the  inspectors’  returns  and  the  per- 
mits for  landing  the  same,  and  report  any 
error  or  discrepancy  to  the  Collector  and 
the  Naval  Officer;  superintend  the  lad- 
ing for  exportation  of  all  goods  entered 
for  the  benefit  of  any  drawback,  bounty, 
or  allowance,  and  report  on  the  corre- 
spondency between  the  kind,  quantity, 
and  quality  of  the  goods  so  laded  with 
the  entries  and  permits  granted  therefor  ^ 
test  the  weights,  measures,  and  other  in- 
struments used  in  ascertaining  the  dutiea 
on  imports,  with  public  standards;  report 
disagreements,  aud  execute  directions  for 
correcting  them  agreeably  to  the  stand- 
ard. The  duties  of  this  office  devolve  upon 
Mr.  James  L.  Beuedict,  formerly  Auditor 
of  the  department. 

It  is  the  duty  of  the  Appraiser  to  ascer- 
tain and  report  to  the  Collector,  under 
that  official's  orders,  the  quantity,  descrip- 
tion, and  value  of  all  imported  merchan- 
dise, and  to  give  his  opinion  as  to  what 
rate  of  duty  such  goods  are  liable  to  pay. 

The  duties  of  the  Collector  and  his  as- 
sistants not  only  include  the  collection  of 
the  tariff  on  goods  entered  for  consump- 
tion, and  the  proper  entry  and  clearance 
of  vessels,  but  also  the  surveillance,  ap- 
praisement, and  forwarding  of  goods  im- 
ported by  citizens  in  other  sections  of  the 
country,  through  the  port  of  New  York,, 
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office,  to  judicious  competitive  ex  an)  in  a 
lions,  under  regulations  prescribed  by  tile 
Civil  Service  Commission. 

In  February,  1884,  there  were  1538  pub- 
lic servants  employed  in  the  New  York 
Custom-house,  at  salaries  amounting  to 
$1,988,237  per  annum.  Of  these.  232, 
with  salaries  amounting  to  $311, 513,  in  the 
Collector’s  special  department,  had  been 
appointed  under  the  Civil  Service  regula- 
tions. There  were  also  34,  with  salaries 
amounting  to  $50,800,  in  the  Naval  Office, 
and  126,  with  salaries  amounting  to 
$176,083,  in  the  Appraiser's  department, 
who  had  been  appointed  under  the  same 
regulations.  Of  the  1538  employes  in  t he 
Custom-house,  470  were  in  the  Collector's 
office,  95  in  the  Naval  Office,  321  in  the 
Appraiser's,  11  in  the  General  Appraiser's, 
aud  35  in  the  Surveyor's ; while  there  were 
322  inspectors,  9 inspectresses,  117  night 
inspectors,  94  weighers  and  gaugers,  and 
64  store-keepers. 

Among  the  officials  not  subjected  to 
competitive  examinations  are  the  Collect- 
or. Deputy  Collectors,  Naval  Officer,  Dep- 
uty Naval  Officers,  Surveyor,  appraisers, 
engineers,  usher's,  laborers,  etc. 

The  members  of  the  large  force  belong- 


Auditor's,  Cashier's,  Warehouse,  Naviga- 
tion, Entry,  Invoice  and  Order,  Law,  and 
Public  Store  departments.  Besides  these, 
there  is  a Customs  Bureau  at  Castle  Gar- 
den, with  a superintendent  in  charge  ; and 
a Correspondence  Bureau  at  the  Custom- 
house, in  charge  of  the  Chief  Clerk  of 
Customs.  Mr.  Joseph  Treloar,  the  latter 
official,  enjoyed  twenty  one  years  of 
training  under  the  tutelage  of  Assistant- 
Collector  Clinch ; has  been  in  office  more 
Ulan  thirty  years;  is  an  encyclopedia  of 
customs  Jaw  and  literature;  holds  all  his 
knowledge  at  instantaneous  command, 
and  has  the  courage  of  his  convictions. 
Each  of  the  last  six  departments  is  in  charge 
of  a deputy  collector,  has  a chief  clerk, 
and  a suitable  number  of  subordinates. 
The  Bureau  of  Statistics  is  included  in 
the  Auditor’s  department.  There  are  also 
two  deputy  collectors  for  the  current  busi- 
ness of  the  office,  an  assistant  collector 
at  Jersey  City,  and  a special  deputy  col- 
lector. Mr.  Joseph  Barrett,  who  is  also  the 
Collector's  private  secretary. 

How  the  functionaries  in  these  several 
departments  come  into  active  service  is 
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spectors,  as  well  as  the  revenue  marine 
officer,  willingly  impart  information. 

The  incoming  steamer— the  Servia , of 
the  Cunard  Line,  will  answer  as  an  ex- 
ample for  all — reported  by  telegraph  from 
Fire  Island,  is  soon  met  as  she  slowly  en- 
ters port  under  the  guidance  of  a skillful 
pilot.  The  breathing  ocean  monster, 
bearing  still  on  her  nostrils  the  salt  of 
much  tempestuous  spray,  is  covered  with 
eager  Americans  returning  home,  curi- 
ous foreign  tourists,  and  anxious  immi- 
grants gazing  for  the  first  time  on  the 
shores  of  the  promised  land  that  hence- 
forth is  to  be  their  home. 

The  revenue  marine  officer  assigned  to 
boarding  duty,  and  the  inspectors  of  pas- 
sengers’ baggage,  ascend  the  rope-ladder, 
as  soon  as  the  sanitary  examination  of  the 
vessel  has  been  completed  by  the  Health 
Officer  of  the  port.  The  revenue  marine 
officer  demands  from  the  master  the  man- 
ifests of  his  cargo;  and,  if  the  vessel  be 
American,  he  also  demands  the  crew  list, 
and  has  the  crew  mustered  and  compared 
with  the  list.  He  also  identifies,  by  means  of 
the  consul’s  certificate,  any  destitute  Amer- 
ican seamen  who  may  have  been  brought 
home  in  the  vessel.  Then  he  certifies  the 
manifests,  crew  list?  and  consul’s  certifi- 
cates, seals  or  secures  the  hatches  and  open- 
ings until  the  necessary  permits  for  unlad- 
ing are  obtained,  and  hands  over  the  charge 
of  the  vessel  to  the  inspectors  who  have 
been  temporarily  assigned  to  her,  or  to 
superintend  the  delivery  of  cargo.  At 
the  Barge  Office  he  subsequently  makes 
report  of  his  procedure,  and  delivers  all 
duplicate  manifests  and  other  papers  re- 
ceived from  the  master  of  the  vessel  to 
the  boarding  officer  for  transmission  to 
the  Collector  at  the  Custom-house. 

The  examination  of  personal  baggage 
belonging  to  returning  Americans  and  to 
foreign  visitors  is  a matter  of  great  inter- 
est to  the  parties  concerned.  As  soon  as 
the  staff  officer  in  charge  receives  the  pas- 
senger list  from  the  purser,  he  and  his 
fellow-officials  take  their  seats  at  the  end 
of  one  of  the  long  tables  in  the  saloon. 
Blanks  containing  declarations  of  the  dif- 
ferent trunks,  valises,  rugs,  etc.,  and  of 
the  dutiable  goods  contained  in  them,  are 
on  hand,  and  are  filled  out  consecutively 
as  the  passengers,  in  long  lines,  present 
themselves  to  the  inspectors.  When  the 
blank  is  filled  out,  agreeably  to  the  repre- 
sentations of  each  individual,  or  of  the  head 
of  a family  who  acts  for  the  whole,  he 


solemnly  swears  that  his  statements  are 
true,  and  signs  the  document.  This  is 
handed  to  another  member  of  the  staff, 
who  numbers  and  retains  it,  and  gives  to 
the  signer  a ticket  bearing  a correspond- 
ing number.  The  signer’s  name  is  at  the 
same  time  checked  off  on  the  passenger  list 
by  a third  officer. 

Under  the  inquiries  propounded  by  the 
inspectors,  the  idiosyncrasies  of  the  parties 
questioned  not  unf  requently  become  mark- 
edly apparent.  Some  are  jolly,  others 
sulky,  and  others  nervous.  Some  prompt- 
ly and  others  hesitantly  respond  to  the 
query:  “Have  you  any  new  or  dutia- 
ble goods  ?”  Honest  men  at  once  blurt 
out:  “Yes;  twelve  pairs  of  kid  gloves 
for  a friend;”  “A  piece  of  silk  for  my 
wife;”  “A  cloak  for  my  daughter;”  “A 
service  of  china — here  are  the  bills.” 
The  answers  are  at  once  entered  under 
the  appropriate  heading,  together  with 
the  value  of  the  articles  specified,  if 
known  by  the  owner.  A peculiar  mark 
is  also  put  on  the  back  of  the  paper  to 
indicate  to  the  examining  inspector  that 
something  “declared”  is  in  the  baggage 
of  that  individual.  Experienced  travel- 
lers pass  the  ordeal  quietly  ; others  are 
occasionally  restive  under  the  pointed  in- 
quisition. While  thus  engaged,  the  in- 
spectors answer  a thousand  and  one  ques- 
tions, endlessly  varied,  about  required 
forms,  when  the  baggage  will  be  exam- 
ined, the  rates  of  duty,  and  when  the  wor- 
rying querists  will  be  able  to  leave  the 
dopk.  Patience  has,  or  ought  to  have, 
her  perfect  work  in  these  pachydermatous 
gentlemen. 

While  this  lively  scene  is  in  progress 
the  steamer  is  proceeding  up  the  bay,  en- 
ters the  North  River,  and  slowly  moves 
into  her  dock.  There  matters  wear  a still 
more  exciting  aspect.  Crowds  of  expect- 
ant friends  are  in  waiting.  Eager  salu- 
tations are  exchanged.  The  voyagers  are 
as  willing  to  quit  the  luxurious  steamer 
as  was  Dr.  Johnson  the  ship  that  he  de- 
fined as  “a  prison,  with  a chance  of  being 
drowned.”  The  movable  gangway  is 
run  from  the  dock  to  the  deck.  The  cab- 
in passengers  pour  down  it  in  ceaseless 
streams,  while  the  steerage  passengers  wait 
wistfully  for  later  debarkation  at  Castle 
Garden.  The  staff  officers,  declarations 
in  hand,  follow.  Baggage  is  landed  and 
deposited  in  separate  piles,  according  to  the 
initials  of  the  owners'  names,  the  proper 
label  having  been  affixed  on  the  steamer. 
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The  places  are  designated  by  huge  letters 
mi  the  wall  of  the  shed.  If  there  are  many 
Smiths  aboard,  for  instance,  there  will  be 
a crowded  congregation  of  trunks  and 
owners  about  S.  The  examining  inspect’ 
ors  are  already  drawn  up  in  line  across 
the  dock,  and  nothing  passes  them  with- 
out due  scrutiny.  Wearied  travellers, 
who  can  leave  their  mat  ters  in  the  hands 
of  friends,  are  relieved  of  further  waiting, 
and  after  quick  search  of  wraps  and  va- 
lises art.*  allowed  to  depart  in  peace.  As 
each  individual^  baggage  is  brought  to- 
gether, he  notifies  the  staff  officer,  and 
hands  oyer  his  ticket.  The  officer  selects 
the  corresponding  declaration,  writes  the 
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name  of  an  inspector— whom  he  calls  from 
the  line—  upon  it,  and  directs  immediate 
examination.  This  is  usually  sufficiently 
thorough.  Inspectors,  through  long  prac- 
tice, become  involuntary  disciples  of  La- 
vale  r,  and  such  expert  critics  of  human 
nature  that  they  almost  intuitively  detect 
attempted  fraud.  Dutiable  articles,  not 
declared  as  such,  are  brought  out,  valued 
by  the  attendant  appraiser,  entered,  with 
value  attached  on  the  declaration,  and  the 
owner  is  obliged  to  pay  the  requisite  duty 
to  a clerk  in  attendance  for  the  purpose 
of  m oving  it.  The  inspector  also  sign# 
his  name  to  the  declaration.. 

The  efficiency  and  courtesy  of  the  Dep- 
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uty  Surveyor,  -btiil  also  M the.  inspectors 

on  tins  dock,  together  ^itfa  the  delicate 

discharge  of  their  not  particularly  pleas- 
ing duties,  are  worthy  of  high  praise. 
Exceptions  are  few  and  far  between.  The 
questions  asked  about  dresses,  laces,  cloaks, 
etc.,  are  not  invariably  met  with  precisely 
truth fu  1 rejoi n ders.  To  cheat  U ncle  Sam 
in  revenue  matters  is  regarded  as  a de- 
cidedly venial  sin  by  most  of  his  children, 
native  or  adopted.  This  notion  is  doubt- 


sury,  who  decided  against  Inm.  He  then 
brought  suit  within  ninety  days  in  the 
United  States  court  His  wife  swore  that 
a portion  of  the  whole  had  been  worn  in 
good  faith.  The  duties  paid  on  t bat  portion 
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and  Hug-rant  offenders.  VWtnt  #61  <1  watch- 
es; luefes,  silk*?,  lmcrj.s, wound  around  tliy 
body  or  limbs-;  human  huir  m todpef$ 
w jpg  and  Spy itches  s»wn  into  skirts';  now 
pitched  it*  old  maos;  silks  ami 
ham*  made  up  into  several  voluminous 

skirt* --ure  among-  ordinary  discover)^. 
Onr  uiiitiok^  vfigltt;  ^uSphu^od  pf  eonm 
jdieiiy  in  fommiue  designs,  /-wh#  lonnd  to 
have  tw4  s£l&  oi:  ])Oint  1^'  in  Urn  crown  of 
hts  hat. 

]Bv  the  Sifi  sakmu passengers  arriving 
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at  Now  York  in  the  'tiervirt-,  #W  min*?*  of  rfHaituiil  a.wsjantH\  kV  Man'?;  nihomanUv 
ihitidide  vyfere matfe,  and  .;:y&  them  ; painfully  visibly  mi sleum- 

#46 -'65.  ,'inr .ijflrtjktoft*  The  ship  aii4  vessel  iilike;  Matters  im-; 

' tin  re-  '.pvpvf**  .it  is  trite;  but  all  tmvKlmyty:,  Tim 

hii  ns  the  declafvuions,.  I! lakes.  Urn  muri**  : . rtetia in  which  many  nrr-  crihhed,  cabined* 
io  Ills wnrft  nan&  and  jjUrtife*'-  rev'f  and  »^>nBt>hd  ar^  oft*.!* ' biiflt  .-foie .Ute 

reived  ft*  the  ca^bier*  yrltor  'receipt  be.U'^..  ’ •'.•THfe^tii^f'l  «*f  :th# 

them  .and  checks  lib  account.  The  Is  in  the-  cl<4tii!iter 'ftC  - 

mie  frv*m  t his  single  soUire  is  quite  cm**  pants  for  Ion#  weeks  after  I heir 'escope^ 
Kjderable  m the  course  of  twelve  month*.  One  vessel  brought  :!i5o-.soS*i^^  puK*Mi: 

When  aU  the  work  of  the  examining  ! ger*  from  Amsterdam  wr-Meivv  1882.  Spar 
office  ra  rm  Urn  dock  has  b<yn  performed  deck  arid  lower  deck,  we^cre^fle^  ..Vo 
they  reloni  i\?  the  Barp>  Otfee,  and  the  j HSfw&gv  pf  M^iefc  l^opJe/XHiCupied- •' .' 
inspectors:  assigned  to  supfi-hntemi fi  the  i room.  Tim  marvel  is  that  the  live  deaths 
discharge  of  the  cargo  take  cbatjpfc.  of  the  i on  the  'voyage  had  iuH  beep  fifty, 
misyL  ‘ .V  •/;'.•  Those  immigrants  are  ^ mntlc^  trowel. 

But  wiittt  of  tjic  inimigraukimlljiesteer^  Now  York  wntairiai  ropro^oniativcs  of  for 
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ty  four  different  na- 
tionalities. Those 
Armenians  in  red 
1W  uod  Oriental  cos; 
In  me  will  swell  the 
ii  urn  her  to  for  t y th  e. 
Smalt  st camel's,  im 
der  the  control  of  n 
landing’  agent  who 
contracts  with  the 
steam  filrip  compa- 
nies, take  off  the 
BhIk;!  crowd  in  tie- 
tavhwtecite  from  all 
strainers,  and  con- 
vey them  to  Castle 
Garden.  There,  at 
the  in  sp«*c  tor-'  qf 
ftjceT  record  is  kept 
of  the  steamers  ar- 
riving, the  dates  of 
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arrival,  the  name  of  each  vessel,  the  port 
From  which  she  sailed,  the  number  ami 
names  of  the  passengers,  the  births  and 
deaths  during  the  voyage,  the  number  of 
packages  Sent  to  the  public  store  at  Castle 
Garden,  and  the  names  of  the  inspectors 
and  inspectresses  \v ho  examined  each  vrs 
sel  In  1881,  941  steamers,  hrihging 441.110 


corded  was  405,352.  Smuggling  among 
the  steerage  passengers  is  mainly  con  lined 
to  persons  who  have  been  visiting  their 
friends  in  Euro|K\  Minute  examination 
occasionally  detects  pieces  of  silk  and  vel- 
vet* rings,  wmehes.  gold  chains,  and  liq- 
uors Disendion  is  w isely  intrusted  to 
tfii  officials,  at  id  is  sparingly  exercised 
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toward  genuine  immigrants.  Here  is 
one  young  Teuton  whose  trunk  reveals, 
now  that  its  false  bottom  has  been  knocked 
out,  a formidable  array  of  little  phials  con- 
taining Magentropfen , or  stomach  drops, 
and  oils  wherewith  to  lubricate  rheumatic 
limbs.  The  value  of  the  whole  is  about 
twelve  shillings  — certainly  not  an  inor- 
dinate supply  for  a dyspeptic  Dutchman, 
and  hardly  enough  to  last  a hypochon- 
driac Yankee  for  a single  month.  The 
value  of  the  710  seizures  of  goods  of  all 
classes  smuggled  by  incoming  passengers 
in  the  year  ending  June  30,  1883,  was 
$125,519. 

For  each  package  sent  in  for  appraise- 
ment a check  is  given  to  the  owner,  and 
also  a receipt  by  the  United  States  Public 
Store-keeper.  This  check  is  returned  when 
the  package  is  taken  away.  Immigrants 
being  poorer  now  than  formerly,  only 
$9360  were  collected  in  duties  in  1883. 
Free  baggage  is  sent  into  another  depart- 
ment, and  is  duly  checked.  After  the  im- 
migrants have  been  duly  registered,  their 
uncurrent  funds  exchanged  for  American 
currency,  and  their  railroad  tickets  pur- 
chased, the  baggage  is  forwarded,  after 
presentation  of  tickets  at  the  office,  to 
their  destinations  in  the  West,  or  in  other 
parts  of  the  country.  The  Castle  Garden 
Express  delivers  such  as  is  addressed  to 
New  York,  Newark,  and  other  near  cities. 

Castle  Garden  is  one  of  the  most  be- 
neficent institutions  in  the  world,  and 
owes  its  present  uses  largely  to  Dr.  Fried- 
rich Kapp,  now  a member  of  the  Imperial 
German  Reichsrath,  but  formerly  a resi- 
dent of  New  York.  It  is  under  the  con- 
trol of  nine  Commissioners  of  Emigration, 
appointed  for  the  term  of  six  years  by  the 
Governor  and  confirmed  by  the  Senate 
of  the  State  of  New  York.  Thither  let  us 
follow  a portion  of  the  6730  immigrants 
who  arrived  by  seven  different  steamers 
on  the  15th  of  May,  1882.  The  name  of 
each,  the  date  of  his  arrival,  place  of  de- 
parture, number  of  his  family  (if  any), 
whither  bound,  his  business,  and  other 
particulars,  are  all  registered.  This  rec- 
ord, together  with  that  of  the  cabin  pas- 
sengers, is  compared  with  the  manifest  of 
each  captain,  which  manifest  ought  to  ex- 
hibit the  names  of  all  the  persons  he  had 
on  board.  It  thus  becomes  a check  on  the 
greed  of  some  who  have  brought  more 
passengers  than  the  law  permits,  or  than 
were  named  in  the  manifests. 

Not  only  do  the  Commissioners  of  Emi- 
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gration  protect  their  often  helpless  charges 
against  the  extortions,  robberies,  and  un- 
speakable villainies  of  the  human  harpies 
who  formerly  infested  the  docks,  and 
preyed  upon  the  luckless  incomers — not 
only  do  they  supply  interpreters,  main- 
tain an  employment  bureau,  assist  in  the 
exchange  of  funds,  purchase  of  tickets, 
forwarding  of  immigrants  and  baggage — 
but  they  also  license  the  boarding-house 
runners,  and  subject  them  to  rigid  super- 
vision. They  further  provide  for  the 
sick  and  disabled,  the  lunatics,  and  the 
pregnant  women  whose  husbands,  if  sick, 
are  sent  to  the  hospital  on  Ward's  Island, 
furnish  medicine  to  the  ailing  and  truss- 
es to  the  ruptured,  and  preserve  recorded 
particulars  of  all  thus  coming  under  their 
special  care  by  which  they  may  be  found 
and  identified  in  the  future. 

Near  the  Information  Bureau  from  2000 
to  2500  people  waiting  inquiringly  for 
their  friends  have  sometimes  been  con- 
gregated at  one  time. 

The  grandly  beneficent  work  of  the 
Emigration  Commissioners  deserves  bet- 
ter medical  facilities  than  the  miserably 
inadequate  hospital  accommodations  at 
their  immediate  command  in  Castle  Gar- 
den. New  York  does  the  work  and  bears 
the  expense  connected  with  foreign  immi- 
gration, but  the  whole  country  shares  in 
its  benefits.  The  railroads  especially 
profit  by  it.  The  cash  value  of  tickets 
purchased  by  inward-bound  immigrants 
in  1881  was  more  than  five  million  dol- 
lars. Moneys  to  the  value  of  eleven 
millions  were  exchanged  in  Castle  Gar- 
den, and  the  estimated  amount  of  the 
drafts,  bonds,  and  other  representatives  of 
specie  value  brought  in  during  the  same 
year  was  no  less  than  one  hundred  mill- 
ion dollars.  Castle  Garden  ought  to  be  a 
national  institution. 

While  all  this  busy,  anxious  work  is 
going  on  at  the  dock  and  immigrant  land- 
ing depot,  the  captain  of  the  vessel  repairs 
to  the  Custom-house  and  enters  his  ves- 
sel by  delivering  its  register,  together  with 
his  clearance  and  other  papers,  and  par- 
ticularly the  original  manifest  of  his  car- 
go, to  the  Collector.  He  also  affirms  un- 
der oath  that  he  sailed  from  the  port  of 
departure  on  a certain  day,  and  that  his 
manifest  is  truthful  to  the  best  of  his 
knowledge  and  belief.  He  further  signs 
this  sworn  affirmation,  and  attaches  it  to 
his  manifest.  Until  this  is  done  the  bulk 
of  his  cargo  can  not  be  broken.  The 
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manifest  is  in  writing,  and  contains  the 
name  of  the  vessel,  where  she  is  owned, 
master’s  name,  tonnage,  where  built, 
whither  bound,  where  cargo  was  shipped, 
the  marks  and  numbers  of  the  several 
packages,  the  contents  of  the  packages, 
consignees’  names  and  residences,  and 
ports  of  destination,  number  of  passen- 
gers, and  the  nature  and  amount  of  the 
vessel  and  cabin  stores.  The  manifest 
is  usually  in  the  national  language  of  the 
vessel,  and  is  made  up  from  the  bills  of 
lading,  or  copies  of  them,  given  to  ship- 
pers of  goods,  and  signed  by  the  captain 
or  his  representative.  It  is  an  essential 
document,  and  copies  of  it  are  made  to 
meet  the  several  requisitions  of  the  cus- 
toms revenue.  This  statement  of  the  cap- 
tain or  master  is  noted  at  once  in  the  re- 
gister of  entries  of  vessels,  and  a copy  of  it 
is  furnished  next  day  to  the  appraisers. 

Within  forty-eight  hours  after  arrival 
the  master  must  also  report  in  writing  all 
necessary  information  about  his  vessel  to 
the  Surveyor,  and  particularly  the  quan- 
tities and  kinds  of  spirits,  wines,  and  teas 
he  has  on  board,  the  number  of  packages 
in  which  they  are  contained,  together  with 
the  marks  and  numbers,  and  also  his  sea 
stores  of  spirits,  wines,  and  teas.  If  the 
vessel  belong  to  the  United  States,  the 
master  must  give  to  the  Collector  a true 
account  of  the  number  of  persons  employ- 
ed on  board  since  it  was  last  in  a United 
States  port,  and  must  pay  forty  cents  per 
month,  for  every  person  so  employed,  into 
the  Marine  Hospital  Fund  before  it  can  be 
admitted  to  entry.  Fees  and  charges  are 
about  as  numerous  in  New  York  as  at  Ni- 
agara. These  paid,  and  legal  demands  all 
satisfied,  the  Collector  issues  a general  or- 
der for  the  delivery  of  the  cargo.  This  is 
effected  under  the  supervision  of  the  in- 
spectors in  care  of  the  vessel.  All  car- 
goes must  be  unladed  between  sunrise 
and  sunset.  Special  permits,  however, 
may  be  granted  by  the  Collector  and  Na- 
val Officer  to  unlade  between  sunset  and 
sunrise.  In  this  and  in  many  other 
cases  indemnity  bonds  are  required  by 
the  Collector. 

The  scene  on  the  dock  during  the  un- 
lading and  delivery  of  the  cargo  is  one  of 
great  interest  and  suggestiveness.  The  two 
discharging  inspectors  in  charge  superin- 
tend the  transfer  of  the  goods  from  the 
vessel  to  the  dock;  see  to  it  that  all  goods 
requiring  to  be  weighed,  gauged,  measured, 
or  proved  are  manipulated  only  by  the  prop- 


er officers;  send  sample  goods  and  goods 
ordered  for  appraisement  to  the  Public 
Store,  and  other  merchandise  to  warehouse 
or  elsewhere  as  directed ; allow  no  goods 
to  leave  the  dock  without  due  permits ; de- 
liver packages  to  authorized  persons;  and 
enter  all  permits,  with  specified  particulars, 
to  take  away  goods,  and  all  goods  taken 
away  or  sent  to  the  Public  Store,  ware- 
house, or  elsewhere,  by  marks,  numbers, 
and  descriptions,  and  what  goods  were  ap- 
parently damaged  on  the  voyage,  in  a dis- 
charging book.  They  also  take  charge  of 
all  the  specie  and  valuables  on  board  the 
vessel ; compare  the  list  of  stores  on  board 
with  those  furnished  by  the  master  at  the 
Collector’s  office ; report  dutiable  goods  and 
necessary  stores  to  the  Collector  or  Survey- 
or; seize  all  articles  imported  in  violation 
of  law,  and  close  and  lock  the  hatches  of 
the  vessel  at  night.  They  also,  within 
three  days  after  the  delivery  of  the  dis- 
charging book  to  the  Surveyor,  make  an- 
other return  of  the  discharge  of  the  vessel, 
supported  by  permits,  orders,  and  other 
vouchers,  showing  what  goods  were  call- 
ed for  and  not  found,  what  did  not  agree 
with  permit  or  order,  what  were  damaged, 
what  were  not  included  in  manifest,  what 
sea  stores  were  on  board,  and  also  the 
names  of  all  officials  who  performed  any 
duty  in  connection  with  the  cargo.  Dis- 
crepancies between  ships’  manifests  and  in- 
spectors’ returns  are  subsequently  correct- 
ed by  specific  process  in  case  no  intention 
to  defraud  the  government  is  apparent  on 
the  surface.  Both  manifests  and  inspect- 
ors’ returns  go  through  the  Bureau  of  Liq- 
uidation and  Closing  of  Vessels’  Accounts, 
and  ultimately  find  their  way  into  that  or- 
derly cemetery  of  dead  enterprises  known 
as  the  Record  Room. 

When  the  discharging  inspectors  close 
their  labors  for  the  day,  they  are  relieved 
as  custodians  of  revenue  interests  by  the 
night  inspectors,  who  number  117  men, 
and  are  officered  by  Captain  P.  C.  Bensel 
and  three  assistants.  This  force  is  com- 
posed of  vigorous  and  active  men,  and  in- 
cludes medical  and  other  students,  who  in 
this  way  acquire  the  funds  necessary  to 
complete  their  professional  education.  It 
is  divided  into  two  watches,  which  alter- 
nate in  the  discharge  of  duty  from  sunset 
to  midnight,  and  from  midnight  to  sun- 
rise. Should  any  be  detailed  for  all-night 
duty  on  vessels  lying  in  the  stream,  they 
are  excused  from  service  on  the  following 
night.  The  sphere  of  these  duties  includes 
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the  waters  and  portions  of  the  shores  of 
New  Jersey,  Long  Island,  and  New  York 
city. 

The  night  inspectors  are  appointed  to 
prevent  smuggling,  are  uniformed  and 
armed,  and  are  authorized  to  stop  and 
search  reasonably  suspected  persons  who 
may  go  on  board  or  come  from  the  ves- 
sel. Their  office  is  by  no  means  a sine- 
cure. It  involves  watching,  exposure, 
and  fatigue.  The  Cuban  steamers  have 
been  wont  to  bring  men  who  inclosed  ci- 
gars in  rubber  bags  and  threw  them  into 
the  waters  of  the  lower  bay.  Confeder- 
ates in  boats  then  picked  them  up,  placed 
them  in  express  wagons  waiting  on  the 
shore,  and  then  drove  rapidly  away. 
There  is  something  contagious  in  the  glee 
of  wide-awake  officials  as  they  relate  how 
they  had  watched  unseen  the  whole  oper- 
ation until  the  wagon  was  ready  to  start, 
when  they  seized  the  reins,  and  landed  the 
spoils  at  the  Seizure  Room.  One  French 
steamer,  notorious  for  smuggling  by  drib- 
blets, when  searched  by  this  force,  was 
found  to  contain  thirteen  hundred  bottles 
of  spirits,  which  it  was  intended  to  send 
ashore  bottle  by  bottle.  Tins  about  an 
inch  deep,  and  fitted  to  the  body  under 
the  armpits,  have  been  taken  from  the 
bodies  of  men  who  were  thus  stealthily 
bringing  in  valuable  bay  oil.  One  dealer 
in  human  hair,  who  died  in  possession  of 
about  $200,000,  was  detected  in  illicit  im- 
portations under  the  shirts  of  his  agents. 
Another  vivacious  fellow,  belonging  to  a 
French  steamer,  rejoiced  in  a profitable 
trade  in  kid  gloves  secreted  by  the  dozen 
in  his  immense  boots.  Sailing  vessels  are 
watched  by  special  agents,  whose  duties 
are  irksome  enough  to  render  special  su- 
pervision by  superiors  a matter  of  positive 
necessity.  Dealers  in  contraband  goods, 
scamps  who  live  by  their  wits,  and  un- 
scrupulous traders  of  many  kinds  tax  the 
resources  of  human  ingenuity  and  craft  to 
the  uttermost.  Logs  of  foreign  wood,  cun- 
ningly excavated  and  packed  with  cigars 
or  spirits;  cases  of  boots  and  shoes,  in  the 
heels  of  which  watches  and  jewelry  are 
hidden;  miraculous  trunks,  false  as  Ma- 
chiavelli,  being  thinly  hollow  on  side  and 
end,  top  and  bottom,  concealing  laces, 
hair,  trinkets,  etc.,  etc.,  are  among  the 
common  devices  of  ingenious  freebooters. 
Keen,  honest,  true  men— such  as  may  be 
seen  on  any  tour  of  night  inspection,  like 
mastiffs  at  their  posts,  and  especially  if 
visitors  be  expected— -are  needed  to  baffle , 
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the  plots  of  the  rascals.  Political  affilia- 
tions constitute  no  guarantee  of  efficiency. 

The  best  attainable  is  through  rigid  adher- 
ence to  the  rules  of  the  civil  service  re- 
form. 

All  seizures  of  whatever  value  are  sent 
to  the  Seizure  Room  at  the  Custom-house. 

This  is  under  the  authority  of  General 
G.  W.  Palmer,  formerly  Appraiser  of  the 
port,  and  now  the  learned  and  effective 
head  of  the  Law  Department.  It  em- 
braces a singular  collection.  Here  a jew- 
eller’s pack;  there  dresses,  silks,  shawls, 
laces,  bundles  of  cigarettes,  row-boats  cap- 
tured with  contraband  goods  on  board, 
cutlery,  wines,  liquors,  cigars,  and  obscene 
literature.  Contaminating  articles  are  de- 
stroyed, unclaimed  goods  may  be  obtained 
by  the  owner  in  the  course  of  twelve  months 
if  they  are  detained  in  the  General  Order 
Store,  or  within  three  years  if  warehoused, 
on  payment  of  duty  and  order  of  the  Sec- 
retary of  the  Treasury.  Perishable  arti- 
cles are  sold  at  auction  as  soon  as  possible. 

Other  condemned  and  unclaimed  goods 
are  sold  by  auction  at  Collector’s  sale, 
after  being  kept  in  custody  as  just  stated. 
Complete  records  of  all  transactions  are 
carefully  preserved. 

A disappointed  raiser  of  church  debts 
said  that  he  needed  no  evidence  of  total 
depravity  additional  to  that  of  the  unpaid 
subscription  on  his  list.  If  he  did,  the 
Seizure  Room  would  furnish  it.  Human- 
ity, after  all,  is  redeemable.  Charles 
Reade  maintains  that  it  is  “never  too  late 
to  mend.”  The  records  of  the  Custom- 
house illustrate  the  theory  of  the  novel- 
ist. In  May,  1882,  a check  for  $87  came 
to  hand  from  a troubled  individual  who 
had  imported  silks,  laces,  and  linens  in 
1873,  and  which  he  then  believed  to  be 
free,  but  had  since  discovered  to  be  dutia- 
ble to  that  amount;  $50  to  correct  an  un- 
dervaluation arrived  the  week  before. 
Collector  Schell  once  received  $1500  from 
a burdened  conscience,  the  owner  of 
which  requested  him  to  acknowledge  the 
receipt  in  a daily  paper,  which  he  did. 
Smaller  sums  appear  in  the  list  of  the 
Conscience  Fund,  such  as  $36,  $10,  $7  27. 

Most  commendable  of  all  is  an  item  of 
$10  transmitted  to  the  Collector  by  an 
inspector,  into  whose  pocket  it  had  been 
thrust  by  a passenger.  Tender  conscience 
or  something  else  would  not  allow  it  to 
stay  there,  and  the  bribe  was  “covered 
into  the  Treasury.”  With  these  facts  be- 
fore him,  Collector  Robertson  may  still 
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hope  to  find  out  the  author  of  the  infa- 
mously celebrated  “forged  telegram,” and 
more  particularly  since  he  himself  re- 
ceived in  the  month  of  October,  1882,  a 
check  for  $10,000  from  a most  excellent 
merchant  whose  clerk,  unknown  to  him, 
had  defrauded  the  government  of  about 
that  sum  by  undervaluations.  The  fact 
of  undervaluation  had  not  been  suspected 
at  the  Custom-hou9e,  and  the  length  of 
time  that  had  elapsed  since  it  took  place 
had  placed  the  loss  beyond  the  limits  of 
legal  recovery.  New  York  has  many 
such  high-minded  and  sternly  principled 
merchant  princes. 

Returning  from  the  Seizure  Room  to  the 
Rotunda,  it  is  obvious  that  the  concen- 
trated activity  on  the  dock  receiving  the 
cargo  has  many  counterparts  in  that  of 
the  consignees  and  their  agents.  These 
are  naturally  anxious  to  obtain  possession 
of  their  merchandise  a?  quickly  as  possi- 
ble. They  therefore  hasten  to  the  Cus- 
tom-house and  make  entry  of  their  re- 
spective consignments.  This  is  usually, 
but  not  always,  done  through  the  instru- 
mentality of  a class  of  men  known  as 
Custom-house  brokers. 

Custom-house  brokers  are  principally 
pushing  young  men  bent  on  the  attain- 
ment of  fortune.  The  fees  charged  for 
their  assistance  are  matters  of  bargain 
between  themselves  and  customers.  If 
fraudulent  and  untrustworthy,  th€y  are 
sure  to  be  extruded  from  the  building. 
Some  are  men  of  high  moral  character 
and  excellent  business  abilities.  True 
policy  would  dictate  their  enrollment, 
and  invest  the  Collector  with  power  to  ex- 
clude from  practice  all  who  are  shown  to 
be  incapable  or  unjust.  Self-interest 
would  then  hold  the  broker  to  the  strict- 
est honesty  and  probity. 

At  the  Custom-house,  the  consignee  or 
owner  states  under  oath  that  he  has  cer- 
tain merchandise  on  board  the  steamer, 
and  verifies  his  statement  by  the  produc- 
tion of  an  invoice,  bill  of  lading,  and 
consular  certificate  to  the  invoice  given 
in  the  country  whence  the  goods  were 
exported.  Invoices  are  made  and  certi- 
fied in  triplicate,  the  consul  filing  one  in 
his  office,  sending  a second  to  the  Collector 
of  the  port  whither  the  goods  are  shipped, 
and  giving  a third  to  the  consignor.  The 
last  forwards  his  to  the  consignee.  He 
also  forwards  the  bill  of  lading,  or  copy 
of  it,  given  by  the  steam-ship  company  for 
goods  shipped.  The  consignee  or  owner 


attaches  the  bill  of  lading  to  the  entry  of 
the  goods  he  wishes  to  take  away  from  the 
dock.  All  entries  are  made  in  duplicate. 
Every  entry  must  be  of  all  goods  coming 
by  the  same  vessel  to  the  same  consignee, 
even  if  they  come  from  ten,  twenty,  thir- 
ty, or  more  consignors.  This  requirement 
often  makes  it  necessary  for  consumption 
entries  to  be  made  upon  pro  forma  in- 
voices, which  practice  has  been  used  by 
dishonest  men  to  further  schemes  for  un- 
dervaluation and  fraud. 

The  marks  and  numbers  inserted  in  the 
entry  must  correspond  with  those  in  the 
bill  of  lading,  and  the  description  of  con- 
tents of  each  package  must  tally  with  that 
found  in  the  invoice.  The  invoice  itself 
is  also  compared  with  that  sent  to  the 
Collector  by  the  consul.  If  the  consignee 
wishes  to  have  part  of  the  dutiable  goods 
claimed  by  him  sent  to  a bonded  ware- 
house, he  makes  a separate  and  specific 
entry  of  them.  These  papers  are  next  ex- 
amined as  to  their  correctness  by  an  en- 
try clerk,  and  are  then  stamped  with  con- 
secutive numbers.  The  entry  clerk  also 
indorses  on  the  back  of  the  invoice  the 
value  of  the  goods  thus  entered.  In  de- 
termining approximately  this  value,  the 
consul’s  and  commissioner’s  fees  are  de- 
ducted from  the  amount  specified  in  the 
invoice,  and  the  shipping  charges,  and 
proper  commissions  prescribed  by  law, 
are  added  to  it.  The  rate  of  duty  and  the 
date  of  examination  of  entry  are  also  in- 
scribed on  the  invoice.  The  entry  clerk 
then  issues  a consumption  permit  for  the 
duty-free  and  duty-paid  goods,  and  a bond- 
ed warehouse  permit  for  those  on  which 
the  consignee  does  not  wish  to  pay  the 
duty  at  once,  each  permit  agreeing  with 
the  contents  of  the  entry,  the  bill  of  lading, 
and  the  invoice.  All  these  papers,  except 
the  original  entry,  which  remains  in  the 
Collector’s  office,  are  then  taken  to  the  Na- 
val Office,  where  the  clerical  work  is  veri- 
fied. On  their  return  a deputy  collector 
compares  the  contents  of  the  documents 
with  each  other,  and  ascertains  whether  the 
invoice  is  properly  made,  and  the  consu- 
lar certificate  duly  attached.  If  the  latter 
be  not  attached,  the  claimant  is  required 
to  give  bonds  to  produce  a proper  consu- 
lar invoice.  If  all  the  papers  be  correct, 
the  deputy  collector  then  designates  cer- 
tain packages  of  dutiable  goods — about  10 
per  cent,  of  the  whole — and  orders  them 
to  be  sent  to  the  Public  Store  for  appraise- 
ment. Where  this  is  inexpedient,  as  in 
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the  case  of  iron,  marble,  gypsum,  soda- 
ash,  soda  crystals,  live  animals,  grains, 
bones,  building  stones,  etc.,  he  orders  an 
appraisement  on  the  wharf ; or  in  the  case 
of  glass-ware,  etc.,  at  the  merchant’s 
store.  The  number  of  the  packages  to  be 
examined  are  described  by  indorsement 
on  the  invoice;  which  indorsement  con- 
stitutes an  order  to  the  Appraiser  to  de- 
cide their  dutiable  character  and  value. 
A similar  indorsement  is  written  on  the 
entry,  and  also  on  the  permit.  The  last  is 
an  order  to  the  discharging  inspector  to 
send  the  packages  indicated  to  the  Public 
Store  for  appraisement.  The  numbers 
written  on  invoice,  entry,  and  permit  must 
agree,  inasmuch  as  they  are  designed  to  be 
safeguards  against  collusion  and  fraud, 
and  guides  to  officers  who  act  independ- 
ently of  each  other. 

The  consignee,  or  his  broker,  papers  in 
hand,  next  repairs  to  the  cashier's  office, 
and  pays  the  estimated  duty  on  the  whole 
invoice  of  goods  wanted  for  immediate 
consumption,  together  with  the  legal  fees. 
The  cashier  affixes  his  check,  in  token  of 
payment,  to  invoice  and  permit  both. 
Then  the  merchant,  compliant  with  law, 
gives  what  is  termed  a “return  bond”  that 
he  will  hold  the  packages  intact  for  ten 
days  after  the  Appraiser  has  passed  upon 
the  cases  sent  to  his  department,  and  that 
he  will  return  to  the  custody  of  the  Col- 
lector within  that  time  any  or  all  of  the 
goods  so  received  by  him  upon  due  notice 
so  to  do.  All  these  preliminaries  having 
been  duly  observed,  the  consignee  leaves 
all  his  papers,  except  the  permit,  at  the 
Custom-house.  To  the  permit  he  pro- 
cures the  signature  of  the  deputy  collect- 
or, and  the  counter-signature  of  the  Naval 
Officer,  and  at  length  presents  it  to  the 
inspector  in  charge  of  the  vessel,  and  re- 
ceives his  goods. 

Record  is  kept  of  all  invoices,  of  the 
kinds  and  numbers  of  the  packages  sent 
to  the  Public  Store,  and  of  the  ship  in 
which  they  came.  The  invoices,  together 
with  copies  of  record  and  entries,  are  sent 
to  the  Appraiser  by  the  revenue  cab  run- 
ning between  the  Custom-house  and  the 
Appraiser's  office,  so  that  by  them  he  may 
identify  the  parcels  sent  to  him  for  exam- 
ination and  appraisal.  These  are  so  nu- 
merous as  to  keep  himself  and  the  assist- 
ant appraisers  in  a state  of  decided  activ- 
ity during  the  spring  and  fall  importa- 
tions. In  1873  the  number  of  packages 
appraised  was  181,068 ; in  1881  it  was 


249,593;  and  in  1883  it  was  267,202.  The 
largest  number  of  packages  received  in  a 
single  day  was  on  the  16th  of  September, 
1881,  when  it  reached  the  total  of  1542. 

The  United  States  Public  Store  occupies 
an  entire  block,  owned  by  the  heirs  of  a 
deceased  New  York  merchant,  and  fronts 
on  the  Hudson  River,  between  Hubert  and 
Laight  streets.  The  number  of  public 
servants  employed  therein  is  349,  of  whom 
about  100  have  held  office  for  upward  of 
ten  years.  Assistant  Appraiser  John  A. 
Baush,  who  died  in  1883,  held  office  for 
forty-one  years,  and  other  officials  have 
kept  their  places  over  twenty  years.  One 
hundred  and  seventy-seven  other  officers, 
watchmen,  and  laborers  belonging  to  the 
Eighth  Division  of  the  Collector's  office, 
and  under  the  immediate  orders  of  Depu- 
ty Collector  Colonel  William  A.  Jones, 
co-operate  with  them.  The  rules  of  the 
civil  service  are  here  applied  with  strict 
regularity.  No  temporary  appointments 
have  been  made  since  the  appointment  of 
Colonel  A.  P.  Ketchum  to  the  office  of 
Appraiser,  except  to  positions  of  which 
the  annual  salary  is  under  $900,  and  there- 
fore below  the  grade  to  which  civil  service 
regulations  apply.  Papers  different  from 
those  employed  at  the  Collector's  office  are 
used  in  the  examination  of  candidates. 
Goods  and  merchandise  are  assigned,  on 
arrival  for  examination  and  appraisal,  to 
one  or  more  of  the  ten  divisions  in  the  of- 
fice, each  of  which  is  under  the  supervision 
of  an  assistant  appraiser,  whose  salary  is 
$3000.  Samples  of  textile  and  other  fab- 
rics sent  to  this  country  by  foreign  man- 
ufacturers for  the  inspection  of  merchants 
who  order  supplies,  yet  to  be  made,  from 
them,  are  promptly  examined  and  ap- 
praised in  the  sample  office:  31,993  pack- 
ages of  samples  were  received  in  1881,  and 
63,479  in  1883. 

The  tariff  is  an  abstruse  science.  Heyl’s 
work  entitled  United  States  Import  Du- 
ties, or  Morgan’s  United  States  Tariff \ 
must  be  mastered  to  understand  its  appli- 
cation. Even  then  its  principles  are  not 
readily  comprehended.  Some  goods  are 
subjected  to  specific,  others  to  ad  valo- 
rem, and  still  others  to  specific  and  ad  va- 
lorem duties  combined.  The  typical  Phil- 
adelphia lawyer  is  needed  to  unravel  all 
its  mysteries.  There  are  doubtless  rea- 
sons of  some  sort  why  silk  and  wool  dress 
goods  should  be  charged  a specific  duty  of 
eight  cents  per  square  yard,  and  forty  per 
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cent,  ad  valorem  ; why,  if  such  goods  weigh 
over  four  ounces  to  the  square  yard,  they 
should  pay  fifty  cents  per  pound,  and  thir- 
ty-five per  cent,  ad  valorem  ; why  one  tex- 
tile fabric  with  thirty-four  warp  and  twen- 
ty-six woof  threads  to  the  quarter  of  a 
square  inch,  or  240  warp  and  woof  threads 
to  the  square  inch,  should  pay  a specific 
duty  of  seven  and  a half  cents  per  square 
yard,  and  fifteen  per  cent,  of  its  value  ad- 
ditionally; why,  if  there  be  less  than  201 
threads  to  a square  inch,  it  should  pay  six 
and  a half  cents  per  square  yard,  and  fif- 
teen per  cent.  acL  valorem ; and  why,  if 
not  exceeding  200  threads  to  the  square 
inch  (the  difference  of  a single  thread  may 
and  sometimes  does  determine  the  rate  of 
duty),  and  costing  over  twenty-five  cents 
per  square  yard,  it  should  pay  an  ad  va- 
lorem duty  of  thirty-five  per  cent. ; but  to 
the  uninitiated  these  reasons  appear  to  be 
inscrutable.  As  the  laws  of  a nation  are 
the  crystallizations  of  its  historical  expe- 
riences, so  the  customs  regulations  of  a 
people  are  the  residual  crystallization  of 
its  commercial  relations  with  foreigners, 
its  efforts  at  industrial  development  and 
self-preservation,  and  its  bitter  acquaint- 
ance with  greed,  guile,  and  guilt. 

Passing  through  other  departments  of 
the  Public  Store  we  paused  to  criticise  the 
costly,  exquisitely  beautiful,  and  marvel- 
lously constructed  dresses  imported  from 
Worth  and  from  Camus,  in  Paris;  the 
paintings  by  Meissonier,  son  of  the  fa- 
mous artist,  whose  “Charge  des  Cuiras- 
siers” adorns  the  stately  mansion  of  Mrs. 
A.  T.  Stewart,  and  other  distinguished 
painters;  the  statuary,  bronzes,  watches, 
and  jewelry;  the  carpets,  rugs,  and  cur- 
tains ; the  cigars  and  tobacco,  wines,  spir- 
its, and  liqueurs  ; and  specimens  of  all 
other  articles  proper  and  improper  to  high 
and  wealthy  civilization. 

All  packages  are  seemingly  handled 
with  skill  and  care.  The  contents  of  not 
a few  are  manifestly  injured  by  injudi- 
cious nailing  on  the  part  of  the  consign- 
or’s employes ; and  from  some,  portions  of 
the  contents  have  been  extracted  in  tran- 
situ by  thievish  hands. 

When  the  invoices  of  imported  goods 
arrive  at  the  Public  Store  they  are  sent  to 
the  Invoice  Bureau,  and  are  there  dis- 
tributed to  the  appropriate  divisions.  The 
head  of  each  division  in  turn  distributes 
his  allotment  among  the  respective  ex- 
aminers, and  charges  each  with  the  in- 
voices assigned  to  him.  Deft,  cautious, 


and  expert  examination  of  each  and  every 
parcel  follows.  The  standard  of  value 
for  each  article  in  the  foreign  market 
where  it  was  purchased  is  ascertained  by 
correspondence  with  consular  agents,  by 
extensive  comparison  of  invoices,  and 
more  especially  from  the  invoices  of  the 
more  prominent  American  merchants, 
whose  reputation  for  integrity  and  square 
dealing  is  unimpeached  and  unassailable. 

The  most  persistent  attempts  to  defraud 
the  government  of  its  just  dues  take  the 
forms  of  underm  easurement  and  under- 
valuation. Merchandise  is  frequently  un- 
dervalued by  foreign  consignors.  The 
consignees,  aware  of  the  fact,  and  in- 
structed by  previous  failures,  usually  cor- 
rect the  fault  by  entering  the  goods  at  fig- 
ures nearer  to  their  true  value.  One  case 
of  merchandise  exhibited  an  increased 
statement  of  value  to  the  average  extent 
of  ten  per  cent.  When  the  Appraiser 
raises  the  dutiable  value  of  goods  as  much 
as  ten  per  cent.,  the  estimate  carries  with 
it  an  additional  penalty  to  the  importer  of 
twenty  per  cent.  The  Chinese  importers 
doing  business  in  New  York  have  not  yet, 
in  every  instance,  learned  how  business  is 
done  at  the  Custom-house.  Their  under- 
valuations are  occasionally  outrageous. 
Seven  packages  of  silk  fabrics  had  just 
been  appraised  at  from  60  to  300  per  cent, 
above  the  invoice  price. 

As  soon  as  the  examiners  finish  their 
inspection  of  the  goods  appraised,  the 
quantity  and  quality  thereof  are  noted  on 
the  invoice,  and  that  document  is  sent  to 
the  Appraiser  for  his  approval.  Correct 
invoices  are  returned  to  the  Entry  and  In- 
voice Department  of  the  Collector’s  office 
on  a black  list,  and  corrected  ones  on  a 
red  list.  No  parcels  are  permitted  to  leave 
the  Public  Store  without  being  corded  and 
sealed  and  checked  by  the  examiner.  This 
is  a precaution  against  possible  theft.  In 
the  Entry  Department  the  returned  in- 
voices are  placed  in  the  hands  of  the  liqui- 
dating clerks,  by  whom  the  work  of  the 
Appraiser  as  to  classification  of  goods  and 
the  true  amount  of  duties  to  be  paid  is 
carefully  revised.  If  either  or  both  should 
be  incorrect,  the  invoice  is  sent  back  to  the 
Appraiser  for  reclassification  and  amend- 
ment. After  this  is  done,  and  the  exact 
amount  of  duty  is  ascertained,  the  amend- 
ment is  revised  by  the  amendment  clerk 
in  the  Naval  Office,  and  on  his  indorse- 
ment is  again  returned  to  the  Bureau  of 
Liquidation.  If  the  importer  have  al- 
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ready  paid  the  right  sum  on  entering  his 
goods,  he  is  notified  of  the  fact,  applies 
for  a delivery  permit,  and  receives  his 
goods.  If  a balance  yet  be  due  to  the 
government,  he  is  informed  of  the  fact, 
and  immediate  payment  is  demanded.  If 
he  have  paid  more  than  the  proper  amount, 
he  is  notified  of  the  fact,  receives  a refund- 
ing check  from  the  Auditor,  and  payment 
thereof  from  the  Assistant  Treasurer  of 
the  United  States. 

The  national  government  does  busi- 
ness wisely,  and  always  secures  itself  be- 
forehand against  possible  loss.  If  the 
importer  when  apprised  of  the  classifica- 
tion as  to  rate  of  duty  made  by  the  Col- 
lector be  dissatisfied  with  it,  he  must  make 
a written  protest  within  ten  days,  appeal 
to  the  Secretary  of  the  Treasury  within 
thirty  days,  and  if  the  Secretary's  deci- 
sion sustain  the  action  of  the  Collector, 
must,  within  ninety  days  from  said  deci- 
sion, bring  suit  in  court  in  order  to  save 
any  remedy  to  which  he  may  be  legally 
entitled.  Or,  if  dissatisfied  with  the  valua- 
tion noted  and  certified  on  the  invoice,  he 
may  ask  for  a re-appraisement,  or  mer- 
chant appraisal.  If  lie  should  do  so,  then 
the  Collector  selects  one  discreet  and  ex- 
perienced merchant,  a citizen  of  the  United 
States,  familiar  with  the  character  and 
value  of  the  goods  in  question,  and  notifies 
him  of  his  appointment.  The  General  Ap- 
praiser is  also  notified  of  the  appeal,  and  of 
the  name  of  the  merchant  appraiser.  A 
day  is  fixed  for  the  appraisal,  and  the 
merchant  selected  is  sworn  to  do  his  duty. 
Other  merchants  may  be  subpoenaed  to 
act  as  mercantile  experts  at  the  examina- 
tion. The  importer  or  his  agent  presents 
his  views  of  the  case,  and  the  decision  of 
the  General  Appraiser  and  merchant  ap- 
praiser is  final.  Ordinarily  the  judgment 
of  the  Appraiser  of  the  port  is  sustained. 
Should  they  disagree,  the  Collector  de- 
cides the  matter.  Only  in  the  event  of 
informality  in  the  procedure  can  the  im- 
porter institute  further  proceedings  in  the 
United  States  District  or  Circuit  Court, 
The  importer  usually  accepts  the  decision, 
pays  the  duty,  and  receives  his  goods.  So 
accurately  is  the  work  of  the  General  Ap- 
praiser s office  done  that  not  more  than 
two  per  cent,  of  all  its  transactions  is  found 
to  be  incorrect  by  the  Liquidating  Bureau. 

Damage  appraisements  are  demanded 
where  goods  have  been  injured  on  the 
voyage  of  importation.  When  the  dam- 
ages claimed  exceed  $100  the  percentage 


of  damage  to  the  goods  is  subtracted  from 
the  amount  of  duty  assessed.  Green  fruit 
must  be  damaged  in  excess  of  twenty-five 
per  cent,  of  the  invoice  value  in  order  to 
admit  of  any  reduction  of  duty,  and  then 
the  reduction  is  only  on  the  damage  above 
twenty -five  per  cent,  of  injury. 

A bulletin  of  correct  entries,  increased 
appraisements,  and  refunds  to  importers 
who  paid  more  than  the  real  duty  at  the 
time  of  entering  their  merchandise  is  hung 
up  in  the  Rotunda  for  the  inspection  of  in- 
terested parties.  All  invoices  are  stamp- 
ed after  final  examination  in  the  Liqui- 
dating Bureau,  and  are  thence  sent  to  the 
custody  of  a clerk,  who  records  the  date 
of  reception,  arranges  them  in  packages 
according  to  the  initial  and  terminal  let- 
ters of  importers’  names,  classifies  them 
as  miscellaneous,  free,  or  duty-paid,  and 
warehoused,  and  ties  the  several  packages 
together  with  differently  colored  tapes. 
Invoices  thus  preserved  are  in  constant  de- 
mand for  reference,  re-appraisement,  etc., 
and  are  always  brought  forward,  on  prop- 
er requisitions,  by  the  heads  or  chief  clerks 
of  divisions.  Responsible  parties  are  also 
permitted  to  consult  them  on  matters  of 
business.  After  being  retained  for  six 
months  they  are  deposited  in  the  Record 
Room. 

The  entry  papers  accompanying  the  in- 
voices to  the  cashier’s  office  are  there  sepa- 
rated from  them,  and  sent  to  an  official, 
who  imposts  them,  or,  in  other  words, 
classifies  the  articles  therein  described  in 
separate  columns  according  to  the  rate  of 
duty  that  each  is  liable  to  pay.  Articles 
paying  duty  by  the  yard  are  also  classified 
in  appropriate  columns.  The  duties  on 
the  wholes  are  then  calculated.  The  to- 
tals added  together  must  correspond  with 
the  totals  of  the  cashier’s  and  Naval  Of- 
ficer’s offices.  This  is  another  efficient 
safeguard  against  inadvertencies  and  in- 
accuracies. From  the  imposter  the  en- 
tries pass  to  other  hands,  which  tabu- 
late the  contents  for  statistical  purposes; 
from  thence  they  pass  to  a third  official, 
who  therefrom  prepares  the  statistics  for 
publication  in  the  newspapers.  From  him 
the  Bureau  of  Liquidation  receives  them 
for  examination  and  correction,  reunites 
them  with  the  corresponding  invoices, 
sends  them  to  the  Naval  Office,  and  re- 
ceives them  again  after  due  revision  by 
the  amendment  clerks.  Again  they  pass 
into  the  hands  of  the  im posting  and  sta- 
tistical clerks,  who  correct  their  own  work, 
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in  case  any  error  should  have  been  de- 
tected. The  entry  papers  are  then  filed 
away. 

Tedious  and  complicated  as  are  the  in- 
vestigations connected  with  the  appraisal 
of  composite  textile  fabrics,  and  of  wares 
whose  dutiable  value  is  based  upon  weigh- 
ers’ and  gaugers’  returns,  still  greater  dif- 
ficulties attach  to  the  valuation  of  other 
articles,  such  as  sugars,  chemicals,  etc. , etc. 
Appeals  from  the  decisions  of  the  Collect- 
or and  litigation  in  United  States  Courts 
often  delay  final  settlement  for  some  time. 
In  these  cases  the  aid  of  the  United  States 
Chemical  Laboratory,  situated  in  the  Pub- 
lic Store,  is  invoked.  This  institution  is 
conducted  by  Dr.  Edward  Sherer. 

Not  satisfied  with  all  the  precautions 
hitherto  described  in  order  to  obtain  a 
proximate  approach  to  absolutely  certain 
knowledge  of  the  commerce  of  New  York, 
the  accounts  of  each  vessel  are  put  into 
the  hands  of  a class  of  officials  known 
as  liquidators  of  vessels,  about  thirteen 
months  after  her  arrival  in  port.  The 
liquidators  bring  together  all  the  papers 
connected  with  a single  voyage  of  that 
vessel,  compare  and  check  off  the  officer’s 
return  and  the  ship’s  manifest,  ascertain 
what  disposition  has  been  made  of  goods 
for  which  no  entries  or  papers  were  filed, 
and,  if  such  goods  are  still  in  general  order 
stores,  cause  them  to  be  put  upon  the  sale 
list,  and  sold  for  the  benefit  of  the  gov- 
ernment. They  examine  the  accounts  of 
the  liquidators  of  entries,  and  inquire 
whether  any  refunds  ought  to  be  made 
or  increase  of  duty  assessed.  All  the  en- 
tries of  each  vessel  are  tabulated  upon  a 
duty  list,  showing  the  original,  addition- 
al, and  liquidated  duties,  the  increase  and 
excess  of  duty,  and  the  penalties  exacted. 
All  these  are  footed  up,  and  referred  to  the 
Naval  Officer  for  comparison.  If  found 
correct,  the  Naval  Officer  checks  the  duty 
list,  which  is  then  filed  in  the  Record  Room 
for  statistical  or  other  purposes. 

To  the  same  repository  the  documents 
associated  with  entries  for  warehousing, 
transportation,  and  exportation  in  bond, 
warehouse  and  immediate  exportation, 
immediate  transportation,  and  withdraw- 
al for  transportation  and  export  to  Cana- 
da or  Mexico,  ultimately  find  their  way. 
Merchants  entering  imported  goods,  on 
which  the  duties  are  not  paid,  for  ware- 
housing, give  bonds  to  the  amount  of 
twice  the  value  of  the  goods  with  the 
duty  added.  Receipts  for  such  goods,  given 


by  bonded  warehouse  proprietors,  are  ne- 
gotiable, and  available  as  collateral  secur- 
ities for  the  eventual  liquidation  of  in* 
debtedness.  When  importers  wish  to 
withdraw  their  merchandise,  in  part  or 
in  whole,  from  warehouse,  withdrawal  en- 
tries are  made  for  that  purpose,  the  esti- 
mated duties  paid,  and  delivery  permits 
obtained.  A regular  debtor  and  creditor 
account  with  them  is  kept  by  the  ware- 
house department.  It  also  keeps  account 
of  all  goods  received  and  delivered  for 
transportation  or  export,  including  de- 
scriptions of  marks,  numbers,  and  con- 
tents of  all  packages. 

Of  bonded  warehouses  (most  of  which 
include  from  three  to  six  buildings  each) 
in  New  York,  Brooklyn,  Jeiyey  City,  and 
Hoboken,  the  number  is  fifty-nine.  The 
United  States  government  grants  the  priv- 
ilege of  private  bonded  warehouses  to  im- 
porters; but  only  one  firm,  that  of  Lan- 
man  and  Kemp,  the  great  drug  importers, 
avail  themselves  of  it.  All  the  rest  are 
for  public  use.  Each  is  double  locked 
every  evening,  the  proprietors  using  one 
set  of  locks,  and  the  United  States  store- 
keepers another.  Any  one  may  hire  or 
erect  a building  for  a bonded  warehouse, 
and  enter  upon  the  business  of  conduct- 
ing it,  after  having  given  a bond  of  $25,000 
for  each  independent  edifice.  25  by  100  feet 
in  area,  and  an  additional  bond  of  from 
$10,000  to  $15,000  for  each  building  con- 
nected with  the  original  structure  by  in- 
ternal doors.  Should  the  proprietor  dis- 
continue business,  his  books  are  compared 
with  those  of  the  warehouse  department, 
and  in  case  of  correspondency  his  pecun- 
iary liability  ceases,  but  no  bond  is  ever 
cancelled.  All  are  preserved  in  anticipa- 
tion of  possible  need.  No  suit,  however, 
has  as  yet  been  brought  against  a proprie- 
tor on  his  bond.  Tl|e  store-keepers  are 
United  States  officials;  under  the  control 
and  orders  of  the  Collector,  and  number 
sixty-five  persons. 

On  the  1st  of  February,  1884,  there  were 
241  lighters  and  1501  carts  employed  in  the 
transfer  of  merchandise  to  and  from  the 
bonded  warehouses.  The  owner  of  each 
lighter  gives  a bond  for  it  by  name.  The 
897  owners  of  the  carts  also  give  bonds 
that  their  vehicles  shall  be  faithfully  used 
for  revenue  purposes  only  while  in  gov- 
ernment employ. 

In  the  four  bonded  manufacturing 
warehouses — one  in  Brooklyn,  and  three 
in  New  York— merchandise  such  as  Flor- 


Digitized  by 


Go  'gle 


Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


THE  NEW  YORK  CUSTOM-HOUSE. 


59 


ida  water,  sarsaparilla,  life  syrup,  and 
tricopherous  is  manufactured  for  export 
only.  All  dutiable  goods  imported  for 
these  purposes  are  sent  into  general  stor- 
age warehouses,  class  3,  where  the  duties 
are  ascertained,  and  are  thence  forwarded 
to  manufacturing  bonded  warehouses, 
without  payment  of  duties,  but  under  the 
prescribed  bonds.  There  they  are  manu- 
factured, and  are  thence  exported.  None 
can  be  sold  in  the  United  States.  The 
manufacturers  file  formulas  specifying 
the  nature  of  their  manufactures  with  the 
Secretary  of  the  Treasury.  Government 
chemists  detailed  to  test  the  quality  and 
percentage  of  the  alcohol  used  have  free 
access  to  these  establishments  at  all  times, 
and  on  their  favorable  reports  permits 
for  exportation  are  issued  to  the  proprie- 
tors. Each  manufacturing  bonded  ware- 
house is  under  the  charge  of  a United 
States  store-keeper. 

On  many  dutiable  articles  of  commerce 
drawbacks  of  duties  paid  are  allowed  to 
exporters.  Imported  merchandise,  export- 
ed within  three  years  direct  from  the  cus- 
tody of  the  United  States  store-keepers,  is 
entitled  to  drawback,  less  one  per  cent,  to 
defray  necessary  expenses.  Drawback  of 
duties  paid,  less  one  per  cent.,  is  allowed 
on  imported  goods  that  have  been  with- 
drawn from  warehouse  to  enter  into  the 
construction  or  repair  of  American  ves- 
sels, or  less  ten  per  cent,  if  manufactured 
into  articles  for  export  to  foreign  coun- 
tries. Rebate  of  internal  revenue  taxes  is 
allowed  on  certain  taxable  articles  of  do- 
mestic production  that  are  entered  for  ex- 
port. The  object  of  drawbacks  is  the  en- 
couragement of  domestic  manufactures, 
and  the  promotion  of  the  influx  of  pre- 
cious metals.  The  amount  of  drawback 
upon  imported  goods,  afterward  manu- 
factured and  exported  from  New  York,  in 
the  fiscal  year  ending  June  30,  1883,  was 
$1, 663,297;  of  drawback  and  remission  of 
tax  upon  domestic  and  foreign  goods, 
$4,816,659. 

Bonds  are  required  by  the  government 
in  order  to  secure  its  rights  and  dues  from 
individuals,  corporations,  and  business 
firms  who  seek  its  protective  aid  and  in- 
dorsement in  the  transaction  of  their  busi- 
ness, to  insure  honesty  and  fair  dealing, 
and  to  prevent  frauds.  Such  bonds  are 
never  cancelled  unless  satisfactory  proof 
be  adduced  that  the  legal  conditions  have 
been  fulfilled.  If  the  proof  of  fulfilled 
stipulations  be  not  sufficient,  then  the  im- 


porter often  applies  to  the  Secretary  of  the 
Treasury,  who  has  discretionary  power,  to 
cancel  the  bonds.  Should  the  Secretary 
decline  to  cancel  them,  the  cases  are  then 
prepared  in  the  law  department  of  the 
Collector’s  office,  and  forwarded  by  him 
to  the  United  States  District  Attorney  for 
prosecution.  The  number  of  such  suits 
instituted  in  the  year  ending  J une  30, 1883, 
was  280.  The  entire  number  of  bonds  of 
all  kinds  duly  executed  in  connection  with 
the  public  revenue  at  the  port  of  New  York 
in  the  same  year  was  140,963. 

The  Law  Department  of  the  Collector’s 
office  also  reviews  with  critical  legal  eye 
the  entire  course  of  the  revenue  business 
and  its  results ; interferes  to  correct  irreg- 
ularities; perfects  it  in  a legal  sense;  pre- 
pares all  the  papers  and  evidence  neces- 
sary to  the  defense  of  the  Collector  in  the 
suits  instituted  against  him  by  dissatisfied 
or  fraudulent  importers,  or  other  persons 
whose  business  relations  with  him  have 
not  been  agreeable  to  themselves;  and  pre- 
pares the  documents  and  evidence  needful 
to  the  prosecution  of  criminal  offenders 
and  the  redress  of  irregularities.  The  num- 
ber of  suits  instituted  against  Collector  W. 
H.  Robertson  in  the  fiscal  year  ending  June 
30, 1883,  was  586;  and  of  suits  brought  by 
him  against  others  for  other  causes  than 
on  bonds  was  161. 

Ship-building  in  the  United  States  is 
one  of  the  relatively  decadent  industries. 
Politico-economical  reasons  are  readily  ad- 
duced to  account  for  it.  But  what  vessels 
the  country  does  possess  in  the  locality  of 
New  York  are  cared  for  with  minute  full- 
ness at  the  Custom-house.  There  United 
States  vessels  are  documented,  or  regis- 
tered, enrolled,  and  licensed.  In  the  re- 
gistry of  each  vessel  the  managing  owner 
or  president  of  the  proprietary  company 
deposes  under  oath  to  the  names  of  the 
owners,  to  the  share  of  each  in  the  vessel, 
to  the  place  of  his  residence,  and  to  the 
fact  that  he  is  a citizen  of  the  United  States. 
The  master  of  the  vessel  also  makes  oath 
that  he  is  himself  a citizen.  No  foreigner 
can  own  a recorded  interest  in  a foreign- 
going  American  vessel,  although  he  may 
own  an  interest  in  a steamer  running  on 
inland  waters,  rivers,  or  bays.  The  man- 
aging owner  and  master  then  unite  in  giv- 
ing a bond,  with  sureties  satisfactory  to 
the  Collector,  that  the  certificate  of  regis- 
ter shall  be  used  exclusively  within  the 
limits  of  the  law. 

The  registers  of  all  American  vessels, 
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while  in  port,  are  deposited  with  the  Col- 
lector at  the  registry  desk.  The  owner’s 
and  master’s  oath  and  bond  for  registry 
are  all  included  in  a bound  volume  after- 
ward preserved  in  the  depository  of  rec- 
ords. Each  foreign-bound  vessel  also  de- 
posits articles  of  agreement,  signed  by 
master  and  crew,  and  a copy  thereof, 
which  is  certified  by  the  Collector.  A 
list  of  the  persons  composing  the  crew  is 
also  deposited  with  the  Collector,  and  a 
certified  copy  thereof  is  given  by  him  to 
the  master.  A crew  bond  is  further  ex- 
ecuted by  the  master  and  sureties,  bind- 
ing them  to  produce  the  persons  named 
as  composing  the  crew  to  the  first  board- 
ing officer  at  the  first  port  of  the  United 
States  at  which  the  vessel  shall  arrive, 
unless  the  said  persons  shall  have  been 
discharged  by  consent  of  an  American 
consul.  If  sailors  are  discharged,  or  de- 
sert in  foreign  countries,  the  fact  is  cer- 
tified by  the  nearest  American  consul. 
Crew  lists  and  articles  of  vessels  are 
bound  together  in  volumes.  Returned 
crew  lists  are  placed  on  file.  If  a vessel 
should  discharge  her  crew  at  a port  other 
than  that  from  which  she  sailed,  notifica- 
tion of  the  fact  that  the  crew  is  accounted 
for  is  sent  to  the  original  port  of  depart- 
ure, and  the  crew  bond  is  thereupon  can- 
celled. When  a change  of  master  of  any 
vessel  occurs,  the  new  master  makes  oath 
that  he  is  a citizen  of  the  United  States, 
and  the  certificate  of  this  oath  is  attached 
to  the  certificate  of  the  vessel’s  register. 
Particulars  of  all  such  changes  are  record- 
ed. Abstracts  of  surrendered  registers  is- 
sued at  other  ports  are  also  kept  in  book 
form,  and  monthly  reports  of  them  are 
sent  to  Washington. 

Certificates  of  record  are  issued  to  ves- 
sels built  in  the  United  States  and  own- 
ed by  foreigners,  to  enable  such  vessels, 
should  they  become  the  property  of  Amer- 
ican citizens,  to  be  documented  and  re- 
ceive an  American  register.  Bills  of  sale 
and  mortgages  of  vessels  are  also  received 
and  recorded  in  books  that  describe  the 
species  and  name  of  each  vessel,  names  of 
grantors  and  mortgagors,  parts  owned, 
parts  conveyed,  species  of  conveyance 
(bill  of  sale,  etc.),  when  made,  amounts 
received  for  sale  or  mortgage,  when  re- 
ceived for  record,  dates  of  record,  dates 
of  cancellation,  and  names  of  parties  who 
take  the  documents  away  from  the  office. 

Certificates  of  register,  if  lost,  must  be 
replaced  by  new  ones;  and  new  certifi- 


cates must  also  be  issued  in  correspond- 
ency with  changes  in  the  characteristics 
or  occupation  of  vessels.  Record  is  kept 
of  all  these  registers,  and  of  all  issues  and 
surrenders  of  documents,  and  copies  of 
such  records  are  sent  quarterly  to  the  Sec- 
retary of  the  Treasury. 

Rebates  of  duties  paid  on  imported  goods 
are  allowed  by  law  to  the  extent  in  which 
these  goods  enter  into  the  construction  of 
American  vessels.  The  rebate  in  one  in- 
stance, in  1882,  amounted  to  $3622.  In 
the  case  of  some  Boston  vessels  it  wTas  still 
larger.  In  the  registration  of  a new  ves- 
sel, the  production  of  the  master  carpen- 
ter’s certificate,  of  the  certificate  of  mea- 
surement, and  of  the  inspector’s  certifi- 
cate, as  well  as  the  oath  of  ownership,  etc., 
are  required  in  order  to  documentation. 
Application  is  then  made  to  the  Secreta- 
ry of  the  Treasury  at  Washington  for  an 
official  number,  and  for  letters  to  be  used 
in  signaling  at  sea.  Thus  130,052  is  the 
official  number,  and  J.  R . K.  W . the  offi- 
cial letters,*  of  the  little  schooner  Nettie 
Dobbins  ; 10,456  the  number,  and  H.  J . O. 
W.  the  letters,  of  the  barque  Gemsbok,  of 
New  York.  When  any  number  and  set 
of  letters  are  exhibited  by  flags  at  sea,  the 
officers  of  passing  vessels  who  observe 
them  can  turn  to  the  list  of  United  States 
merchant  vessels  and  learn  what  the  name 
of  the  signaling  vessel  is. 

The  total  registered  tonnage  of  the  port 
of  New  York,  according  to  the  latest  re- 
port, is  as  follows: 

VESSELS  REGISTERED  FOR  FOREIGN  TRADE. 

Sailing  vessels 540,  with  a tonnage  of  346,485 

Steam  44  60,  “ 82,400 

Total 690,  with  a tonnage  of  428,075 

VESSELS  or  FIVE  TONS  AND  UPWARD  ENGAGED  IN  THE 
COASTING  TRADE  AND  UNDER  ENROLLMENT  AND  LI- 
CENSE. . 

Sailing  vessels 1452,  with  a tonnage  of  132,260 

Barges,  etc 375,  41  68,246 

Steamers 741,  44  203.054 

Total 2568,  with  a tonnage  of  403,560 

RECAPITULATION. 

Registered  vessels 590;  tonnage,  428.975 

Enrolled  and  licensed 2568 ; 44  403*560 

Total 3158;  44  832,585 

Eighty -six  of  the  above-mentioned 
steamers  are  constructed  wholly  of  iron. 

American  vessels  engaged  in  domestic 
trade  are  enrolled  and  licensed.  The  pro- 
cess of  enrollment  and  license  is  very  sim- 
ilar to  that  of  registration  for  foreign  com- 
merce. Records  of  steam  vessels  owned  in 
New  York  and  engaged  in  domestic  trade 
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are  preserved  in  the  Custom-house,  whose 
officers  enforce  the  execution  of  the  navi- 
gation laws,  including  those  relating  to 
the  inspection  of  vessels,  the  licensing  of 
pilots,  engineers,  and  masters,  and  the  en- 
trance and  clearance  of  coastwise  vessels. 
Particulars  of  all  the  wrecks  and  casual- 
ties of  American  vessels  documented  at 
New  York  are  also  preserved,  and  often 
prove  to  be  of  great  service. 

All  receipts  of  duties,  penalties,  fees, 
etc.,  are  revised  and  tabulated  in  the  office 
of  Colonel  Charles  Treichel,  the  Auditor. 
There  all  checks  for  refund  of  money  paid 
in  excess  of  the  true  amount  of  duty  are 
drawn  and  furnished  to  the  importers. 
Uncle  Sam  scarcely  ever  fails  to  assure 
himself  against  loss.  In  1880  the  sum  of 
$2,256,487  73  was  disbursed  in  refunds, 
$1,594,833  37  in  1881,  and  $3,313,159  73  in 
the  first  eleven  months  of  1882.  The  whole 
of  the  refunds  made  since  1870  is  upward 
of  $18,000,000.  The  average  annual  num- 
ber of  entries  on  which  yefunds  are  made 
is  28,512.  Receipts  for  refunds  are  taken 
in  duplicate ; one  copy  is  sent  to  Washing- 
ton, and  the  other  is  preserved  in  the  Col- 
lector s office  for  reference.  All  checks 
paid  for  refunds  are  reported  to  the  Na- 
val Officer,  who  compares  the  reports  with 
his  own  books  of  record.  Full  particu- 
lars of  all  matters  connected  with  each 
refund  are  also  reported  to  Washington. 
All  record  books  are  kept  in  the  Auditor's 
office  for  seven  or  eight  years,  and  are  then 
sent  to  the  Record  Room.  Only  lately  a 
dispute  as  to  which  of  two  merchants  a 
certain  check  had  been  paid  was  settled 
by  appeal  to  the  records.  It  was  paid  to 
the  importer. 

Prior  to  the  advent  of  Mr.  S.  G.  Ogden, 
who  served  in  the  Auditor’s  department 
for  more  than  forty  years,  the  Collectors 
were  often  placed  in  the  position  of  de- 
faulters by  faulty  book-keeping.  But  so 
thoroughly  has  the  system  of  keeping  ac- 
counts been  revised  and  perfected  that  for 
many  years  they  have  balanced  exactly 
at  the  end  of  every  week.  The  system  of 
checks  and  balances  in  use  at  the  New 
York  Custom-house,  if  not  absolutely  per- 
fect, is  at  least  a close  approximate  ap- 
proach to  perfection.  Accounts  of  all  re- 
ceipts and  disbursements  by  the  Collector 
are  rendered  monthly  to  the  Commission- 
er of  Customs  and  to  the  First  Auditor  of 
the  Treasury. 

The  multitudinous  records  and  papers 
appertaining  to  the  customs  service  in 


New  York  have  been  preserved  from  the 
commencement,  and  are  now  so  classified 
and  arranged  that  any  of  them  can  be 
readily  found  when  sought,  unless  it  be 
some  very  old  papers  packed  away  in  the 
dark  rooms.  The  record  rooms  occupy 
the  entire  upper  story  of  the  Custom-house, 
and  a portion  of  the  story  immediately  be- 
low it.  The  custody  and  care  of  all  these 
papers  and  documents  require  a genius 
for  classification  and  arrangement.  Hun- 
dreds if  not  thousands  of  tons  of  account 
books,  bond  books,  cargo  and  passenger 
manifests,  entries,  inspectors’  returns,  offi- 
cial certificates,  withdrawals,  invoices,  con- 
sular certificates,  permits,  shipping  arti- 
cles, crew  lists,  pay  rolls,  check  book  stubs, 
registers,  etc.,  etc.,  are  here  stowed  away 
in  such  order  as  to  be  almost  immediately 
available  when  wanted. 

Directly  but  independently  related  to 
the  customs  revenue  in  New  York  is  a 
class  of  about  twenty  United  States  offi- 
cials, three  of  whom  are  known  as  special 
agents.  All  are  under  the  charge  of  an 
intelligent,  active,  and  energetic  head — 
Captain  C.  H.  Brackett.  The  special 
agents  keep  vigilant  watch  over  sailors, 
importers,  and  officials  alike,  and  are,  in 
fact,  practical  and  practiced  detectives. 
Suspicion  of  wrong  may  be  awakened  by 
personal  observation,  or  by  confidential 
information  from  different  sources.  Once 
on  the  track  of  offenders  they  are  sure  to 
run  them  down,  unless  the  criminals  be  en- 
dowed with  almost  supernatural  shrewd- 
ness and  cunning. 

Nothing  that  human  ingenuity  can  de- 
vise appears  to  be  left  out  of  the  machin- 
erytof  this,  the  greatest  revenue  establish- 
ment in  the  United  States.  It  is  the  most 
scientifically  organized  and  economically 
administered  of  American  national  institu- 
tions. Under  Collector  W.  H.  Robertson’s 
presidency  the  cost  of  collecting  the  pub- 
lic revenue  at  this  point  is  1.78-j-  per  cent, 
of  the  whole  sum — less  than  in  the  admin- 
istration of  any  of  his  predecessors. 


Note. — In  the  preparation  of  this  article  the  writer 
ha a been  indebted  to  the  courtesy  of  several  offi- 
cials, and  particularly  of  K.  N.  Prince,  Esq.,  Chief  of 
the  Bureau  of  Statistics,  for  indispensable  assistance. 
Whatever  discrepancies  may  appear  between  the 
figures  in  this  article  and  those  in  the  Annual  Re- 
port on  the  Foreign  Commerce  of  the  United  States 
are  due  to  the  fact  that  the  latter  are  largely  made 
up  from  the  duties  estimated  at  the  time  of  entry, 
whereas  the  former  have  been  made  up  since  the 
entries  were  finally  liquidated  and  the  due  amount 
of  duties  paid. 
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IN  the  summer  of  1857  Mr.  Lincoln  made 
his  first  visit  to  Cincinnati.  He  was 
original  counsel  for  the  defendant  in  a 
patent  reaper  suit  pending  in  the  United 
States  Circuit  Court  for  Northern  Illinois. 
The  argument  of  the  case  was  adjourned 
to  Cincinnati,  the  home  of  Judge  McLean, 
at  his  suggestion  and  for  his  accommoda- 
tion. 

Mr.  Lincoln  came  to  the  city  a few  days 
before  the  argument  took  place,  and  re- 
mained during  his  stay  at  the  house  of  a 
friend.  The  case  was  one  of  large  impor- 
tance pecuniarily,  and  in  the  law  questions 
involved.  Reverdy  Johnson  represented 
the  plaintiff.  Mr.  Lincoln  had  prepared 
himself  with  the  greatest  care;  his  ambi- 
tion was  up  to  speak  in  the  case,  and  to 
measure  swords  with  the  renowned  law- 
yer from  Baltimore.  It  was  understood 
between  his  client  and  himself  before  his 
coming  that  Mr.  Harding,  of  Philadelphia, 
was  to  be  associated  with  him  in  the  case, 
and  was  to  make  the  “mechanical  argu- 
ment.” Mr.  Lincoln  was  a little  surprised 
and  annoyed,  after  reaching  here,  to  learn 
that  his  client  had  also  associated  with 
him  Mr.  Edwin  M.  Stanton,  of  Pittsburgh, 
and  a lawyer  of  our  own  bar,  the  reason 
assigned  being  that  the  importance  of  the 
case  required  a man  of  the  experience  and 
power  of  Mr.  Stanton  to  meet  Mr.  John- 
son. The  Cincinnati  lawyer  was  ap- 
pointed “for  his  local  influence.”  These 
reasons  did  not  remove  the  slight  convey- 
ed in  the  employment,  without  consulta- 
tion with  him,  of  this  additional  counsel. 
He  keenly  felt  it,  but  acquiesced.  -The 
trial  of  the  case  came  on ; the  counsel  for 
defense  met  each  morning  for  consulta- 
tion. On  one  of  these  occasions  one  of 
the  counsel  moved  that  only  two  of  them 
should  speak  in  the  case.  This  motion 
was  acquiesced  in.  It  had  always  been 
understood  that  Mr.  Harding  was  to  speak 
to  explain  the  mechanism  of  the  reapers. 
So  this  motion  excluded  either  Mr.  Lin- 
coln or  Mr.  Stanton  from  speaking — 
which  ? By  the  custom  of  the  bar,  as  be- 
tween counsel  of  equal  standing,  and  in 
the  absence  of  any  action  of  the  client, 
the  original  counsel  speaks.  By  this  rule 
Mr.  Lincoln  had  precedence.  Mr.  Stan- 
ton suggested  to  Mr.  Lincoln  to  make  the 
speech.  Mr.  Lincoln  answered,  “No;  do 
you  speak.”  Mr.  Stanton  promptly  re- 
plied, “I  will,”  and,  taking  up  his  hat, 


said  he  would  go  and  make  preparation. 
Mr.  Lincoln  acquiesced  in  this,  but  was 
deeply  grieved  and  mortified ; he  took  but 
little  more  interest  in  the  case,  though  re- 
maining until  the  conclusion  of  the  trial. 
He  seemed  to  be  greatly  depressed,  and 
gave  evidence  of  that  tendency  to  melan- 
choly which  so  marked  his  character.  His 
parting  on  leaving  the  city  can  not  be  for- 
gotten. Cordially  shaking  the  hand  of  his 
hostess,  he  said : 4 4 You  have  made  my  stay 
here  most  agreeable,  and  I am  a thousand 
times  obliged  to  you ; but  in  reply  to  your 
request  for  me  to  come  again  I must  say 
to  you  I never  expect  to  be  in  Cincinnati 
again.  I have  nothing  against  the  city, 
but  things  have  so  happened  here  as  to 
make  it  undesirable  for  me  ever  to  return 
here.” 

Thus  untowardly  met  the  first  time  Mr. 
Lincoln  and  Mr.  Stanton.  Little  did  ei- 
ther then  suspect  that  they  were  to  meet 
again  on  a larger  theatre,  to  become  the 
chief  actors  in  a great  historical  epoch. 

While  in  the  city  he  visited  its  lions, 
among  other  places  of  interest  the  grounds 
and  conservatories  of  the  late  Nicholas 
Longworth,  then  living.  The  meeting  of 
these  remarkable  men  is  worthy  of  a pass- 
ing note.  Nor  can  it  be  given  without 
allusion  to  their  dress  and  bearing.  Mr. 
Lincoln  entered  the  open  yard,  with  tow- 
ering form  and  ungainly  gait,  dressed  in 
plain  clothing  cut  too  small.  His  hands 
and  feet  seemed  to  be  growing  out  of  their 
environment,  conspicuously  seen  from 
their  uncommon  size.  Mr.  Longworth 
happened  at  the  time  to  be  near  the  en- 
trance, engaged  in  weeding  the  shrubbery 
by  the  walk.  His  alert  eye  quickly  ob- 
served the  coming  of  a person  of  unusual 
appearance.  He  rose  and  confronted  him. 

“ Will  a stranger  be  permitted  to  walk 
through  your  grounds  and  conservato- 
ries ?”  inquired  Mr.  Lincoln. 

“ Y-e-s,”  haltingly,  half  unconsciously, 
was  the  reply,  so  fixed  was  the  gaze  of  Mr. 
Longworth. 

As  they  stood  thus  face  to  face  the  con- 
trast was  striking,  so  short  in  stature  was 
the  one  that  he  seemed  scarcely  to  reach 
the  elbow  of  the  other.  If  the  dress  of 
Mr.  Lincoln  seemed  too  small  for  him,  the 
other  seemed  lost  in  the  baggy  bulkiness 
of  his  costume;  the  overflowing  sleeves 
concealed  the  hands,  and  the  extremities 
of  the  pantaloons  were  piled  in  heavy 
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folds  upon,  the  open  ears  of  the  untied 
shoes.  His  survey  of  Mr.  Lincoln  was 
searching : beginning  with  the  feet,  he 
slowly  raised  his  head,  closely  observing, 
until  his  upturned  face  met  the  eye  of 
Mr.  Lincoln.  Thus  for  a moment  gazed 
at  each  other  in  mutual  and  mute  aston- 
ishment the  millionaire  pioneer  and  the 
now  forever  famous  President.  Mr.  Lin- 
coln passed  on,  nor  did  Mr.  Longworth 
ever  become  aware  that  he  had  seen  Mr. 
Lincoln. 

The  grounds  and  conservatories  were 
viewed  and  admired.  And  so  afterward 
the  suburbs  of  the  city — Walnut  Hills, 
Mount  Auburn,  Clifton,  and  Spring  Grove 
Cemetery.  * He  lingered  long  in  the 
grounds  of  Mr.  Hoffner  in  study  of  the 
statuary.  He  sought  to  find  out  whom 
the  statues  represented,  and  was  much 
worried  when  he  found  himself  unable  to 
name  correctly  a single  one. 

A day  was  given  to  the  county  and  city 
courts.  An  entire  morning  was  spent  in 
Room  No.  1 of  the  Superior  Court,  then 
presided  over  by  Bellamy  Storer,  eccen- 
tric and  versatile,  in  the  maturity  of  his 
extraordinary  powers.  His  manner  of 
conducting  the  business  of  that  room, 
miscellaneous,  demurrers,  motions,  sub- 
mitted docket,  etc.,  was  unique.  The  old- 
er members  of  the  bar  remember  it  well. 
To  describe  it  literally  would  do  gross  in- 
justice to  that  really  great  judge.  To 
mingle  in  the  same  hour  the  gravity  of 
the  judge  and  the  jest  of  the  clown  was  a 
feat  that  only  he  could  perform  without 
loss  of  dignity,  personal  or  judicial. 

On  this  morning  the  judge  was  in  his 
happiest  vein,  in  exuberant  spirits,  keeping 
the  bar  “ in  a roar,"  assisted  much  in  this 
by  the  lively  humor  of  poor  Bob  McCook. 

Mr.  Lincoln  greatly  enjoyed  this  morn- 
ing, and  was  loath  to  depart  when  the  cur- 
tain dropped.  He  said  to  the  gentleman 
accompanying  him:  “ I wish  we  had  that 
judge  in  Illinois.  I think  he  would  share 
with  me  the  fatherhood  of  the  legal  jokes 
of  the  Illinois  bar.  As  it  is  now,  they  put 
them  all  on  me,  while  I am  not  the  author 
of  one-half  of  them.  By-the-way,  how- 
ever, I got  off  one  last  week  that  I think 
really  good.  I was  retained  in  the  de- 
fense of  a man  charged  before  a justice  of 
the  peace  with  assault  and  battery.  It 
was  in  the  country,  and  when  I got  to  the 
place  of  trial  I found  the  whole  neighbor- 
hood excited,  and  the  feeling  was  strong 
against  my  client.  I saw  the  only  way 


was  to  get  up  a laugh,  and  get  the  people 
in  a good  humor.  It  turned  out  that 
the  prosecuting  witness  was  talkative;  he 
described  the  fight  at  great  length,  how 
they  fought  over  a field,  now  by  the 
barn,  again  down  to  the  creek,  and  over 
it,  and  so  on.  I asked  him,  on  cross-ex- 
amination, how  large  that  field  was;  he 
said  it  was  ten  acres,  he  knew  it  was,  for 
he  and  some  one  else  had  stepped  it  off 
with  a pole.  ‘Well,  then,’  I inquired, 
‘was  not  that  the  smallest  crap  of  a 
fight  you  have  ever  seen  raised  off  of  tfen 
acres  ?’  The  hit  took.  The  laughter  was 
uproarious,  and  in  half  an  hour  the  pros- 
ecuting witness  was  retreating  amid  the 
jeers  of  the  crowd.” 

Mr.  Lincoln  remained  in  the  city  about 
a week.  Freed  from  any  care  in  the  law 
case  that  brought  him  here,  it  was  to  him 
a week  of  relaxation.  He  was  then  not 
thinking  of  becoming  President,  and  gave 
himself  up  to  unrestrained  social  inter- 
course. 

His  conversation  at  this  time  related 
principally  to  the  politics  and  politicians 
of  Illinois — a theme  of  which  he  never 
seemed  to  weary.  A strange  chapter  in 
the  story  of  our  country  that  is.  What 
a crowd  of  great  men  arose  with  the  first 
generation  of  white  people  on  the  broad 
Illinois  prairie ! There  were  Hardin,  Lo- 
gan the  judge,  Bissel,  Trumbull,  Douglas, 
Lincoln,  and  many  other  scarcely  lesser 
names.  Of  these  he  discoursed  as  only  he 
could.  The  Kansas-Nebraska  agitation 
was  at  its  height,  and  Douglas  the  promi- 
nent figure.  Of  him  he  spoke  much. 

Indeed,  the  story  of  Lincoln  interlaces 
with  that  of  Douglas.  They  are  insep- 
arable. It  is  the  relation  of  antagonism. 
Parties  might  come  and  go — Whig,  Know- 
Nothing,  Union,  Republican — they  were 
never  on  the  same  side  until,  amid  the 
throes  of  revolution,  they  met  in  the  de- 
fense of  the  Union.  Douglas  was  a per- 
ennial stimulus  to  Lincoln.  Webster 
was  wont  to  say,  if  he  had  attained  any 
excellence  in  his  profession,  he  owed  it 
to  his  early  conflicts  with  Jeremiah  Mason. 
In  his  public  speeches  Lincoln  seemed  ever 
addressing  Douglas;  even  to  the  last,  as 
seen  in  his  great  speech  at  New  York, 
when  he  made  the  words  of  Douglas  his 
text. 

When  Lincoln  was  driving  an  ox-team 
at  four  dollars  a month,  and  splitting  rails, 
he  first  met  Douglas,  then  teaching  school 
in  central  Illinois. 
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Mr.  Lincoln  loved  to  tell  the  story  of 
Douglas.  It  is  indelibly  written  in  my 
memory.  Not  in  the  very  words  can  I re- 
peat it,  and  yet  even  that  in  the  salient 
points. 

He  said  Douglas,  when  he  first  met  him, 
was  the  smallest  man  he  had  ever  seen — 
in  stature  under  five  feet,  in  weight  under 
ninety  pounds.  He  was  teaching  a coun- 
try school,  and  lodging  with  a violent 
Democratic  politician,  a local  celebrity. 
From  him  Douglas  got  his  political  bias. 
Douglas  was  his  protege.  He  encouraged 
Douglas  in  the  study  of  the  law,  procured 
the  books  for  him,  had  him  admitted  to 
the  bar  before  a year,  pushed  him  into  the 
office  of  prosecuting  attorney,  and  into  the 
Legislature. 

When  Van  Buren  became  President,  the 
patron  wanted  the  office  of  Register  at  the 
Land-office,  and  sent  Douglas  to  Washing- 
ton to  procure  the  place  for  him.  In  due 
time  Douglas  returned  with  the  commis- 
sion in  bis  pocket,  but  not  for  his  patron. 
It  was  to  himself.  The  old  man  was  en- 
raged at  the  ingratitude,  and  swore  venge- 
ance. He  listened  to  no  explanations.  It 
was  not  long  before  he  had  an  opportunity 
to  gratify  his  feelings. 

Douglas  became  the  Democratic  candi- 
date for  Congress,  the  whole  State  consti- 
tuting one  Congressional  district.  His 
opponent  was  Mr.  Stewart — still  living,  a 
relative  of  Mrs.  Lincoln.  After  an  ani- 
mated contest  Douglas  was  defeated  by 
one  vote  in  a poll  of  36,000.  The  old  pa- 
tron rejoiced  in  the  belief  that  that  one 
vote  was  his. 

Mr.  Douglas’s  sensitive  nature  was  over- 
whelmed by  this  defeat.  He  gave  way  to 
uncontrollable  grief,  sought  consolation 
in  excessive  drink,  and  his  career  seemed 
at  an  end.  But  time  brought  its  accus- 
tomed relief,  and  he  re-appeared  in  the 
arena,  again  the  thunderer  of  the  scene. 
The  years  to  follow  were  to  him  years  of 
unbroken  prosperity.  He  became  succes- 
sively Judge  of  the  Supreme  Court,  Repre- 
sentative in  Congress,  and  Senator.  The 
name  and  fame  of  the  “Little  Giant”  over- 
spread the  land.  These,  however,  were 
cheerless  years  to  Mr.  Lincoln,  yet  with 
unshaken  fortitude  he  bore  the  banner  of 
Whiggery.  It  was  his  custom  to  follow 
Mr.  Douglas  about  the  State,  replying  to 
him. 

But  a change  came;  the  Kansas-Ne- 
braska  Bill  awakened  the  moral  sense  of 
the  State,  and  by  common  consent  Mr. 


Lincoln  became  its  representative.  Mr. 
Douglas,  in  Washington,  was  alarmed  at 
the  uprising,  and  hurried  home  to  edu- 
cate the  people  up  to  oonquering  their 
prejudice  against  slavery.  He  made  a 
canvass  of  the  State,  Mr.  Lincoln  follow- 
ing him  and  replying  to  him.  “After 
having  spoken  at  a number  of  places,” 
said  Mr.  Lincoln,  “ I was  surprised  one 
evening,  before  the  speaking  began,  at 
Mr.  Douglas  entering  my  room  at  the  ho- 
tel. He  threw  himself  on  the  bed,  and 
seemed  in  distress.  4 Abe,  the  tide  is 
against  me,’  said  he.  4 It  is  all  up  with 
me.  I can  do  nothing.  Don’t  reply  to 
me  this  evening.  I can  not  speak,  but  I 
must,  and  it  is  my  last.  Let  me  alone  to- 
night.’ I saw  he  was  in  great  distress; 
he  could  not  bear  adversity;  and  I acqui- 
esced in  his  request  and  went  home.” 

They  did  not  meet  again  in  debate,  if  I 
mistake  not,  until  the  great  contest  of 
1858. 

Mr.  Lincoln  had  a high  admiration  for 
the  abilities  of  Mr.  Douglas,  and  afterward 
was  glad  to  have  his  aid  in  behalf  of  the 
Union,  and  commissioned  him  a major- 
general;  but  he  thought  him  in  debate 
and  in  politics  adroit,  unscrupulous,  and 
of  an  amazing  audacity.  44  It  is  impossi- 
ble,” said  he,  “to  get  the  advantage  of 
him;  even  if  he  is  worsted,  he  so  bears 
himself  that  the  people  are  bewildered  and 
uncertain  as  to  who  has  the  better  of  it.”  1 

“When  I,” said  Thucydides,  “in  wres- 
tling have  thrown  Pericles  and  given  him 
a fall,  by  persisting  that  he  had  no  fall  he 
gets  the  better  of  me,  and  makes  the  by- 
standers, in  spite  of  their  own  eyes,  believe 
him.”  Thus  doth  man  from  age  to  age 
repeat  himself ; and  yet  not  quite  always. 
We  hear  of  Gladstone  felling  trees,  but 
it  is  not  reported  that  he  and  Froude  have 
wrestling  matches. 

Some  weeks  after  this  conversation  with 
Mr.  Lincoln  I met  Mr.  Douglas,  and  drew 
from  him  his  opinion  of  Mr.  Lincoln.  His 
very  words,  terse  and  emphatic  as  they 

were,  I give:  44  Of  all  the Whig 

rascals  about  Springfield,  Abe  Lincoln  is 
the  ablest  and  most  honest.” 

The  Kansas-Nebraska  Bill  had  indeed 
turned  the  tide  against  Douglas;  the  Re- 
publicans were  successful,  having  a ma- 
jority of  one  on  joint  ballot  in  the  Legisla- 
ture, thus  securing  the  Senator. 

With  a common  voice  the  Republicans 
of  the  State  proclaimed  Lincoln  Senator. 
In  caucus  he  received  forty-nine  votes  out 
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of  the  fifty-one  Republican  majority.  If 
I recall  the  figures  aright,  Mr.  Trumbull 
the  other  two.  But  these  refused  in  any 
contingency  to  vote  for  Mr.  Lincoln. 
“After  balloting  for  some  time,  I learned 
from  a trustworthy  source,”  said  Mr.  Lin- 
coln, 4 4 that  on  a certain  future  ballot  these 
two  men  would  cast  their  votes  for  the 
Democratic  candidate,  and  elect  him.  I 
called  a meeting  of  my  friends,  explained 
the  situation  to  them,  and  requested  them 
on  the  next  ballot,  after  these  two  men 
had  voted  for  Mr.  Trumbull,  to  change 
their  votes  and  elect  him.  At  this  there 
was  a murmur  of  disapprobation  and  dec- 
larations never  to  do  it.  I resumed  and  said: 
4 Gentlemen,  I am  not  here  to  play  a part ; 
you  can  not  elect  me;  you  can  elect  Mr. 
Trumbull,  who  is  a good  Republican.  You 
put  me  in  a false  position  if  you  use  my 
name  to  the  injury  of  the  Republican  par- 
ty, and  whoever  does  it  is  not  my  friend.’ 
They  then  reluctantly  acquiesced,  and  Mr. 
Trumbull  was  elected.” 

This  is  the  most  significant  act  in  the 
merely  personal  history  of  Mr.  Lincoln. 
It  exhibited  the  self-control  and  equilibri- 
um of  his  character,  as  well  as  his  party 
fidelity.  There  is  now  before  me  a letter 
of  his  in  which  he  announces  his  motto 
in  political  affairs,  “Bear  and  forbear.” 
This  self-poise,  self-abnegation,  and  for- 
bearance enabled  him  to  bring  the  ship  of 
state  safely  through  the  stormy  seas  before 
him.  He  never  labored  for  effect;  there 
was  nothing  theatrical  in  him ; he  was  not 
concerned  about  his  personal  relations  to 
affairs ; smiled  when  he  was  told  that 
Seward  was  using  him  and  getting  all  the 
glory.  He  sought  nothing  fantastical; 
but  felt  it  to  be  his  supreme  duty  to  bring 
peace  with  honor  to  his  distracted  country. 

A picturesque  administration  may 
please  the  unskillful,  but  it  makes  the  ju- 
dicious grieve.  The  machinery  of  gov- 
ernment, like  that  of  the  human  body, 
is  usually  working  best  when  it  is  attract- 
ing no  attention. 

The  bread  thus  thrown  upon  the  waters 
by  Mr.  Lincoln  in  securing  the  election  of 
Trumbull  returned,  and  not  after  many 
days.  But  when  he  had  these  conversa- 
tions it  was  unknown  to  him.  To  the 
suggestion  he  would  certainly  be  selected 
as  the  next  Senator,  he  quietly  replied,  “ I 
don't  know.”  But  when  the  time  came 
the  Republican  Convention  unanimously 
nominated  him  for  Senator — an  act  with- 
out precedent  in  our  Senatorial  history. 


The  debate  followed.  At  that  time,  un- 
der the  influence  of  a strong  partisan  en- 
thusiasm, I felt  that  Lincoln  had  greatly 
the  advantage.  But  upon  reading  the 
debate  now,  its  moral  bearings  aside,  as  a 
mere  intellectual  feat,  the  advantage  of 
either  is  not  apparent.  The  argument  of 
slavery  is  put  with  all  the  telling  force  of 
Douglas’s  vigorous  mind  and  intense  na- 
ture. He  was  a veritable  “little  giant.” 

Mr.  Lincoln,  as  we  have  seen,  remained 
in  Cincinnati  about  a week,  moving  freely 
around.  Yet  not  twenty  men  in  the  city 
knew  him  personally,  or  knew  that  he  was 
here ; not  a hundred  would  have  known 
who  he  was  had  his  name  been  given 
them. 

He  came  with  the  fond  hope  of  making 
fame  in  a forensic  contest  with  Reverdy 
Johnson.  He  was  pushed  aside,  humil- 
iated, and  mortified.  He  attached  to  the 
innocent  city  the  displeasure  that  filled 
his  bosom,  shook  its  dust  from  his  feet, 
and  departed  never  to  return.  How  dark 
and  impenetrable  to  him  then  was  the 
thin  veil  soon  to  rise,  revealing  to  him  a 
resplendent  future!  He  did  return  to  the 
city,  two  years  thereafter,  with  a fame 
wide  as  the  continent,  with  the  laurels  of 
the  Douglas  contest  on  his  brow,  and  the 
Presidency  in  his  grasp.  He  returned, 
greeted  with  the  thunder  of  cannon,  the 
strains  of  martial  music,  and  the  joyous 
plaudits  of  thousands  of  citizens  throng- 
ing the  streets.  He  addressed  a vast  con- 
course on  Fifth  Street  Market;  was  en- 
tertained in  princely  style  at  the  Burnet 
House;  and  there  received  with  courtesy 
the  foremost  citizens,  come  to  greet  this 
rising  star. 

The  manner  of  the  man  was  changed. 
The  free  conversation  of  unrestraint  had 
given  place  to  the  vague  phrase  of  the 
wary  politician,  the  repose  of  ease  to  the 
agitation  of  unaccustomed  elevation. 

Two  men  have  I known  on  the  eve  of 
a Presidential  nomination,  each  expecting 
it— Chase  and  Lincoln.  With  each,  but 
in  different  degrees,  there  was  an  all-ab- 
sorbing egotism.  To  hear,  every  waking 
moment,  one’s  hopes  and  prospects  can- 
vassed, develops  in  one  the  feeling  that 
he  is  the  most  important  thing  in  the  uni- 
verse. Accompanying  this  is  a lofty  ex- 
altation of  spirits ; the  blood  mounts  to  the 
brain,  and  the  mind  reels  in  delirium. 
Pity  the  Presidential  aspirant. 

With  high  hope  and  happy  heart  Mr. 
Lincoln  left  Cincinnati  after  a three  days’ 


Digitized  by 


Gck  igle 


Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


66 


HARPER’S  NEW  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE. 


sojourn.  But  a perverse  fortune  attended 
him  and  Cincinnati  in  their  intercourse. 
Nine  months  after  Mr.  Lincoln  left  us, 
after  he  had  been  nominated  for  the  Pre- 
sidency, when  he  was  tranquilly  waiting 
in  his  cottage  home  at  Springfield  the  ver- 
dict of  the  people,  his  last  visit  to  Cincin- 
nati and  the  good  things  he  had  had  at  the 
Burnet  House  were  rudely  brought  to  his 
memory  by  a bill  presented  to  him  from 
its  proprietors.  Before  leaving  the  hotel 
he  had  applied  to  the  clerk  for  his  bill; 
was  told  that  it  was  paid,  or  words  to  that 
effect.  This  the  committee  had  directed, 
but  afterward  neglected  its  payment.  The 
proprietors  shrewdly  surmised  that  a let- 
ter to  the  nominee  for  the  Presidency 
would  bring  the  money. 

The  only  significance  in  this  incident  is 
in  the  letter  it  brought  from  Mr.  Lincoln, 
revealing  his  indignation  at  the  seeming 
imputation  against  his  honor,  and  his 
greater  indignation  at  one  item  of  the  bill. 
“As  to  wines , liquors , and  cigars , we  had 
none — absolutely  none . These  last  may 
have  been  in  * Room  15’  by  order  of  com- 
mittee, but  I do  not  recollect  them  at  all.” 

Mr.  Lincoln  again  visited  Cincinnati  on 
his  way  to  Washington.  His  coming  was 
not  heralded  by  the  roar  of  cannon,  but  it 
was  greeted  by  an  outpouring  of  the  peo- 
ple such  as  no  man  here  ever  before  or 
since  has  received ; they  thronged  in  count- 
less thousands  about  the  station,  along  the 
line  of  his  march,  covering  the  house-tops. 
They  welcomed  him  with  one  continuous 
and  unbroken  storm  of  applause.  Com- 
ing events  were  then  casting  their  dark 
shadows  before  them.  All  men  instinct- 
ively desired  to  look  upon  and  cheer  him 
who  was  to  be  their  leader  in  the  coming 
conflict. 

There  was  an  informal  reception  at  the 


Burnet  House,  the  people,  in  line,  filing 
through  and  shaking  his  hand  until  a 
late  hour  in  the  evening.  His  manner 
was  quiet,  calm,  resolute,  and  observant. 
All  exaltation  of  feeling  was  gone.  His 
reception  amused  and  instructed  him.  As 
they  passed  before  him,  this  one  eagerly 
and  enthusiastically  grasped  his  hand, 
speaking  out,  4 ‘ Be  firm ; don't  back  down.” 
He  was  a good  Republican.  But  this  one 
takes  his  hand  quietly,  releases  it  slowly, 
while  whispering,  “The  country  expects 
a conservative  administration.”  This  is 
a Bell  and  Everett  man.  Another  touch- 
es his  hand  with  the  tips  of  his  fingers, 
and,  with  a curious  gaze,  passes  on  in  si- 
lence. That  is  a Douglas  man. 

The  reception  over,  Mr.  Lincoln  passes 
to  his  room  to  find  his  little  son  fretfully 
waiting  his  coming  to  be  put  to  bed.  The 
father  lovingly  takes  him  in  his  arms 
and  retires  to  an  adjoining  room,  un- 
dresses him,  and  puts  him  to  bed.  As  he 
gazes  upon  the  placid  features  of  his  sleep- 
ing child  for  a moment  his  mind  turns 
from  all  around  him  and  all  before  him, 
back  to  his  quiet  life  and  home,  to  the 
grave  of  the  little  one  not  with  him.  Its 
last  sickness  is  before  him ; also  the  dream 
that  warned  him  that  his  child  could  not 
live — the  dream  that  ever  came  to  him 
before  coming  calamity  — that  was  once 
again  to  startle  him,  presaging  his  tragic 
end. 

One  may  lift  himself  out  of  his  early 
environment,  but  its  impress  is  enduring. 

About  this  weird  and  wonderful  man — 
one  of  those  unique  characters  that  do  not 
repeat  themselves  in  history — is  fast  gath- 
ering a cloud  of  myth  and  legend,  obscur- 
ing the  real  man.  That  we  may  retain 
some  glimpses  of  this  is  the  apology  for 
these  reminiscences. 


LITTLE 

Ah,  don’t  come  a* wooing  with  your  long,  long  face, 
And  your  longer  purse  behind: 

I’m  a bright  young  girl,  and  I know  my  place, 
And  I think  I know  my  mind. 

I like  to  laugh,  and  to  dance  and  sing, 

And  to  tease  my  parents  dear. 

My  brothers  call  me  a “ tiresome  thing” ; 

But  they  wouldn’t  miss  me  here. 

0 *tis  I am  my  mother’s  heart’s  delight, 

And  my  father’s  right  hand  brave. 

Would  I leave  my  home  so  free  and  bright 
To  be  a rich  man’s  slave? 


ELSIE. 

Would  I buy  myself  a gown  of  silk 
In  a grand  dull  house  to  pine, 

When  I’ve  boys  to  play  with  and  cows  to  milk, 
And  the  whole  fair  world  is  mine? 

Ah,  don’t  come  talking  of  the  cares  of  life : 

My  head  is  gold,  not  gray ; 

And  it’s  my  desire  to  be  no  man’s  wife — 

At  least,  not  just  to-day. 

But  I’ve  a heart,  and  it’s  warm  and  true, 

And  I’ll  keep  it  safe,  at  ease ; 

And  if  one  I love  should  come  to  woo. 

I’ll  give  it — when  I please! 
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without  auv  • prevision.  The  builders  the  t lurtV  m|uiim  The 

seerit  iivvfi?  Ctt  h$ve  tlionglxt  that  t bo  plans  authoriUe^^ aimed  to  soeuce  a hnua 
which  suMcd  them  might  obstruct  in  the  broad  and  well  lighted,  in  its  busi- 

jfutuiv,  oiyf.bihkinir,  they  did  pot  care-,  and  nes*.  \yhh  welbpbmucHl  **  roots  mo* 

whyn  Hoy  new  edifeea  £ntt  up,  at  right  with  if.  In  them 

with  Arnerieaji  indiffth’eucelb;  tjhe.  ftimiiih  1 ^taieiy  plies  of  l/xdldings*  of  >ome  n^Iu- 
uy  of  eiiyiKnhueiit.  ainl  uxx-Anierican  i teotm*al  pretension^  am  bxhng^^eted^pci 
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SHEFFIELD 


The  fttmosphw  of  Sheffield  ir  Udtvjfa-  ! ber-aw  a great  inteupirtry  .uueewOv,  nod 
vorable  to  tile  clevolo{imv*ut  of  peuiti*.  Lut  j Monjgpmy-ry  died  m April  in’.!,  at  the  ?»«v 
a t *»>tahk*  hart*  grown  uiKlei*  the  1 of  etghty-fhtye  years,  wealthy  imd  honor- 
smoky  whoso  fame  has  reach'd  nil  1 ed,  aftcr.'a  t*-$id«>w-0.  in  Sheffield  of  sixty  - 

English  Chantrey,  the  sculptor,  two  years.'  A bronze  shUne  upon, a jarraniu* 

vra&  iioro  v,?rio0  twn  or  ihm*  miles  of  the  • pedestal  li»  bei-ii  erected  r.o  Ids  memory 
town:  MotitgoiTwry. the  poet. .spent  rriutd  of  j in  the  Chon-ral  Cemetery.  H is  paper  was 
iii.v  lift*. in  ft;  and  Elliott,  whose .facile  v*r-  ’published  and  most  of  his  ppwns  wore 
dfhutioH  ra  titvibiated  av  tnoch  to  the  re-‘:  wrjtiton  in  an  old  house  in  tin*  ftarts- 
psalV/f  the  corn  laws  as  tlw.  most  logical  head,  whitel)  was  RfumnUy  occupied  s»*  a 
«lct«iu*iien  -jif  prose,.  carried  w A iftit  used  Any  otfioes.  U h? 

withen  its  pm*uiet*  ••  tvinted  dint  i i<>u  at -mee  «tdb-v(  In?  at  ton- 

When  hr  was  stemerc-  boy  and  Hn-tm-  ? l}«Wj  to  Hu-  number  ut  aulhf/rs  w hose 
saerossAil  'one,  having  failed  in  London,  luwtto’  had  b.-oo*m-  public  drinking  phn  «-s 
tbeivx'fc  that  breaks  so  neiny  licai  ts.  Mont  pnmotig  ofh\-rs;  iht‘TOsV*,Si'ol!'s.  Shell*' . s. 
gunte.r’y  saw 'iitv.  advctikeTiiord.  in  a Sltef-'  anti  ah  K*4iier  jSUjtrey.  Moot- 

ii.ld  a t;  vv  spa  per  wb  u.h  led  to  his  engage-  i jpnnery  taog-tiwl,  hut  he  ii‘«Yl  to  son  Ids 
mailt  upon  its  staff.  The  paper  was  th<vhnVFnyahtdhnrhet*hine  thfiidssGjf of  disrejr- 
which  was  bt  disfavor  with  tin*,  utuhle  old  topers 
piveriimawt  on  tutcoilitt  of:  its  Syto(>ht)«y  Elieuerer  Elliott,  tho  ■*  Corn  - law 
wtt.h  the  disaffection  errand  m England  Rhynutv..-"  entemd  the  steel  business  in 
by-  the  Ip^olotidh.^  and  t)if  0^1-  y Bhelfiold  with  **  dtpital  Of  »tdo  humlml 

hry*>  peiet.  had  3u>t  heexi  hj»g  nnoutrli  in  :ij!  pounds,  and  after  many  struggles  at* 
editorial  ehair  to • iteurcive  whadi  Dead:- 8&i  | /ptiml  a respectable  furtinwt.  Hi*  corn 
fruit  its  vo wards  an*,  when  aim  propri**-  law  rhymes  had  ait  extraordinary sums*, 


>awvs 
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and  if  ...life  oilier  works  were  tu\t  ^atishic-  Mary,  A^ueeR  ti(  Scots,  \vas  imprisoned 
tory  in  form  tliey  showed  in.  some  degree  I twelve  years  out.  oi  the  nineteen  which 
inspiration ; | .$Jie  ^ijjsto- 

: ' , V * ' -::*V. "'  \ „ dy  of  ilm  statt}  fc^rit  4i^yp^  partied  hj 

fort  3' to  hi.  There  is  extant  the  following^ 
; .f  ■'  ‘;'SW’'T  " y ""Ti  document,  issued  by  the  oar)  f 01^  the  g*»v~ 

x\  'eminent  of  her  b'niitt&utct'  which  com - 
t y ~ priced  thirty  persona!  attendants. 

’ '<  1‘>  Ihi  Miifh'V  i.J  til*',  Si'aflti  Qmrtif*  Jfou«';hnM, 

■ $.  i *'  F’lrw.  - id.i  y • •nr  people  which  upper- 

*r\&  * » ay noth  r*v  the- Qucuik’ shall  depart  from  the 

yd  1 Qju>.  ttew  >:luvT»ihi'i  or  ehrimboia  to  thfif  oww 

'C'^^  rafBfo,  I . IX,:  ^••>ihV;:<ctnuk  oi  HtgUt,.  winter 

* V ■ :y  : ^ a»rd  aui-anevr,  \vjnifs\um>r  he  <*i  sht ; either  to 

thfir  teh'ing  w it  inn  tin:  hr  use  or  without  in 
ffiSgjgffi  • •«  V y*'  . rife- ttfwmr,  aVpt  there  to  rchiuhV  til}  the  next 

..  ! d.-iy  :U  VI  »>f  the  clock.  / v<?»n .•  That  none  of 

"jBr  yLr  * M ,’;  >.v>  .-  the  QoeeVie*  y>»>op)e  *hail  at  no  tyino  w<uir  his 

. ■'?*$  n - sword  neit hex  wuln it  the  tuuW  nor  wheu  her 

n/Osa 


^4 " jsfe^  )"'  iS  ^t^ce;Tyd*?,th  .6r  'gnetU  ftbiyjfrM  ^ jnde.sythe 

ter  of  the hons<da>M  bumvvlf  Oo  fcwerri 

and  oo  n tore  w i thout  ffpephih  fkvjicev  ft  tin. 
urn  max  or  f'AHTi-K.  THM  tlieru.'kholt  no#*?  %(  $8$fi*vpa  people 

carry  tiny  how  et  bhafte.H  i t.  ii  o tyste.*  itej Cher 
t>#  tli*  fields  M>r  to  ihe  Ihitim  tin  lean  it  tic  four 
or  jyy*  and  no  iuo re, ip  fh*  ^neeiuns  couijVAuye, ; 
7to«.  That  ii oho  *jf-  the  ^tungies  people  phall 
. jryHift  or jp*  at  nb  ty  tue ^ oOiyfXhC  bphpe pi  fuwne 
wft.ii owf*  my.  or  ifcliey  * 

so  ridetli,  they  tfjr  Ite  tth  tiioty  hi  at 

the  iptf  H'i,  uvi  ther  itr  Up:  bywacv  ^iiat^^e  ver  lie 
or  »lie >c ;t!h»y  hp.  H***-  Thuty? ith  or  ^(udo  of 
the  t^tippnes  rhain'bt-.h  wirpn : her  ^nitfC  vuH 
wuike  uhroarh  shoU  ndvijrty  ^c  tile  o&dar  ‘M- 
my  witrdev^i>#  ^hidl;  tivrl«ro  tia-  ineAsnago  to 
me-  pt 1 a i u er  iipforh  Hhe  ^oCth  inirtv.  item. 
T Jiut ’n one*  of  t { v^-  ,tj a* ahjvs  .} ♦ e^V j p,  w hutsoe rp r 
he  or  vlicy  luj-i  o»»r  ihuTv  otfcr;  ur  ho  tyuie  to 
come  forth  t)udr  ichiunher  or  ItiHgirip:  when 
ante  ahirmu  is  given  hy  niyi o dti tf:,  w h^t h «>r 

'.,t.li6y  t>e  ih  tlio  t^'o!a\nyif? y^idaflnxr.fofr.'  in  tlnnr 
chmuhorg  wiihjn  .die  hmisti  hi  iVit bhnt  m the 
to  wire,  uhtl  j J?  hv»  or  ihny  lm(j  » iiot  tlie  rr  eUMn  ^ 
hen*  of  hulking  wh^h^d^fr  ftn?i  hr  Ltcavr 

stjulf'  «tu*hfe  id;  for  deathe< 

41  J L ttU'  tyitb  it (M  vf  Jf/rU,  „ pit  Mft, 

' ' \ ; ••  ;•:  — ^ s j, . . 

Tlii*1 mrYb 

sof  #< :$$>  Afoi&e+^  Arnold 
H iiuld  M$\  lunvcy  pr,  as  may  bo  &e£h  hi  u 
ipitep  whioh  ho  \w\t0  df^ribm^  the  ub- 

Impiiy  Jbady<^  iC^iiditfiqiQ She  te  within  a 
few  itaj'es  heedme  hialihhlmly  ilw\ 

pS[  long1  before,  and  epntphdies  of  her 

_ ^ r . ^ 

pied  by  a succession  of  He  wn  lords,  : bet*  m.VJv’ieholy  ntul  grrefe  is  giattar  than 
l whoih  It  pris^.*d  to  the  j '**  utt^r^;  atid 

foprlh  .etirJ ;: "] . tlyi^r ;.  s\w  jjtyyfas 

io'-of  Oanhual  Wtdeey  during  Ins  ui>  ; ;3»o|.  y»  st->y  she  vvil)  gyve  hur  U«ddy\ hnr 
c,  and  •'Miierta.ined  h.hii  with  great  eon-  : son  tie;  and  hue  cun  try  for  lyberty/y  ' The 


Cha/itre}f  w^js  a fmlk^hdy  ill  Sheffield, 
and  when  rchi^sett  from  thi<  oecuiiatiou 
he  vva-s  frat\^terwl  to  tfe  ^c^jv.ely  mo!?e 
eongetiial  shop'  of  a grocer,  and  Mom  an 
CiXrtm:  and  gilder,  with 


jippjitietn]  to 
whtdn  byy^hnhh'yd  oiily  a ^Uort  ti  me.  Aft- 
erward he;  si  put  v>u  hjs  o wn  eycf»tnt 
m n sfet  fhW'h 


BoTaiiidt'/uhd 'several  oth. 

ritics. 
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By  a still  more,  recent  act  the  functions 
of  the  company  have  been  extended  to  ev- 
ery department  of  steel  and  iron  in  the 
district,  and  it  now  occupies  a position  of 
equality  with  the  Registrar - General  of 
Trade -marks  in  London.  The  revenue 
of  the  company  is  derived  from  the  grant- 
ing of  marks,  the  lettings  of  their  rooms, 
and  dividends  on  invested  stocks.  The 
first  Thursday  in  September  is  a memo- 
rable day  in  connection  with  t-lie  com- 
pany. The  master- cutler- elect  is  then 


old  Chaucer's  ears,  who,  describing  a char- 
acter in  the  Canterbury  Tales,  says,  A 
Sheffield  thwyiel  bare  he  in  his  hose," 
the  ‘ ‘ thwytel"  or  4k  whittle’'  having  been 
a fourteenth  century  bowie-knife;  and  in 
the  Middle  Ages  the  staple  business  of 
the  town  was  the  manufacture  of  arrow- 
1 u-jids,  some  of  which  were  used  on  Bus- 
worth  Fit-Id.  Nearly  two  hundred  years 
ago  the  population  included  seven  thou- 
sand cutlers,  and  m 1024  the  operatives 
formed  themselves  into  a protective  corn- 
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chancel  have  north  and  south  aisles,  and 
the  nave  is  divided  into  five  bays  with, 
stone  pillars  and  arches.  In  the  south- 
east corner  is  the  Shrewsbury  Chapel,  an 
elaborately  fitted  alcove  with  a stained- 
glass  window,  and  under  its  sculptured 
vault  is  the  tomb  of  Wolsey's  noble  cus- 
todian, whose  figure  is  reproduced  in  re- 
cumbent marble,  with  similar  statues  of 
his  two  wives  by  his  side. 

The  Hall,  the  property  of  the  Cutlers' 
Company  of  Hallamshire,  is  most  interest- 
ing for  its  associations.  The  reputation 
of  Sheffield  steel-ware  had  even  reached 


pany  u for  the  good  order  and  government 
f of  the  makers  of  knives,  sickles,  shears, 
scissors,  and  other  cutlery  wares" — an  or- 
ganization which  still  exists  in  a prosper- 
ous condition.  The  body  - corporate  in- 
; eludes  a master-cutler,  two  wardens,  six 
I searchers,  and  twenty -four  assistant search 
! ei*s,  the  latter  being  empowered  to  seize  all 
j defective  wares  produced  by  inferior  work- 
men. For  a long  time  the  government 
! of  the  Cutlers’  Company  pursued  a very 
| exclusive  policy,  excluding  all  except  free- 
i men  from  their  handicraft  ; but  in  1814  an 
act  of  Parliament  limited  its  functions  to 
the  granting  of  trade-marks. 


SHEFFIELD. 


installed  moifice,  and  in  j : The  Shrewsbury 

the  bis  time-  Jionerrtl  j H«.x?pital  it*  tenefteczioe  over  t%Vo 

*fc  feaHtv%  \~*i  the riiort  cvlete^ted  £venfe i hundred  ypuvngoi.  and  has  since  aecom- 

in  KOrthferif  • life'  ’gHi^ts;  rttini-.  ; twenty.1  poor  g^nibwowieo  and 

**:jr  &V> : und  happy  j$  the  uiasler^itiftr ■;  twenty  poor  ^‘jitfemyn.  prodding-  Item 
who  e**p  teenra  the  preiowce-  at  Iris  fetiv^  ! wub  lodgings*  w],.  clotliingvctnd  h .small 


wssjacYAs  ooLUsciie. 


of  0tee  or  more  of  the  cabinet  miu-  j 
W0  of  the  day,  with  a aprinklio^;  of! 

earls,  and  iuVhle  lords.  The  hall  is  i 
m the  lirklmn  style,  and  includes  a dining 
rtK*m njnai . hiintlred'  feet  long  and  fifty  feet: j- 
ami  an  ^m^ifnUly-room.-  eighty  ftei  i 
tmg  hy  till  rly  feet  wide  | 

. iii'  One  time  Shefileld  was  deplorahly 
bdiind  io  educational  matters  - ted(smte  t 
thn*  EdrnM ion  Act  was  passed  m 18?8  Efer» 
•shfert  erforts  hate  teen  made  lo supply 
feU '4f0i&#pv io«-  Tte  %lu*>l  Hoard  have  . 
vivtikd  tw e« tydh  ree  schools  in  ift^rnnt 
parts  of  lihe  town*  which  are  alike,  im  orti#  i 
uteut  and  a credit  W ih  The ^ attenclHUre  [ 
at  the  tikiry ;ifi^lrool5;  within  tlie  horr  j 

nugh  has  to*- reaped  stneel 872  froro  rj^H)0 
to  4?*M?7  • is.  nn  more  liamlsmno 

prl e of  bh Udifigi  Ip  tW  hw u thuii  tfiv.  cen- 
tral the  o fees  of  the  hoard,  and 

r.»V-  OiU‘:^'  cm.-'n-d  through1  ite'  mumir 
eenco  of  i>h^  late  Mr.  Hark  Firth.  Much 
attention  .»»  :feo  teingr  giveo  iu  technical 
education  Then  tbcre  ls  the  hoVv  Albert 
Ball,  which,  in  proportions  nt  hast,  is 
somew  hat 

a school  df . art'  M*  the 

Huspkesof  ihh  South  K&miixgte*n  Musm-iuv  k 
the  ditt&tors  of  wbjfe.plhc’e  it  at  the  head  j 
of  all  sithilat4  .itcltool»/in  'il^United 
doiH < and  Jn  rfurkh^U^e  Road  is  the  ela&te  ( 
front  af  the  Wesleyan  College. 

Anofteh  rtauit  in  SlieiFiekTs  furor  vs 
that  it  lias  many  tlnuly  osta Wished ami 


amount  of  cash  each  week.  Besides  the 
inmates,  it  lias  sixty  oiit^Ip(?r  pensiojiers, 
twenty  of  yyhom  (males)  i^eiVc  seven 
shilling's  a wtek.  each,  and  f<>H'f  of  \vhoni 
(females)  reteire  live  idfeing$’  a yveifck 
each.  Tlie  Deakm  Ijisfitute  i^  hoth 
in  its  aimfi  ahd  ndmirtilde yin  adramis^ 
traiion.  It  w founded  hy  a xndrc'iite^ 
who  tetpientted  three  tfeHiH'iud  pofoids 
tmciirtl  teesiiahliKlrnienC 
sa  like  suni  should  he  suhsei  ilo  d wahm 
i\ru  y^u>  of  his  death  lt>  r>?>j»*cT  in. in  ' 
unmarried  v>  omen  nf  <ft>od  char 
Uehhy  who  unr  raemlHrcB  of  the  Epj &&&? 
pal  Churchy  Kykug^Ueuh  pr  Dm^nters, 
'over  -forty  thirty-teine 

such  wonieu  aie  iimv  dnuu iteite  .ivyenty, 
five  of  ilio  munter  eceotving  -five 

: ijowudk  e-ack-miniittHyi  apd . fourtted- 1 we.13- 
ty  jpmiiuli  iwiund  Ly  The  nu*st  mu- 
umn  1 and  - commmdablc  fi^uVe  <tf  the 
charity  i*  \i<  v*nv>iey  & tut  imir.^U>2it^tiou. 
On  elec  imp  if  nv 

xwoj  ve  oiic-hklf  th^  yearly  lvmix  and 
1 1 m detos  1 4 V >f  i he  j y rpe  n te-  urnin  grtl 

that  no  opk  the  wter  for  it  except  the 
rw’ipieiit.  : . 

At  one  of  the  lovelif^  §uVj- 

ut-te  of  Sic-llieid,  is  -k  -;g‘ropp:  vf  &hm 
houses  which  were  Indilrtnhi  yidc^tetidy 
endowed  Uy  tteT’a^;* >flvHi>ek;  _&S>ii.fc  nt  n 
cost  of  ±;lO,00<)  Thcrtr  5trc  fl.hiy->5> 
houses  for  thy  • ;.^ainirn>>datH>h ' of:  forty 
eight  per^oite  w ;th  chapel  and  house  for 
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the  chaplain  and  governor.  Besides  the 
free  occupancy  of  the  house,  each  married 
couple  receives  ten  shillings  and  each  sin- 
gle inmate  seven  shillings  per  week.  The 
Sheffield  General  Infirmary,  which  has 
been  established  for  nearly  a century,  re- 
lieves from  12,000  to  14,000  in  and  out  pa- 
tients every  year.  It  contains  186  beds 
for  patients,  of  which  forty  are  set  apart 
exclusively  for  children’s  cases  in  sepa- 
rate wards.  The  Public  Hospital  and  Dis- 
pensary accommodates  about  forty  thou- 
sand patients,  in-door  and  out,  annually ; 
and  the  town  also  has  a special  hospi- 
tal for  women,  built  at  a cost  of  more 
than  £30,000  by  Mr.  Thomas  Jessop;  a 
free  hospital  for  children,  an  Institute 
and  manufactory  for  the  blind,  a home 
for  nurses,  an  asylum  for  decayed  li- 
censed victuallers  (the  euphemistic  calling 
in  Great  Britain  of  dealers  in  alcoholic 
liquors),  a school  of  medicine,  and  vari- 
ous “funds”  bequeathed  under  more  or 
less  narrow,  eccentric,  or  oddly  generous 
conditions.  Among  the  hills  outside  the 
town,  in  an  old  dwelling,  is  the  nucleus 
of  Mr.  Ruskin’s  art  museum  of  the  St. 
George’s  Society ; and  among  the  things 
we  have  to  admit  is  that  the  desire  for 
wealth  has  not  been  so  eager  nor  the  hold 
of  it  so  tenacious  that  the  unfortunate  or 
necessitous  have  been  overlooked  in  Shef- 
field. 

But  now  that  we  have  enumerated  such 
of  its  possessions,  historical,  biographical, 
and  architectural,  as  weigh  in  a tourist’s 
estimate  of  a town’s  desirability,  let  us 
emphasize  what  is  fairly  evident  — that 
Sheffield  is  not  to  be  discovered  in  muse- 
ums, churches,  or  municipal  palaces ; that 
its  vitality,  its  influence  on  the  world,  all 
that  makes  it  great,  and  the  causes  of  its 
reputation,  are  by  no  means  aesthetical,  re- 
ligious, or  philanthropic.  Its  significance 
is  in  its  immense  trade  and  the  absolute 
excellence  of  its  metallic  manufactures, 
the  knowledge  of  which  is  circulated  ev- 
erywhere by  a medium  less  mutable  than 
literature.  We  question  if  there  is  a sav- 
age so  benighted  who,  however  ignorant 
he  may  be  of  its  import,  can  not  see  Shef- 
field deeply  branded  on  his  knife,  and  it  is 
quite  possible  at  this  very  moment,  while 
the  ink  is  drying  on  this  manuscript, 
that  with  a Sheffield  blade  of  one  kind  or 
another  some  fugitive  Bannocks  are  hiding 
in  the  fastnesses  of  Montana,  with  a view  to 
anatomic  experiments  upon  the  “ whites” ; 


that  many  a Jack  Tar,  perched  in  the  fore- 
top, surveying  the  gray  uncertainty  of 
antipodal  seas,  is  shaving  his  “plug”  for 
a fresh  “quid”;  that  princes  are  sitting 
down  to  dinner;  that  some  convicts  are 
scraping  the  cement  out  of  the  walls  of 
their  cells ; and  that  the  readers  of  Har- 
per's Magazine  are  cutting  the  leaves  of 
the  last  number.  Scarcely  any  limita- 
tion can  be  set  to  the  variety  of  purposes 
served  by  Sheffield  manufactures.  Travel- 
lers in  Russia  and  Austria  are  whirled 
over  Sheffield  rails ; the  twenty-four  inch 
armor  plates  of  England’s  newest  iron- 
clads were  rolled  in  Sheffield ; the  scissors 
that  myriads  of  pale  seamstresses  are  ply- 
ing bear  the  Sheffield  brand;  the  veloci- 
pedes upon  which  numerous  young  ath- 
letes are  flying  between  the  bloom  of  Eng- 
lish lanes  have  come  from  under  the  big 
Sheffield  chimneys;  the  scythes  that  are 
levelling  fields  of  ripe  grain  in  Iowa  and 
Minnesota  were  ground  on  Sheffield  stones ; 
the  rotary  saws  that  are  hissing  in  lum- 
bering settlements  among  the  California 
sierras  were  cut  by  Sheffield  hands;  the 
mortars  and  cannons  that  bristle  along 
many  a fortress,  with  the  pyramids  of  shot 
and  shell  for  their  consumption  beside 
them,  represent  an  extensive  part  of  Shef- 
field’s industry ; the  superb  repousse  work 
of  silver  6pergnes  that  adorn  banquet  ta- 
bles was  hammered  out  by  Sheffield  arti- 
sans ; and  every  variety  of  electro  - plate 
and  silver-ware,  beautiful  in  design  and 
enormous  in  price,  is  wrought  under  Shef- 
field roofs.  We  have  not  nearly  exhaust- 
ed a catalogue  which  includes  many  oth- 
er products,  such  as  railway  tires,  axles, 
springs,  buffers,  and  engines,  all  sorts  of 
tools,  sewing-machines,  fire-irons,  and 
stoves;  but  we  have  mentioned  enough  to 
indicate  where  Sheffield  is  to  be  found,  if 
its  interest  is  invisible  in  the  places  to 
which  a tourist  usually  looks  for  a city’s 
attractions. 

The  labor  has  few  rests,  and  whenever 
we  are  carried  into  the  dark  limits  of  the 
town  from  the  green  hills  of  Yorkshire  by 
the  Manchester,  Sheffield,  and  Lincoln- 
shire line,  the  grewsome  spectres  of  chim- 
neys are  still  wearing  their  funereal  ban- 
ners. At  night  the  smoke  pulsates  with 
the  fervid  glow  of  the  furnaces  at  the  base, 
around  which  hoarse,  complexionless, 
sweating  men  are  toiling,  not  for  the  price 
of  a ransom,  but  for  a brief  respite.  We 
see  Sheffield  in  hundreds  of  blackened  lit- 
tle cottages,  built  in  alleys,  courts,  and 
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A VERY  CLEAR  DAY 


may  be  seen  in  operation,  the  purely  me- 
chanical or  economic  aspect  which  en- 
gages the  engineer  is  superseded  in  the 
estimation  of  a layman  by  the  picturesque 
side  of  the  works*  the  high  colors,  the  un- 
i ri  term  i t ten  t act  i v i ty,  and  t h e metamor- 
phoses of  some  of  the  workmen,  who  seem 
like  imps  in  a region  which  only  needs 
perpetuity  to  'realise  the  inferno.  Only 
of  a Sunday  does  the  hum  of  toil  cease, 
the  smoke  begin  to  clear  away,  and  Shef- 
field for  a few  hours  of  respite  become 
quiet  and  visible. 

Containing  a population  of  286,289, 
mostly  artisans,  Sheffield  has  particular 
interest  to  the  student  of  social  science. 
Notwithstanding  its  great  and  varied  in- 
dustries, and  the  abundant  opportunities 
for  employment  that,  are  afforded,  there 
are  in  the  more  crowded  parts  of  live  town 
much  destitution  and  immorality.  Em- 
ployers complain  that  their  people  will  not 
work  full  time,  but  waste  their  days  at 
cricket  and  foot -ball  matches,  at  handi- 
caps and  ecu  rsing  matches ; and  betting  on 
almost  every  conceivable  event  has  spread 
amongst  them  like  an  epidemic.  Others 
are  ardent  fishermen.  There  are  hun- 
dreds of  fishing  clubs  in  the  town,  which 


rent  miles  of  water  away  in  Nottingham- 
shire, Lincolnshire,  and  elsewhere.  Co- 
operation , improved  d well  ings.caf^s,  clubs, 
and  so  forth,  are  doing  much  to  improve 
the  social  life  of  the  people. 

The  more  respectable  Sheffield  artisan  is 
not  tentative  by  nature,  and  the  course  of 
a river  is  not  more  submissive  to  the  thrall 
dorn  of  habit  than  he  is.  Li  v i ng  in  a t wo- 
storied  cottage  well  seasoned  with  the  ho- 
mogeneous blackness,  he  is  usually  en- 
abled by  ordinary  sobriety  and  industry  to 
maintain  himself  and  his  family  in  a re- 
spectable and  comfortable  position.  The 
cottage  lias  two  stories,  a kitchen  and  sit- 
ting-room on  the  first  floor,  and  two  or 
th  ree  bedrooms  above,  such  a dwelling  be- 
ing obtainable  for  about  five  shillings,  or 
one  dollar  and  twenty -five  cents,  a week. 
His  wife  is  apt  to  be  a stout  Lancashire  or 
Yorkshire  woman,  thrifty,  industrious, and 
cleanly,  whose  good  qualities  are  eonspieu 
ous  in  the  whitened  door  step,  the  speck- 
less windows,  and  the  orderly  arrangement 
of  the  furniture.  The  neatness  of  these 
cottages  is  very  noticeable,  and  an  excep- 
tion to  the  rule  in  most  manufacturing 
towns. 

Once  a year  even  the  poorest  try  to  take 
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a holiday  by  the  sen-side  at  Bridlington,  | Want  to  answer  lit,. -and  it  ud  la-ake  thee 
Morecambe  Bay,  or  Scarborough',  and  tv  nneb 

evening  amnscpte^ts  are  provided  hy  y U 

several  theatres  and  music  halls,  though  it  A .sftry&y  of  all  the  traded  that  arc  plied 
is  to  be  roiih^scd  that  the  enter htifimcji'i  in  ShciKeid  ts?  intpo^tble  .boro,  ami  vye 
most  patronised  during  our  visit  to  confine  our  ohscTTaiion^Wfhe.  tlv^ 

town  not  of  mx  edif^hg  .< ' j ^ yyhich  are  in  .steel  mauufactures, 

The  pjg^rarom^  a ; «3ecfcro  - ffi&htg,  ami  cutT^qr; * The  fast  ik 

Ah  Oid  Woman  lujx  Fix  (the  very  title  of  first  ia  history,  extent,  ami  mu>orteHce. 
which  seemed  to  strike  the  audience  &*  hf>  the  value  of  its'  y,v  ports  k>  the  United 
log  humorous  to  a side -split it  mg  degreed,  i States  being  about  one  million  dollar^  hiv  . 
and  a novel  exhibition  in  which  thn\k\M*>- ! nualiy.  Th**  oldest  firm.-  began  its  husi 
tatbrs  look  pari.  A new  silk  hat  ( * ^ootgof  ] hundred  and  l 'ftfijt  ’yfearfei;  agoy 

T-vlerV  IvbdUV  wait  offered  to  the  • ■$  gtixivo-  Swfkjffiops . ;ta*  the  mtr  of  the  dwAih 

iMiiie  % whocuuld  eat.  one  of  ^ Fid  I i«ga:of  its  two  parfcpgri*.  It  made  only  the 

divsrithycefehr^hid 'ulldiot  ni»is'  the  quick-  j plaiiiest g«kxls; but  the  M^A  in  them  was  of 
?*£;,  ttUii  tiie  eon%^i;pi*ov<-dccd  an- uproar  of  \ the  he^tipiulity,  aiid  jjp^ an. 
^vrWX;Ui^fc':  VnM»t : warmed-' the  VtMj tuexi ': 

iiid -the  mor*5  cifi/iens  ; hundred  infecitAjijcs,  wbp  pxitJ'f^  weekly' 
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rysbgi*  to  thy  *te^hik£rit*g  t4}>  -jyK)ih  ;fbr  \ fivethbnsaitd  (side  kidvi^^^d  jfdrk^ 
the  Affiant  of  state 


eighteen  btindfed  paii^^  &f 
hijMred  ehr^eu  poctef-  khiy^,  fourteen 
kudfffttwi  hundred 
doaeu  The  uuanUiy  of  finished 

aut  { zrr  expoHpi%  by  tWg  lm?>  feji  tt  the 
United  Stefe*  nuuually  weighs  more  than 
twelve  tons,  and  the  intimacy  crigendeml 
between  Sheffield  acid  the  West  by  tlm 
traffic:  causes  an  American  to  be  Imityd 
in  that  city  with  a Itttfe:  J^si  vv.oiitloviiiMit 
than  his  advent  excites  in  some  ether 
English  provinces.  U .j\  \ 
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tiines  them  &ro  Hmdtos  of  rough 
the  stolid  Yorkshire  ;mech dtife  •;  .hecfxnic^ 
as  eager  a politic  km  nAfim  most:  elb<]Ueut 
ui<*ml«tr«  of  the  Bulldog  Uoreriey  S?£lh 
Ward.  New  York.  1 * WheerVl ha  off  to  A': 
inquires  hL$  dpponenty;a&  a disgusted  Lib- 
eral jangrily  makes  for  the  dopn  fct  I'm 
goin1  to  see  if  th;1  ’sylum's  open,',"  retorts 
Mr.  Gbdspjnc  s disciple,  delioatdy  insin- 
uatiiig  the  approivriatcnes.s  of  that  institu* 
tion  for  the  gen  tleuxan  optxisite  “ Whll, 
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tbey'll  ta-Uta-  Ihee  in , anyway,  i’ll  het.°  i The  l<  pioneer  ostablishmein.,"7  they 
foudlyh^  wimid  cal)  it  bn  the  .P«,<n.fth-  cwntf, . was 

dietu-e.  whether  they  believe  it  or  not,  &&  [ willingly  piXuied  for  ow  inspect ir»iy  ^nd 
vastly,  tick  led  by  the  sally;  ^Wlmt  argr>  an  urtisau  was  npjioimed  {<« 

incut  t)«'  make  fm  it  f “ demands  an-  act  a^  nur  <ro»dc.  who  ii'rst- ta»>k.  us  mto  tiie, 

etiier  Conservative  of  a Lil>eml,  .referring  ‘ ivory  h«nn.  *m  wlncli  tnenty-hye  ions,  e-f 
Vm  a.  •paj'5tu>»;tba-t  lie  has  put  ’ ‘A  gtr>i  ohjduuH  tuvks  are  tiiiub;  H?  h-.r  handlrs 
enough  one.”  is.  the  reply,  vi  bat  thou  d every  year  It  is. not  a pteasaul  place  ^ 
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Tin? : ‘Vjdst  quality  is  African,  thy  second  ity  to  fits  emplpyhck  aud  flttj  sariic  sign 
East  Indian,-  and  each  tu.sk  contains  eight  show*  <»t  the  end  of  v t *»>  day  exactly  bow 
ditfercnt  qualities  in  itself,  the  yellowish  much  work  he  has;  done,  the  kd>ot  in  all 
part  hair  the  centre  hr'in#  most  valuable,  the  braufches  hf  .cutlery-  being  .paid  for  by 
Every  Ml  ts  utilized,  and  as  the  sawyer  is  the  pioee-.  The  blade  mail--,  it  is  welded, 
p,»ul  awordiog  .to  the  thrift  h«  displays  iu  the-  ease  of  a dh'uMjr  knife,  to  « piece  t>f 
with  his  iiiaterials,  he  is  sometimes  so  in-  iron.  .Which  forms  the  ''ta»j>.'"or  jVJ,{ 
geurouc  that  m>t  a scrap  of  waste  remains.  that  is  i.n.vK«<l  in  the  handle,  and  the 
Besides- file  ivory,  four  hundred- weight  shoulder,  or  the  projecting  part  between 
if  stag  hovii  is  used  every  -v  .-k  he-  pock-  the  handle-  and  the  blade.  It  is  then  heat 
el-feme-.-*..  at  id;  of  >|ds  only  the  rough  ed  to  incandescence,  and  plunged  perpeo 
brown  outside  is  uvailabte.  The  inside  dictilarlr  info  eold'wutiq*,  by  which  a sod- 
is  put  in  solution  for  the  g'-‘am>oij>  sub-  den  hardening  is  i-neeled.  ami  the  gradual 
stances  winch  it  efmtams.i  thy  hsctrcwtf ion  of  fiirths'r  liedt  afferwxird 

is  sold  for  The  stiffening  of  eloth.  and  the  " tempers  ' if.  Tj.e  next  process  is  grind 
residue  is  an  excellent  fertilizer.  In  the  ; iug.  We  are  led  across  the' court -yard 
lie**  department, -'which  is. in  t-  eourt  -ya-rd,  : into  u dismal  workshop,  which'  is  Wo' "|x«.. <r- 
siJt  titco,  each  in  a separate  aictWt%  like  ? 3y  eaii. 

ue  dtreval  alchemists,  are  bending  over  hr  only  dis«vfiv  the  vvhimn,g  bands  on  many 
t ie  fnrges,  fM.d  here  the  -blades  are  shaped  'vinyls,  an  occasional  while  flash  or  a, 
out  of  p n r jn  ise ! ess  - 1 ook  i n g bars , on  d er  the  shower  of  sparks  and  when  our  sight,  be* 
tinkling  ram  of  the  homnerv.  < i*w  t'dnn  - mme  acoiisimm-b  to  the  gloom,. u fantas- 
ia: -given;  without  thtepvjiif'h  <»f  A'dge  of  the  fie  scehe  is  vbdblft  Fwinitlie  hitek-hf  the 
finished  article,  and  at  this  stage  of  the  mom  to  the  fixmt  there  art*  se  veral  separate 
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row*  of  ^ruriiii^-*iioue.sT  and  these  mmsire 
disks  are  jpevnJmjjgr -with  a busy  murmur, 
the  poWf>r  i^ajjr  • tutfrimunie&ted  from  the 
khafhag5 -imar  the  »;<eiliii^  iiy  leather  bands; 
The  fewer  pnrx  '&f\  the*  atom's  finches  a 
linig  Vft&tfl  /&p.h^mng  water,  and  by  a 
Tedi!3Jeai|vecn!i^rity  each  *totm  is  culled  a 
■■'’■twtjgh.'**  Immediately  behind  every 
$U)i\e  tlvrx  is  a solid  block  of  -wood  with 
a ^uid.k.  in  it,  /which  forms  the  seat  of  the 
ever  strdi ghfehmg; 


wheel  <rf  what  mir  amiable  guide  very  de- 
liberately called  " rkiji-R.  us"  hide,  the  dif- 
ferent kinds  of  [fintum  leaving  U sharp 
and  brilliant. 

The  grinder?!  work  under  an  unusual 
sy stem  ^ th^jtrm^biaiid  the  tools  bidoog 

to  them*  harmg  a herb%e  ihtfoi^h 

mx  uhfcBowix ; burner  ol  gebts^itioh^  jtgd 
they  pay  the.  employers  seVen  yhiiiinys  u 
week  fur  (hr  power  Applied  t<>  e:v:h 
trough.  Mot  every  grinder  is  a proprm-  . 
fey  ho^yever,  Si>ini>  hare  txo  direct  fehi- 
iwm  with  ihe  Ifenk  being  hfeed 

by  theih  fellows,  yde i adjust  and  •settle 
their  wages,  and  these  a gen  tv  &t*?  paid  so 
much  a tfeaen  for  th  e btotW  ground'  The 
custom  is  old  }>ml  inco.ngian»us:  it  has  no 
apparen  t ad  wvfeges  to  either  party $ bgt  $ 
Sheffield  gririder  ittflexibfy  ^dheri^  id  es- 
tablished usage,  mil  rasiftfe  every  -innova- 
tion. lie  surfers  severely  from  a painful 
disease  caused  by  th  e eut  ranr'e  of  steel  and 
stone  dust  iu  to  the  l ungs,  and  when  fan  § 
were  applied  to  create  draughts  that  would 
sack  the  dust  away,  lie  objected  to  them 
because  they  would  lengthen  the  average 
life  rjf  the  trade,  and  lead  to  a surplus  of 
tehgfcf  The  gw u nda  upmi  w b loir  & grind 


hj  task,  and  accompanies 

U*e  feuwiOig  of  the  stone  with  a song  ora 
whittle-.  The  stone  spins  steadily  and  tire- 
k^dy;  ruyriads  of  ummte  sparks  fly  «>ut 
febht  it  f^ixed  with  particles  of  sand  ihat 
mak*  theapuriment  misty,  and  the  grinder 
j^ritly  to  arid  fro  ncrt>s&  it 

wli!  tfe  “Steel  loses  tho  dark.cotor  the  forge 
gtiye  it;  mid  white  un- 

der* t he  friction.  Mow  ,:md  then  he  lifts 
^^liladcrfenii  the  stone,,  and  quickly  rubs 
fevayc  along  its  lambent  surface.  or  touch- 
£| ihc  <*uge  with  hi*  biigec-un  experiment 
seve  fel  times  ferforc'  ha  transfers 
rfinid  other  hands.  _Afeiey ,.itl3^{;i>een.  ap- 
plied f.o  tiio  rough  sandstone,  it  is  ground 
utkiiv  it  whyol  ot  hard  id  utv  stoife;  fefefe 
apou  ah  entery  wh(*el,  and 


^OhfiUKa*  yjut  m.mjjDS  o*  clasp-k:kitk3. 


foundation.  A very  notable  characteris- 
tic of  his  class,  and  one  that  has  sprung 
in  recent  years  from  the  dissemination  of 
cheap  literature  and  the  facilities  for  trav- 
el and  observation,  is  an  independence  of 
attitude  and  utterance  which,  however  re- 
pugnant it  may  be  to  those  followers  of 
Mr,  Rusk  in  whose  watch-word  is  “Obey,” 
contrasts  refreshingly  with  the  obsequi- 
ousness of  former  days. 

Passing  from  the  dark  interior  of  the 
grinding- room,  where  each  wheel  has  a 
sound  of  its  own,  one  spluttering,  another 
whirring,  and  another  singing,  we  are  led 
up  and  down  stairways,  along  close  cor- 
ridors, and  through  interminable  work- 
rooms, where  men,  women,  and  children  j 
are  silently  putting  the  various  parts  of  I 
the  knives  together;  and  the  division  of  j 
labor  is  so  complete  that  one  knife  is  han- 
dled, or  **  taken  up,”  to  use  the  local  ex- 
pression, about,  seventy  times,  by  different  j 
artisans,  from  the  moment  the  blade  is  1 
forged  until  the  instrument  is  finished  and  I 


smoothly  wrapped  up  for  market.  At  one 
long  bench  we  find  a party  of  men  cutting 
files  on  the  blades  of  pocket-knives  with 
such  dexterity  that  the  threads,  each  less 
than  the  hundredth  part  of  an  inch  in 
thickness,  and  exactly  equidistant,  are  as 
true  as  if  they  were  graven  with  the  aid 
of  a rule  and  a magnifying-glass,  while 
the  only  implements  used  in  the  work  are 
a chisel  and  a mallet,  the  mechanic  being 
guided  by  liis  eye  and  an  almost  marvel- 
lous sensitiveness  and  accuracy  of  touch. 
The  chisel  is  put  upon  the  blade  near  the 
tip,  and  struck  with  the  mallet,  leaving 
the  initial  threatL  which  is  followed  by 
others  until  the  ifat  steel  becomes  a per- 
fect tile.  The  men  employed  in  tins  are 
fairly  considered  skilled  workmen,  but 
their  earnings  are  small,  and  do  not  reach 
two  pounds,  or  ten  dollars,  a week,  under 
the  most  favorable  circumstances.  At  an- 
other bench  a row  of  men  arc  putting  to- 
gether the  parts  of  ivory,  pearl,  and  buck 
horn  tdasps,  riveting  them  and  jointing 
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them  with  a like  quickness  and  sureness 
of  touch  that  would  not  be  suspected  from 
the  clumsiness  of  their  fingers;  and  in  a 
separate  room  move  wheels  are  revolving, 
each  operated  by  a man  or  a boy,  who  is 
putting  the  finishing  polish  on  the  blades. 
The  custom  previously  mentioned  of  mak- 
ing some  mark  on  a knife  by  which  each 
of  the  various  processes  may  be  traced  to 
the  artisan  who  has  done  the  work,  and  a 
check  put  upon  carelessness  or  incapacity, 
is  continued  through  all  the  branches,  and 
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inexhaustible  fascination  for  him.  The 
intelligence  of  some,  their  comfortableness 
of  dress  and  well -taken -care -of  appear- 
ance, are  very  noticeable,  and  yet  more  so 
is  the  interest  evinced  in  politics  bv  the 
men,  who,  between  their  bites  at  dinner, 
pore  over  the  leaders"  of  the  morning 
papers*  with  great  eagerness. 

From  the  cutlers — and,  by- the- wav,  let 
us  say  that,  technically,  the  cutler  is  the 
man  who  puts  the  knife  together,  to  the 
exclusion  from  the  name  of  grinders  and 
others— from  the  cutlers,  whose  buildings 
loom  up  on  an  entire  block,  we  traverse 
several  little  alleys  arid  broad  thorough- 


when  a knife  passes  into  the  packing-room 
or  storehouse  it  bears  a succinct  history  of 
itself  from  its  shaping  at  the  forge  to  its 
chastening  on  the  polish ing- wheel. 

The  hours  are  long — from  seven  in  the 
morning  until  noon,  when  there  is  an  in- 
termission for  a frugal  dinner,  and  from 
one  o'clock  until  six.  We  grow  pitiful  in 
contemplating  their  tedium.  All  the  win- 
dows show  an  unvarying  prospect  of  roofs 
and  smoking  chimneys,  without  u hit  of 
blue  sky  or  any  silver  lining  to  the  clouds 
--ft  contraction  of  the  horizon,  a despond 
ence  of  color,  unspeakably  monotonous. 
Conversation  is  not  allowed,  and  what- 


ever resource  the  work-people  find  outside 
the  abstraction  of  their  toil  must  be  in  the 
imagination.  Here  and  there  the  bench- 
es have  been  decora  ted  by  scraps  from  il- 
lustrated newspapers,  or  the  very  chro- 
matic portrait  of  some  Viouri  that  has 
adorned  a baking-powder  box.  An  ascet- 
ic-looking old  gentleman  lias  a familiar 
hyrnn  pasted  on  the  wall  before  him,  and 
the  youth  next  to  him,  whose  face  indi- 
cates much  pent-up  levity,  haft  a ballad 
under  his  eye,  the  easy  rhyme  having  an 
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work-rooms  of  an  electro- plate  factory— 
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Abram  and  Kitten’s  care,  for  the  latter 
was  inclined  to  act  like  a veritable  old  cat 
when  any  one  made  too  free  with  her  bo- 
vine baby. 

This  bright  Saturday,  occurring  about 
the  middle  of  the  month,  completely  en- 
throned spring  in  the  children’s  hearts. 
The  air  was  sweet  with  the  fragrance  from 
the  springing  grass,  swelling  buds,  and  so 
still  and  humid  that  sounds  from  other 
farms  and  gardens  and  songs  from  dis- 
tant fields  and  groves  blended  softly  yet 
distinctly  with  those  of  the  immediate 
vicinage.  The  sunshine  was  warm,  but 
veiled  by  fleecy  clouds ; and  as  the  day 
advanced  every  member  of  the  family 
was  out-of-doors,  even  to  Mrs.  Clifford, 
for  whom  had  been  constructed,  under 
her  husband’s  direction,  a low  garden- 
chair  which  was  so  light  that  even  Alf  or 
Amy  could  draw  it  easily  along  the  walks. 
From  it  she  stepped  down  on  her  first  visit 
of  the  year  to  her  beloved  flower  beds, 
which  Alf  and  Burt  were  putting  in  or- 
der for  her,  the  latter  blending  with  his 
filial  attentions  the  hope  of  seeing  more 
of  Amy.  Nor  was  he  unrewarded,  for  his 
manner  toward  his  mother,  whom  he  al- 
ternately petted  and  chaffed,  while  at  the 
same  time  doing  her  bidding  with  manly 
tenderness,  won  the  young  girl’s  hearty 
good-will.  At  last  Mrs.  Clifford,  after  she 
had  gloated  over  the  blooming  crocuses, 
daffodils,  and  the  budding  hyacinths  and 
tulips,  expressed  a wish  to  join  her  hus- 
band. 

A wide  path  bordered  on  either  side  by 
old-fashioned  perennials  and  shrubbery 
led  down  through  the  garden.  There 
Amy  gave  herself  up  to  the  enjoyment  of 
the  pleasing  sights  and  sounds  on  every 
side.  Mr.  Clifford  was  the  picture  of 
placid  content  as  he  sat  on  a box  in  the 
sun,  cutting  potatoes  into  the  proper  size 
for  planting.  Johnnie  was  perched  on 
another  box  near,  chattering  incessantly 
as  she  handed  him  the  tubers,  and  ask- 
ing no  other  response  than  the  old  gen- 
tleman’s amused  smile.  Leonard  with  a 
pair  of  stout  horses  was  turning  up  the 
rich  black  mould,  sinking  his  plough  to 
the  beam,  and  going  twice  in  a furrow. 
It  would  require  a very  severe  drought  to 
affect  land  pulverized  thus  deeply,  for  un- 
der Leonard's  thorough  work  the  root  pas- 
turage was  extended  downward  eighteen 
inches.  On  one  side  of  the  garden  plot 
Webb  was  planting  seeds.  Leaving  Mrs. 
Clifford  chatting  and  laughing  with  her 


husband  and  Johnnie,  Amy  sauntered 
along  the  broad  path  until  she  came  in 
the  neighborhood  of  Webb,  and  lingered 
there,  enjoying  an  April  day  that  lacked 
few  elements  of  perfection. 

The  garden  is  one  of  the  favorite  haunts 
of  the  song-sparrow.  In  the  flower  bor- 
der near,  she  would  hear  such  a vigor- 
ous scratching  among  the  leaves  that  she 
might  well  believe  that  a motherly  hen 
was  at  work,  but  presently  one  of  these 
little  sober-coated  creatures  that  Thoreau 
well  calls  a “ground-bird”  would  fly  to  the 
top  of  a plum-tree  and  trill  out  a song  as 
sweet  as  the  perfume  that  came  from  the 
blossoming  wullows  not  far  away.  The 
busy  ploughs  made  it  a high  festival  for 
the  robins,  for  with  a confidence  not  mis- 
placed they  followed  near  in  the  furrows 
that  Leonard  was  making  in  the  garden, 
and  that  Abram  was  turningon  an  adjacent 
hill  side,  and  not  only  the  comparatively 
harmless  earth-worms  suffered,  but  also 
the  pestiferous  larvae  of  the  May-beetle, 
the  archenemy  of  the  strawberry  plant. 
Even  on  that  day  of  such  varied  and  ethe- 
realized  fragrance  the  fresh,  wholesome 
odor  of  the  upturned  earth  was  grateful. 
Suddenly  Webb  straightened  himself 
from  the  sowing  of  the  scale-like  parsnip 
seed  in  which  he  was  then  engaged,  and 
said,  “Listen.”  Remote  yet  distinct,  like 
a dream  of  a bird-song,  came  a simple  mel- 
ody from  a distant  field.  Then  he  took 
Qff  his  hat  and  said:  “Welcome.  That’s 
our  meadow-lark,  Amy : not  equal  to  your 
skylark,  I admit.  Indeed,  it  is  not  a lark 
at  all,  for  Dr.  Marvin  says  it  belongs  to 
the  oriole  family.  Brief  and  simple  as  is 
its  song,  I think  you  will  agree  with  me 
that  spring  brings  few  more  lovely  sounds. 
That  is  the  first  one  that  I have  heard  this 
year.” 

She  scarcely  more  than  caught  the  ethe- 
real song  before  Burt  and  Alf  came  down 
the  path,  trundling  immense  wheelbar- 
row-loads of  the  prunings  of  the  shrub- 
bery around  the  house.  These  were  add- 
ed to  a great  pile  of  brush  and  refuse  that 
had  accumulated  on  the  other  side  of  the 
walk,  and  to  Alf  was  given  the  wild  ex- 
citement of  igniting  the  inflammable  mass, 
and  soon  there  was  a fierce  crackling  as 
the  Haines  devoured  their  way  into  the 
loose  dry  centre  of  the  rejected  debris  of 
the  previous  year.  Then  to  Alf  and  John- 
nie's unmeasured  delight  they  were  per- 
mitted to  improvise  a miniature  prairie 
fire.  A part  of  the  garden  had  been  left 
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to  grow  very  weedy  in  the  preceding 
summer,  and  they  were  shown  how,  by 
lighting  the  dry,  dead  material  on  the 
windward  side,  the  flames,  driven  by  a 
gentle  western  breeze,  would  sweep  across 
the  entire  plot.  With  merry  cries  they 
followed  the  advancing  line  of  fire,  aiding 
it  forward  by  catching  up  on  iron  rakes 
burning  wisps  and  transferring  them  to 
spots  in  the  weedy  plot  that  did  not  kin- 
dle readily.  Little  Ned,  clinging  to  the 
hand  of  Maggie,  who  had  joined  the  fam- 
ily in  the  garden,  looked  on  with  awe- 
stricken eyes.  From  the  bonfire  and  the 
consuming  weeds  great  volumes  of  smoke 
poured  up  and  floated  away,  the  air  was 
full  of  pungent  odors,  and  the  robins  call- 
ed vociferously  back  and  forth  through 
the  garden,  their  alarmed  and  excited  cries 
vying  with  the  children’s  shouts.  In  half 
an  hour  only  a faint  haze  of  smoke  to  the 
eastward  indicated  the  brief  conflagra- 
tion; the  family  had  gone  to  the  house 
for  their  one-o’clock  dinner,  and  the  birds 
were  content  with  the  normal  aspect  of 
the  old  garden  in  April. 

The  last  Saturday  of  the  month  was 
looked  forward  to  with  hopeful  expecta- 
tions, as  a genial  earnest  of  May,  and  a 
chance  for  out-door  pleasures;  but  with  it 
came  a dismal  rain-storm,  which  left  the 
ground  as  cold,  wet,  and  sodden  as  it  had 
been  a month  before. 

The  next  day  was  one  of  sunshine. 
The  birds  took  heart,  and  their  songs  of 
exultation  resounded  far  and  near.  A 
warm  south  breeze  sprang  up  and  fanned 
Amy’s  cheek,  as  she,  with  the  children 
and  Burt,  went  out  for  their  usual  Sunday 
afternoon  walk.  They  found  the  flowers 
looking  up  hopefully,  but  with  melted 
snow  hanging  like  tears  on  their  pale  lit- 
tle faces.  The  sun  at  last  sank  into  the 
unclouded  west,  illumining  the  sky  with 
a warm  golden  promise  for  the  future. 
Amy  gazed  at  its  departing  glory,  but 
Burt  looked  at  her — looked  so  earnestly, 
so  wistfully,  that  she  was  full  of  compunc- 
tion even  while  she  welcomed  the  return 
of  the  children,  which  delayed  the  words 
that  were  trembling  at  his  lips.  He  was 
ready,  she  was  not ; and  he  walked  home- 
ward at  her  side  silent  and  depressed, 
feeling  that  the  receptive,  responsive 
spring  was  later  in  her  heart  than  in  na- 
ture. 

According  to  the  almanac,  May  was  on 
time  to  a second,  but  Nature  seemed  un- 
aware of  the  fact.  Great  bodies  of  snow 


covered  the  Adirondack  region,  and  not  a 
little  still  remained  all  the  way  southward 
through  the  Catskills  and  the  Highlands, 
about  the  head- waters  of  the  Delaware, 
and  its  cold  breath  benumbed  the  land. 
Johnnie’s  chosen  intimates  had  given  her 
their  suffrages  as  May-queen ; but  prudent 
Maggie  had  decided  that  the  crowning 
ceremonies  should  not  take  place  until 
May  truly  appeared  with  its  warmth  and 
floral  wealth.  Therefore,  on  the  first  Sat- 
urday of  the  month,  Leonard  planned  a 
half-holiday,  which  should  not  only  com- 
pensate the  disappointed  children,  but  also 
give  his  busy  wife  a little  outing.  He  had 
learned  that  the  tide  was  right  for  cross- 
ing the  shallows  of  the  Moodna  Creek, 
and  they  would  all  go  fishing.  Johnnie’s 
friends  and  Dr.  and  Mrs.  Marvin  were  in- 
vited, and  great  were  the  preparations. 
Reed  and  all  kinds  of  poles  were  taken 
down  from  their  hooks,  or  cut  in  a neigh- 
boring thicket,  the  stock  of  rusty  hooks 
depleted  at  the  country  store,  and  stray 
corks  were  fastened  on  the  brown  linen 
lines  for  floats.  Burt  disdained  to  take 
his  scientific  tackle,  and  indeed  there  was 
little  use  for  it  in  Moodna  Creek,  but  he 
joined  readily  in  the  frolic.  He  would  be 
willing  to  fish  for  even  minnows  indefi- 
nitely if  at  the  same  time  there  was  a 
chance  to  angle  for  Amy.  Some  preferred 
to  walk  to  the  river,  and  with  the  aid  of 
the  family  rockaway  the  entire  party  were 
at  the  boat-house  before  the  sun  had  passed 
much  beyond  the  zenith.  Burt,  from  his 
intimate  knowledge  of  the  channel,  acted 
as  pilot,  and  was  jubilant  over  the  fact  that 
Amy  consented  to  take  an  oar  with  him 
and  receive  a lesson  in  rowing.  Mrs.  Mar- 
vin held  the  tiller-ropes,  and  the  doctor 
was  to  use  a pair  of  oars  when  requested 
to  do  so.  Webb  and  Leonard  took  charge 
of  the  larger  boat,  of  which  Johnnie,  as 
hostess,  was  captain,  and  a jolly  group  of 
little  boys  and  girls  made  the  echoes  ring, 
while  Ned,  with  his  thumb  in  his  mouth, 
clung  close  to  his  mother,  and  regarded 
the  nautical  expedition  rather  dubiously. 
They  swept  across  the  flats  to  the  deeper 
water  near  Plum  Point,  and  so  up  the 
Moodna,  whose  shores  were  becominggreen 
with  the  rank  growth  of  the  bordering 
marsh,  and  passing  under  an  old  covered 
bridge  they  soon  were  skirting  an  island 
from  which  rose  a noble  grove  of  trees, 
whose  swollen  buds  were  only  waiting  for 
a warmer  caress  of  the  sun  to  unfold.  Re- 
turning, they  beached  their  boats  below 
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tho  bridge.  under  whose  shadow  Un-fish 
were  food  of  I yik$£  Thvrtiltlk  |&>oj>le  Wkrif 
di^mhaVked:  on  d } d ace  d at  m fedifcbau'cs< 
lot \ if: :.j imr>  they  tvouhi  swirly  hook  wudv 
eitu'r  if  never  a fin.  '$»  li$uri$ iva«  euj^tifi - 
eih  &ad  there  was  a ..breat  ideas  h as!)  fur  tit*: 
6{)i^  of  t vm  n i i mi ti.v* v then  began  wIh^ku^ 
mom  re.Hotian  1 1 ban  those  tvf  ig  stcig^  fid - 
howl  Uy jobtiiue  jinlied 
w?b  of  which  she  was  in 
medial  te>iv>r;  They  all  had  good  *povt> 
’..liqmivd^. «ftwf ’the  sttml)b£  fry  t>r the  finny 
frjhes  iiohf  Ii&UtU**dt  '4fy&' vrtdtiiiy  rif  t he  old 
hridgir suiikr&d  fmcti  the  wtdl-kno^n  tend- 
r^tmije  youth  to  take : every  lUi’u.y 
inU»  ife  month  The  day  was  good  ?hi* 
ftsiang.  foe  tiiiii  ylaud^otiseured;  tbj  Ugl'A 
ami  -darkened  the  water  > "*  Indeed,  til  Unit 
b to&ciH  an  irn mature  suufeU  l m & 

&$£  iffh&re  is  but  .a  rzhmimi  tef.A  worm 
^my  w tlftv.;  Jierhjiifc  of  tins’; 


lv  arrows  the  water  from  far  distant  boats, 
while  songs  and  rails  of  birds.,  fimn  and 
oiht\rt  a?  ixed , reached  theft t fVdtfi ^httres. 
;Rnwirdj  toward  a' man  mjftdly  paying  out 
a uxu  from  the  stern  .of  X&%  bout,  ihfe; 


...  . ,.  M WM  ...„(PIPP.._  $§&$? 

#<#«'<  h^ihid  by  'Mr.  j\tarfc&r  who  With  genial 
•gnodfOature  in  vited  them  In  . 

He  had  begun  throwing  bis  net  oyer  in 
the  middle  of  the  river,  hik  y&zxiib&i  row- 
ing. east  want  with  a slight  inclinriliitiu  to- 
ward the?  sonjUi,  fftr  the  yehsott  jjmf.  the 
lido  h swifter  ,»m  the  Mft&kwt  stdfe  The 
aim  is  to  korjj  Rie  net  slrayighf 
ble  atnl  at  vightafig-le*  With  fbe  tidd  The 
t ,-<r« fastis  W^re  «Vioit  /oildvyiixg  Mr  ifarks 
tfeb , #fi$  ab* 
$F  wlpd  eu^bli  ug  theth  to  k®i|n  vie&C 
m.id  liOfwejsa  wdfhout  etfort.  Away  iu 
thhir  w^kc  iHibhed  i&ftf  fe  £ n 'ir- 

regul  fir  tiri^  ah  d f roefi  the^  floaty  4bo  Ut 
; fieet.  below  the  surface,  was-  *sus~ 
{tended  the  ii^h  tyhfgl]  extended  dovrh 
thiriy  or  -fi-irtv  .feet. 'further,  being  k^pt  in 
a vertical  '.position;  by  iron  nnes  sbo  ng 
aloft g its  lower  edgf3  ^t.  regular  mlervals; 
Ihixk  jiie  lowest  kidc  'til  thet  set  waa  from 
fifty  to'  sixty  feet  from  the  surtiu'e.  In 
sluillow  water  nairower  nets  are  ngged 
to  rtoat  yerrically  much  hearer  the  sur- 
face, Mh  Marfe  explained  that  fits  net 
was  about  half  a.  mile  long,  adding 

“ It  * fun  fisbibg.W  a day  like  this,  bid 
\i%  ‘father  lough  iti:"iv  gale-  ’<>f  w.md;  witli 
y'< eir  u-yes.  half  blmded  by  min.  'and  the 
w:‘,vc«i  breaking  into  yon c in utiy  V<<c-  w$ 




IWTty.  for  Burt  liad  /uriiikhhtl  hey  with.  % 
l».o^  pole,  ^m\  tauglrt  her  to  thr^.ov 

fato'  liny  well  /awiiy  fr*>rii  th^  otfiervt.  ' ■ Ak  h 
ippjk,.  eixcijC^  plfiiub 

t$k  >v->r.*ru I tine  ye i low  perch..  At  last 
l ^ mao 5 stioatod : 

“ You  slislU  not  have  all  tlie  hfitioi^y 
Amy.  1 have  ^;hpok  In  inj ^ that 

will  catch  Wgger  fisti  thaw  yo tv  hare  seen 
U*‘duy.  C« uiH>.,  the  tide  i>  going  n<u.  ;oid 
v?e  must  tpi  b)*i  the  cn^k  with  ib  unlt'SS 
' Wfc  tvisjf  to  s^kuid  tlio  night  Oh  u sawcHMiy 
1 *ww  try  roy  luck  at  Hfaddtshin.iT 

over  by  PuJbmol’s  Idaod/V 

Tjic  {vroftpltcf  of  crc^tug  rfvy?e  ami 
Hdlowmg  the  drift  - vwu  do wrv  ioio  ibe 
Sigbiamls  vet*s  a glad  surftrrsc  to  all  and 
tjmr  were  swn  out  irtk>  Aewbivrgh  Bay, 
whose,  bffj^d.  lak^liky  sfirfuce  unrub 
fiwi  by  >i  bypath v . The  sari,  rig  to- 

wsini  the  wektv  ^crttlervd  i'Ohe  lines  among 
the  elbnds/  S>i<x»ps  and  sehmmers  had 
k.*t  sto3T^ge- way,  and  their  suits  fl Hoped 
why  tb^ir  kta^  The  grifid  of 

oars  between  thy  thbie-pins  carwe  distinct.- 
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wind.  With  the  wind,  the  boat  is  apt  to 
go  too  fast.  The  great  point  is  to  keep 
the  net  straight,  and  not  all  tangled  and 
wobbled  up.  Passing  boats  bother  us,  too. 
Sometimes  a float  will  catch  on  a paddle- 
wheel,  and  like  enough  half  of  the  net  will 
be  torn  away.  A pilot  with  any  human 
feeling  will  usually  steer  one  side  and 
give  a fellow  a chance,  and  we  can  often 
bribe  the  skipper  of  sailing  craft  by  hold- 
ing up  shad  and  throwing  it  aboard  as  he 
tacks  around  us.  As  a rule,  however, 
boats  of  all  kinds  pass  over  a net  without 
doing  any  harm.  Occasionally  a net 
breaks  from  the  floats  and  drags  on  the 
bottom.  This  is  covered  with  cinders 
thrown  out  by  steamers,  and  they  play 
the  mischief.” 

“Do  the  fish  swim  against  the  tide  ?” 

“Usually;  but  they  come  in  on  both 
sides.” 

“ Mr.  Marks,  how  can  you  catch  fish  in 
a net  that  is  straight  up  and  down  ?”  Amy 
asked. 

“You’ll  soon  see;  but  I’ll  explain.  The 
meshes  of  the  net  will  stretch  five  inches. 
A shad  swims  into  one  of  these,  and  then, 
like  many  others  that  go  into  things,  finds 
he  can’t  back  out,  for  his  gills  catch  on 
the  sides  of  the  mesh,  and  there  he  hangs. 
Occasionally  a shad  will  just  tangle  him- 
self up,  and  so  be  caught,  and  sometimes 
we  take  a large  striped  bass  in  this  way.” 

In  answer  to  a question  of  Burt’s  he 
continued:  “ I just  let  my  net  float  with 
the  tide,  as  you  see,  giving  it  a pull  from 
one  end  or  the  other  now  and  then  to 
keep  it  as  straight  and  as  near  at  right  an- 
gles with  the  river  as  possible.  When 
the  tide  stops  running  out,  and  turns  a lit- 
tle, we  begin  at  one  end  of  the  net  and  pull 
it  up,  taking  out  the  fish,  at  the  same  time 
laying  it  carefully  in  folds  on  the  gunnel, 
so  as  to  prevent  all  tangles.  If  the  net 
comes  up  clear  and  free,  I may  throw  it 
in  again,  and  float  back  with  the  tide.  So 
far  from  being  able  to  depend  on  this,  we 
often  have  to  go  ashore  where  there  is  a 
smooth  beach,  before  our  drift  is  over,  and 
untangle  our  net.  There,  now,  I’m  through 
paying  out.  Haven't  you  noticed  the  floats 
bobbing  here  and  there  ?” 

“We’ve  been  too  busy  listening  and 
watching  you,”  said  Leonard. 

4i  Well,  now,  watch  the  floats.  If  you 
see  one  bob  under  and  wobble,  a shad  has 
struck  the  net  near  it,  and  I can  go  and 
take  him  out.  In  smooth  water  it’s  like 
fishing  with  one  of  your  little  cork  bob- 


bers there  on  your  lines.  I’ll  give  the 
shad  to  the  first  one  that  sees  a float  bob 
under.” 

Alf  nearly  sprang  out  of  the  boat  as  he 
pointed  and  shouted,  “There!  there!” 

Laughing  good-naturedly,  Mr.  Marks 
lifted  the  net  beneath  the  float,  and  sure 
enough  there  was  a great  roe-shad  hang- 
ing by  his  gills,  and  Alf  gloated  over  his 
supper  already  secured. 

The  fish  were  running  well,  and  there 
were  excited  calls  and  frantic  pointings, 
in  which  at  first  even  the  older  members 
of  the  party  joined,  and  every  few  mo- 
ments a writhing  shad  flashed  in  the 
slanting  rays  as  it  was  tossed  into  the 
boat.  Up  and  down  the  long  irregular 
line  of  floats  the  boats  passed  and  repass- 
ed until  excitement  verged  toward  satiety, 
and  the  sun,  near  the  horizon,  with  a 
cloud  canopy  of  crimson  and  gold,  warned 
the  merry  fishers  by  proxy  that  their  boats 
should  be  turned  homeward.  Leonard 
pulled  out  what  he  termed  his  silver  hook, 
and  supplied  not  only  the  Clifford  family, 
but  all  of  Johnnie's  guests,  with  fish  so 
fresh  that  they  had  as  yet  scarcely  real- 
ized that  they  were  out  of  water. 

“Now,  Amy,”  said  Burt,  “keep  stroke 
with  me,”  adding,  in  a whisper,  “no  fear 
but  that  we  can  pull  well  together.” 

Her  response  was : ‘ 4 One  always  asso- 
ciates a song  with  rowing.  Come,  strike 
up,  and  let  us  keep  the  boats  abreast,  that 
all  may  join.” 

He,  well  content,  started  a familiar 
boating  song,  to  which  the  splash  of  their 
oars  made  musical  accompaniment.  A 
passing  steamer  saluted  them,  and  a mo- 
ment later  the  boats  bowed  gracefully 
over  the  swells.  The  glassy  river  flashed 
back  the  crimson  of  the  clouds,  the  east- 
ern slopes  of  the  mountains  donned  their 
royal  purple,  the  intervening  shadows  of 
valleys  making  the  folds  of  their  robes. 
As  they  approached  the  shore  the  resonant 
song  of  the  robins  blended  with  the  hu- 
man voice.  Burt,  however,  heard  only 
Amy’s  girlish  soprano,  and  saw  but  the 
pearl  of  her  teeth  through  her  parted  lips, 
the  rose  in  her  cheeks,  and  the  snow  of 
her  neck. 

Final  words  were  spoken,  and  all  were 
soon  at  home.  Maggie  took  the  house- 
hold helm  with  a fresh  and  vigorous 
grasp.  What  a supper  she  improvised! 
The  maids  never  dawdled  when  she  di- 
rected, and  by  the  time  the  hungry  fish- 
ermen were  ready,  the  shad  that  two 
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mg  morning.  Perhaps  she  thought  that 
the  leisure  of  Sunday  would  secure  her  a 
more  appreciative  welcome.  The  wind 
no  longer  blew  from  the  chill  and  still 
snowy  north,  but  from  lands  that  had 
long  since  responded  to  the  sun’s  genial 
power.  Therefore  the  breeze  that  came 
and  went  fitfully  was  like  a warm,  fra- 
grant breath,  and  truly  it  seemed  to 
breathe  life  and  beauty  into  all  things. 
During  the  morning  hours  the  cluster 
buds  of  the  cherry  burst  their  varnished- 
looking  sheaths,  revealing  one-third  of  the 
little  green  stems  on  which  the  blossoms 
would  soon  appear.  The  currant  bushes 
were  hanging  out  their  lengthening  ra- 
cemes, and  the  hum  of  many  bees  proved 
that  honey  may  be  gathered  even  from 
gooseberry  bushes,  thus  suggesting  a ge- 
nial philosophy.  The  sugar-maples  were 
beginning  to  unfold  their  leaves,  and  to 
dangle  their  emerald-gold  flowers  from 
long  drooping  pedicels.  There  are  few 
objects  of  more  exquisite  and  delicate 
beauty  than  this  inflorescence  lighted  up 
by  the  low  afternoon  sun.  The  meadows 
and  oat  fields  were  passing  into  a vivid 
green,  and  the  hardy  rye  had  pushed  on 
so  resolutely  in  all  weather  that  it  was  be- 
ginning to  grow  billowy  under  the  wind. 
All  through  the  week  the  hues  of  life  and 
beauty  became  more  and  more  apparent 
upon  the  face  of  nature,  and  by  the  fol- 
lowing Saturday  May  had  provided  every- 
thing in  perfection  for  Johnnie’s  corona- 
tion ceremonies. 

For  weeks  past  there  had  been  distin- 
guished arrivals  from  the  South  almost 
daily.  Some  of  these  songsters,  like  the 
fox -sparrow,  sojourned  a few  weeks,  fa- 
voring all  who  listened  with  their  sweet 
and  simple  melodies;  but  the  chief  musi- 
cian of  the  American  forests,  the  hermit- 
thrush,  passed  silently,  and  would  not 
deign  to  utter  a note  of  his  unrivalled 
minstrelsy  until  he  had  reached  his  re- 
mote haunts  at  the  North.  Dr.  Marvin  evi- 
dently had  a little  grudge  against  this  shy, 
distant  bird,  and  often  complained : ‘ 4 Why 
can  t he  give  us  a song  or  two  as  he  lin- 
gers here  in  his  journey  ? I often  see  him 
Hitting  about  in  the  mountains,  and  have 
watched  him  by  the  hour  with  the  curiosi- 
ty that  one  would  look  at  a great  soprano 
or  tenor,  hoping  that  he  might  indulge  me 
with  a brief  song  as  a sample  of  what  he 
could  do ; but  he  was  always  royally  indif- 
ferent and  reserved.  I am  going  to  the 
Adirondacks  on  purpose  to  hear  him  some 
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day.  There’s  the  winter  wren,  too— saucy, 
inquisitive  little  imp! — he  was  here  all 
winter,  and  has  left  us  without  vouch- 
safing a note.  But  then  great  singers  are 
a law  unto  themselves  the  world  over.” 

The  week  which  preceded  the  May  par- 
ty was  a memorable  one  to  Amy,  for  dur- 
ing its  sunny  days  she  saw  an  American 
spring  in  its  perfection.  Each  morning 
brought  rich  surprises  to  her,  Johnnie, 
and  Alf,  and  to  Webb  an  increasing  won- 
der that  he  had  never  before  truly  seen 
the  world  in  which  he  lived.  The  pent- 
up  forces  of  nature,  long  restrained,  seem- 
ed finding  new  expression  every  hour. 
Tulips  opened  their  gaudy  chalices  to  catch 
the  morning  dew.  Massive  spikes  of  hya- 
cinths distilled  a rich  perfume  that  was 
none  too  sweet  in  the  open  air.  Whenev- 
er Amy  stepped  from  the  door  it  seemed 
that  some  new  flower  had  opened  and 
some  new  development  of  greenery  and 
beauty  had  been  revealed.  But  the  crown- 
ing glory  in  the  near  landscape  were  the 
fruit  trees.  The  cherry  boughs  grew 
whiter  every  day,  and  were  closely  follow- 
ed by  the  plum  and  pear  and  the  pink- 
hued  peach  blossoms.  Even  Squire  Bart- 
ley’s unattractive  place  was  transformed 
for  a time  into  fairy-land;  but  he,  poor 
man,  saw  not  the  blossoms,  and  the  birds 
and  boys  stole  his  fruit.  Amy  wondered 
at  the  wealth  of  flowers  that  made  many 
of  the  trees  as  white  as  they  had  been  on 
the  snowiest  day  of  winter,  and  Johnnie 
revelled  in  them,  often  climbing  up  into 
some  low-branched  tree  that  she  might 
bury  herself  in  their  beauty,  and  inhale 
their  fragrance  in  long  breaths  of  delight. 
The  bees  that  filled  the  air  about  her  with 
their  busy  hum  never  molested  her,  be- 
lieving, no  doubt,  that  she  had  as  good  a 
right  to  enjoy  the  sweets  in  her  way  as 
themselves.  After  all,  it  was  Mrs.  Clif- 
ford, perhaps,  who  obtained  the  profound- 
est  enjoyment  from  the  season.  Seated 
by  her  window  or  on  a sunny  corner  of 
the  piazza,  she  would  watch  the  unfold- 
ing buds  as  if  she  were  listening  to  some 
sweet  old  story  that  had  grown  dearer  with 
every  repetition.  Indeed,  this  was  true, 
for  with  the  blossoms  of  every  year  were 
interwoven  the  memories  of  along  life,  and 
their  associations  had  scarcely  ever  been 
more  to  her  heart  than  the  new  ones  now 
forming.  She  often  saw  with  her  chil- 
dren and  grandchildren  the  form  of  a tall 
girl  passing  to  and  fro,  and  to  her  loving 
eyes  Amy  seemed  to  be  the  fairest  and 
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xmost  perfect  flower  of  this  gala  period. 
She,  and  indeed  they  all,  had  observed 
Burt’s  strongly  manifested  preference,  but 
with  innate  refinement  and  good  sense 
there  had  been  a tacit  agreement  to  appear 
blind.  The  orphan  girl  should  not  be  an- 
noyed by  even  the  most  delicate  raillery ; 
but  the  old  lady  and  her  husband  could 
not  but  feel  the  deepest  satisfaction  that 
Burt — the  oiie  child  that  gave  them  so- 
licitude— was  making  so  wise  a choice. 
They  liked  Amy  all  the  better  because 
she  was  so  little  disposed  to  sentiment, 
and  proved  that  she  was  not  to  be  won 
easily. 

But  they  all  failed  to  understand  her, 
and  gave  her  credit  for  a maturity  that 
she  did  not  possess.  In  her  happy,  health- 
ful country  life  the  girlish  form  that  had 
seemed  so  fragile  when  she  first  came  to 
them  was  taking  on  the  rounded  lines  of 
womanhood.  Why  should  she  not  be 
wooed  like  other  girls  at  her  age  ? Burt 
was  farther  astray  than  any  one,  and  was 
even  inclined  to  complain  mentally  that 
her  nature  was  cold  and  unresponsive. 
And  yet  her  very  reserve  and  elusiveness 
increased  his  passion,  which  daily  acquired 
a stronger  mastery.  Webb  alone'  half 
guessed  the  truth  in  regard  to  her.  As 
time  passed,  and  he  saw  the  increasing 
evidences  of  Burt’s  feeling,  he  was  careful 
that  his  manner  should  be  strictly  fraternal 
toward  Amy,  for  his  impetuous  brother 
was  not  always  disposed  to  be  reasonable 
in  his  most  normal  condition,  and  now 
was  afflicted  with  a malady  that  had  often 
brought  to  shame  the  wisdom  of  the  wisest. 
He  saw  how  easily  Burt’s  jealousy  could 
be  aroused,  and  therefore  denied  himself 
many  an  hour  of  the  young  girl’s  society, 
although  it  caused  him  a strange  little 
heart-ache  to  do  so.  But  he  was  very  ob- 
servant, for  Amy  was  becoming  a deeply 
interesting  study.  He  saw  and  apprecia- 
ted her  delicate  fence  with  Burt,  in  which 
tact,  kindness,  and  a little  girlish  brusque- 
ness were  almost  equally  blended.  Was 
it  the  natural  coyness  of  a high-spirited 
girl  who  could  be  won  only  by  long  and 
patient  effort,  or  was  it  an  instinctive  self- 
defense  from  a suit  that  she  could  not  re- 
pulse decisively  without  giving  pain  to 
those  she  loved  ? Why  was  she  so  averse  ? 
Their  home  life,  even  at  that  busy  season, 
gave  him  opportunities  to  see  her  often, 
and  glimmerings  of  the  truth  began  to 
dawn  upon  him.  He  saw  that  she  enjoy- 
ed the  society  of  Alf  and  Johnnie  almost 


as  much  as  that  of  the  older  members  of 
the  family,  that  her  delight  at  every  new 
manifestation  of  spring  was  as  unforced* 
as  that  of  the  children,  while  at  the  same 
time  it  was  an  intelligent  and  questioning 
interest.  The  beauty  of  the  world  with- 
out impressed  her  deeply,  as  it  did  John- 
nie, but  to  the  latter  it  was  a matter  of 
course,  while  with  Amy  it  was  becoming 
an  inviting  mystery.  The  little  girl  would 
bring  some  new  flower  from  the  woods  or 
garden,  the  first  of  the  season,  in  content- 
ed triumph,  but  to  Amy  the  flower  had  a 
stronger  interest.  It  represented  some- 
thing unknown,  a phase  of  life  which  it 
was  the  impulse  of  her  developing  mind 
to  explore.  Her  botany  was  not  altogeth- 
er satisfactory,  for  analysis  and  classifica- 
tion do  not  reveal  to  us  a flower  or  plant 
any  more  than  the  mention  of  a name  and 
family  connection  makes  known  individ- 
ual character.  She  felt  this,  and  her  love 
for  natural  objects  was  too  real  to  be  sat- 
isfied with  a few  scientific  facts  about 
them.  If  a plant,  tree,  or  bird  interested 
her,  she  would  look  at  it  with  a loving, 
lingering  glance  until  she  felt  that  she 
I was  learning  to  know  it  somewhat  as  she 
would  recognize  a friend.  The  rapid 
changes  which  each  day  brought  were 
like  new  chapters  in  a story  or  new  verses, 
in  a poem.  She  watched  the  transition 
of  buds  into  blossoms  with  their  changes 
of  form  and  color  with  admiring  wonder. 
She  shared  in  Alf’s  excitement  over  the 
arrival  of  every  new  bird  from  the  South, 
and  having  a good  ear  for  music,  found 
absorbing  pleasure  in  learning  and  esti- 
mating the  quality  and  characteristics  of 
their  various  songs.  With  her  sense  of 
humor  their  little  oddities  amused  her.  A 
pair  of  cat-birds  that  had  begun  their  nest 
near  the  house  received  from  her  more* 
ridicule  than  admiration.  “They  seem 
to  be  regular  society  birds  and  gossips,” 
she  said,  “and  I can  never  step  out-of- 
doors  but  I feel  that  they  are  watching 
me,  and  trying  to  attract  my  attention. 
They  have  a pretty  song,  but  they  seem 
to  have  learned  it  by  heart,  and  as  soon 
as  they  are  through  they  make  that  hor- 
rid noise,  as  if  in  their  own  natural  tone 
they  were  saying  something  disagreeable 
about  you.” 

But  on  the  morning  of  Johnnie’s  coro- 
nation she  was  wakened  by  songs  as  en- 
trancing as  they  were  unfamiliar.  Run- 
ning to  her  window,  she  saw  darting 
through  the  trees  birds  of  such  a brilliant 
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flame-color  that  they  seemed  direct  from 
the  tropics,  and  their  notes  were  almost 
as  varied  as  their  colors.  She  speedily 
ceased  to  heed  them,  however,  for  from 
the  edge  of  the  nearest  grove  came  a mel- 
ody so  ethereal  and  sustained  that  it  thrill- 
ed her  with  the  delight  that  one  experi- 
ences when  some  great  singer  lifts  up  her 
voice  with  a power  and  sweetness  that  we 
feel  to  be  divine.  At  the  same  moment 
she  saw  Alf  running  toward  the  house. 
Seeing  her  at  the  window,  he  shouted: 
“Amy,  the  orioles  and  wood- thrushes — 
the  finest  birds  of  the  year — have  come. 
Hurry  up,  and  go  with  me  to  the  grove 
yonder.” 

Soon  after,  Webb,  returning  from  a dis- 
tant field  to  breakfast,  met  her  near  the 
grove.  She  was  almost  as  breathless  and 
excited  as  the  boy,  and  passed  him  with  a 
bright  hurried  smile,  while  she  pressed  on 
after  her  guide  with  noiseless  steps  lest 
the  shy  songster  should  be  frightened. 
He  looked  after  her  and  listened,  feeling 
that  eye  and  ear  could  ask  for  no  fuller 
enchantment.  At  last  she  came  back  to 
him  with  the  fresh  loveliness  of  the  morn- 
ing in  her  face,  and  exclaimed:  “ I have 
seen  an  ideal  bird,  and  he  wears  his  plum- 
age like  a quiet -toned  elegant  costume 
that  simply  suggests  a perfect  form.  He 
was  superbly  indifferent,  and  scarcely 
looked  at  us  until  we  came  too  near,  and 
then,  with  a reserved  dignity,  flew  away. 
He  is  the  true  poet  of  the  woods,  and  would 
sing  just  as  sweetly  were  there  never  a 
listener.” 

“ I knew  he  would  not  disappoint  you. 
Yes,  he  is  a poet,  and  your  true  aristocrat, 
who  commands  admiration  without  seek- 
ing it,”  Webb  replied. 

“ I am  sure  he  justifies  all  your  praises, 
past  and  present.  Oh,  isn’t  the  morning 
lovely — so  fresh,  dewy,  and  fragrant,  and 
the  world  looks  so  young  and  glad !” 

“You  also  look  young  and  glad  this 
morning,  Amy.” 

“How  can  one  help  it?  This  May 
beauty  makes  me  feel  as  young  as  Alf,” 
she  replied,  placing  her  hand  on  the  boy’s 
shoulder. 

Her  face  was  flushed  with  exercise,  her 
step  buoyant;  her  eyes  were  roaming  over 
the  landscape  tinted  with  fruit  blossoms 
and  the  expanding  foliage.  Webb  saw  in 
what  deep  accord  her  spirit  was  with  the 
season,  and  he  thought:  “ She  is  young— 
in  the  very  May  of  her  life.  She  is  scarce- 
ly more  ready  for  the  words  that  Burt 


would  speak  than  little  Johnnie.  I wish 
he  would  wait  till  the  girl  becomes  a wo- 
man and  then  for  some  reason  he  sighed 
deeply.  Amy  gave  him  an  arch  look,  and 
said: 

“That  came  from  the  depths,  Webb. 
What  secret  sorrow  can  you  have  on  a 
day  like  this  ?” 

He  laughed,  but  made  no  reply. 

“Ah,  listen  1”  she  cried.  “ What  bird  is 
that  ? Oh,  isn’t  it  beautiful ! — almost  equal 
to  the  thrush’s  song.  He  seems  to  sing  as 
if  his  notes  were  written  for  him  in  coup- 
lets.” She  spoke  at  intervals,  looking  to- 
ward the  grove  they  had  just  left;  and 
when  the  bird  paused,  Webb  replied: 

“That  is  the  wood-thrush’s  own  cousin, 
and  a distinguished  member  of  the  thrush 
family,  the  brown- thrasher.  Well,  John- 
nie,” he  added,  to  the  little  girl  who  had 
come  to  meet  them,  “you  are  honored  to- 
day. Three  of  our  most  noted  minstrels 
have  arrived  just  in  time  to  furnish  music 
for  the  May-queen.” 

But  Johnnie  was  not  surprised,  only 
pleased,  as  Webb  and  others  congratu- 
lated her.  She  would  be  queen  that  day 
with  scarcely  more  self-consciousness  than 
one  of  the  flowers  that  decked  her.  It 
was  the  occasion,  the  carnival  of  spring, 
that  occupied  her  thoughts,  and,  since  the 
fairest  blossoms  of  the  season  were  to  be 
gathered,  why  should  not  the  finest  birds 
be  present  also  ? 

For  the  children,  May-day  was  a revel 
that  left  nothing  to  be  desired.  They  had 
decided  that  it  should  be  a congress  of 
flowers  from  the  earliest  that  had  bloomed 
to  those  now  opening  in  their  sunniest 
haunts.  Alf,  with  one  or  two  other  ad- 
venturous boys,  had  climbed  the  northern 
face  of  old  Storm  King,  and  brought  away 
the  last  hepaticas  and  fragrant  clusters  of 
arbutus  and  diceutras,  for  “ patty kers,  ar- 
buties,  and  dutcher’s  butchers,”  as  Ned 
called  them,  were  favorites  that  could  not 
be  spared.  On  a sunny  slope  dogwood 
well  advanced  was  found.  There  were 
banks  white  with  the  rue-anemone,  and 
they  were  marked,  that  some  of  the  little 
tuber-like  roots  might  be  taken  up  in  the 
fall  for  forcing  in  the  house.  Myriads  of 
violets  gave  a purple  tinge  to  parts  of  a 
low  meadow  near,  and  chubby  hands  were 
stained  with  the  last  of  the  star-like  blood- 
root  blossoms,  many  of  which  dropped  their 
white  petals  on  their  way  to  Johnnie’s 
throne.  Some  brought  handfuls  of  colum- 
bine from  rocky  nooks,  and  others  the 
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purple  trillium,  that  is  near  of  kin  to  Bur- 
roughs’s white  “wake-robin.”  There  were 
so  many  jacks-in-th e-pulpit  that  one  might 
fear  a controversy,  but  the  innumerable 
dandelions  and  dog-tooth-violets  which 
carpeted  the  ground  around  the  throne 
diffused  so  mellow  a light  that  all  the 
flowers  felt  that  they  looked  well  and 
were  amiable.  But  it  would  require  pages 
even  to  mention  all  the  flowers  that  were 
brought  from  gardens,  orchards,  meadows 
and  groves,  and  rugged  mountain  slopes. 
Each  delegation  of  blossoms  and  young 
tinted  foliage  was  received  by  Amy  as 
mistress  of  ceremonies,  and  arranged  in 
harmonious  positions ; while  Johnnie,  quite 
forgetful  of  her  royalty,  was  as  ready  to 
help  at  anything  as  the  humblest  maid-of- 
honor.  All  the  flowers  were  treated  ten- 
derly except  the  poor  purple  violets,  and 
these  were  slaughtered  by  hundreds,  for 
the  projecting  spur  under  the  curved  stem 
at  the  base  of  the  flower  enabled  the  boys 
to  hook  them  together  and  “fight  roost- 
ers,” as  they  termed  it.  Jtfow  and  then 
some  tough-stemmed  violet  would  “hook 
off”  a dozen  blue  heads  before  losing  its 
own,  and  it  became  the  temporary  hero. 
At  last  the  little  queen  asserted  her  power 
by  saying,  with  a sudden  flash  in  her  dark 
eyes,  that  she  “wouldn’t  have  any  more 
fighting  roosters;  she  didn’t  think  it  was 
nice.” 

By  one  o’clock  the  queen  had  been 
crowned,  the  lunch  had  met  the  capacity 
of  even  the  boys,  and  the  children,  cir- 
cling round  the  throne,  were  singing: 
“Oats,  pease,  beans,  and  barley  grows,” 
and  kindred  rhymes,  their  voices  rising 
and  falling  with  the  breeze,  the  birds  war- 
bling an  accompaniment.  Webb  and  Leon- 
ard, at  work  in  a field  not  far  away,  often 
paused  to  listen,  the  former  never  failing 
to  catch  Amy’s  clear  notes  as  she  sat  on  a 
rock,  the  gentle  power  behind  the  throne 
that  had  maintained  peace  and  good-will 
among  all  the  little  fractious  subjects. 

The  day  had  grown  almost  sultry,  and 
early  in  the  afternoon  there  was  a distant 
jar  of  thunder.  Burt  started  up  from  a 
bed  of  dry  leaves,  from  which  he  had  been 
watching  Amy,  and  saw  that  there  was 
an  ominous  cloud  in  the  west.  She  ac- 
ceded at  once  to  the  prudence  of  return- 
ing, for  she  was  growing  weary  and  de- 
pressed. Burt,  though  he  tried  to  seem 
quietly  and  unobtrusively  devoted,  had 
never  permitted  her  to  become  uncon- 
scious of  his  presence  and  feeling.  There- 


| fore  her  experience  had  been  a divided 
one.  She  could  not  abandon  herself  to 
her  hearty  sympathy  with  the  childreu 
and  their  pleasure,  for  he,  by  manner  at 
least,  ever  insisted  that  she  was  a young 
lady,  and  the  object  of  his  especial  devo- 
tion. Her  nature  was  so  fine  that  it 
was  wounded  and  annoyed  by  an  unwel- 
come admiration.  She  did  not  wish  to 
think  about  it,  but  was  not  permitted  to 
forget  it.  She  had  been  genial,  merry, 
yet  guarded  toward  him  all  day,  and  now 
had  begun  to  long  for  the  rest  and  refuge 
of  her  own  room.  He  felt  that  he  had 
not  made  progress,  and  was  also  depress- 
ed, and  he  showed  this  so  plainly  on  their 
way  home  that  she  was  still  more  perplex- 
ed and  troubled.  “ If  he  would  only  be 
sensible,  and  treat  me  as  Webb  does!”  she 
exclaimed,  as  she  threw  herself  on  a lounge 
in  her  room,  exhausted  rather  than  ex- 
hilarated by  the  experience  of  the  day. 

During  the  hour  she  slept  an  ideal  show- 
er crossed  the  sky.  In  the  lower  strata 
of  air  there  was  scarcely  any  wind,  and 
the  rain  came  down  vertically,  copiously, 
and  without  beating  violence.  The  sun- 
warmed  earth  took  in  every  drop  like  a 
great  sponge.  Beyond  the  first  muttered 
warning  to  the  little  May  party  in  the 
grove  there  was  no  thunder.  The  patter 
of  the  rain  was  a gentle  lullaby  to  Amy, 
and  at  last  she  was  wakened  by  a ray  of 
sunlight  playing  upon  her  face,  yet  she 
still  heard  the  soft  fall  of  rain.  With  the 
elasticity  of  youth  she  sprang  up,  feeling 
that  the  other  cloud  that  had  shadowed 
her  thoughts  might  soon  pass  also.  As 
she  went  singing  down  the  stairway  Webb 
called  from  the  front  door. 

“Amy,  look  here.  I was  hoping  you 
would  come.  See  that  rainbow.”  The 
cloud  still  hung  heavily  over  the  eastern 
mountains,  while  against  it  was  a mag- 
nificent arch,  and  so  distinctly  defined 
that  its  feet  appeared  to  rest  on  each  bank 
of  the  river.  They  watched  it  in  silence 
until  it  faded  away,  and  the  whole  scene, 
crowned  with  flowers  and  opening  foliage 
that  was  tinted  like  varied-liued  flowers, 
was  gemmed  with  crystals  by  the  now 
unclouded  sun,  for  the  soft  rain  had  clung 
to  everything,  from  the  loftiest  tree-top 
to  the  tiniest  spire  of  grass.  Flame-like 
orioles  were  flashing  through  the  per- 
fumed air.  Robins  with  their  heads  lift- 
ed heavenward  were  singing  as  raptur- 
ously as  if  they  were  saints  rather  than 
rollicking  gormandizers.  Every  bird  that 
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had  a voice  was  lifting  it  up  in  thanks- 
giving, but  clear,  sweet,  and  distinct  above 
them  all  came  the  notes  of  the  wood- 
thrush  with  his  Beethoven-like  melody. 

4 4 Have  you  no  words  for  a scene  like 
this,  Webb  ?”  she  asked  at  last. 

“It  is  beyond  all  words,  Amy.  It  is 
one  of  nature’s  miracles.  My  wonder  is 
even  greater  than  my  admiration,  for  the 
greater  part  of  this  infinite  variety  of 
beauty  is  created  out  of  so  few  materials 
and  so  simple  yet  mysterious  a method 
that  I can  scarcely  believe  it,  although  I 
see  it  and  know  it.  Men  have  always 
agreed  to  worship  the  genius  which  could 
achieve  the  most  with  the  least.  And 
yet  the  basis  of  nearly  all  we  see  is  a mi- 
croscopic cell  endowed  with  essential  pow- 
ers. That  large  apple-tree  yonder,  whose 
buds  are  becoming  so  pink,  started  from 
one  of  these  minute  cells,  and  all  the 
growth,  beauty,  and  fruitfulness  since  at- 
tained were  the  result  of  the  power  of  this 
one  cell  to  add  to  itself  myriads  of  like 
cells,  which  form  the  whole  structure.  It 
is  cell  adding  cells  that  is  transforming  the 
world  around  us.”  He  spoke  earnestly, 
and  almost  as  if  he  were  thinking  aloud, 
and  he  looked  like  one  in  the  presence  of 
a mystery  that  awed  him.  The  hue  of 
Amy’s  eyes  darkened  and  deepened,  and 
her  face  flushed  in  her  quickened  interest. 
Her  own  mind  had  been  turning  to  kin- 
dred thoughts  and  questionings.  She  had 
too  much  mind,  and  she  had  passed  be- 
yond the  period  when  she  could  be  satis- 
fied with  the  mere  surface  of  things,  and 
Webb's  direct  approach  to  the  very  foun- 
dation principles  of  what  she  saw  sent  a 
thrill  through  all  her  nerves  as  a heroic 
deed  would  have  done. 

“Can  you  not  show  me  one  of  these 
cells  with  your  microscope  ?”  she  asked, 
eagerly. 

“Yes,  easily,  and  some  of  its  contents 
through  the  cell’s  transparent  walls,  as, 
for  instance,  the  minute  grains  of  chloro- 
phyll, that  is,  the  green  of  leaves.  All  the 
hues  of  foliage  and  flowers  are  caused  by 
what  the  cells  contain,  and  these,  to  a 
certain  extent,  can  be  seen  and  analyzed. 
But  there  is  one  thing  within  the  cell 
which  I can  not  show  you,  and  which 
has  never  been  seen,  and  yet  it  accounts 
for  everything,  and  is  the  architect  of  all 
—life.  When  we  reach  the  cell  we  are 
at  the  threshold  of  this  mysterious  pre- 
sence. We  know  that  it  is  within.  We 
can  see  its  work,  for  its  workshop  is  under 


our  eye,  and  in  this  minute  shop  it  is 
building  all  the  vegetation  of  the  world, 
but  the  artisan  itself  ever  remains  invis- 
ible.” 

“Ah,  Webb,  do  not  say  artisan,  but 
rather  artist.  Does  not  the  beauty  all 
around  us  prove  it  ? Surely  there  is  but 
one  explanation,  the  one  papa  taught  me : 
it  is  the  power  of  God.  He  is  in  the  lit- 
tle as  well  as  in  the  great.  Do  you  not 
believe  so,  Webb  ?” 

“ Well,  Amy,”  he  replied,  smilingly, 
“ the  faith  taught  you  by  your  father  is, 
to  my  mind,  more  rational  than  any  of 
the  explanations  that  I have  read,  and  I 
have  studied  several.  But  then  my  know- 
ledge is  small  indeed,  compared  with  that 
of  multitudes  of  others.  I am  sure,  how- 
ever, that  the  life  of  God  is  in  some  way 
the  source  of  all  the  life  we  see.  But 
perplexing  questions  arise  on  every  side. 
Much  of  life  is  so  repulsive  and  noxious — 
but  there!  what  a fog-bank  I am  leading 
you  into  this  crystal  May  evening!  Most 
young  girls  would  vote  me  an  insufferable 
bore  should  I talk  to  them  in  this  style.” 

“ So  much  the  worse  for  the  young  girls, 
then.  I should  think  they  would  feel 
that  no  compliment  could  exceed  that  of 
being  talked  to  as  if  they  had  brains.  But 
I do  not  wish  to  put  on  learned  airs.  You 
know  how  ignorant  I am  of  even  the  be- 
ginnings of  all  this  knowledge.  All  that 
I can  say  is  that  I am  not  content  to  be 
ignorant.  The  curiosity  of  Mother  Eve  is 
growing  stronger  every  day;  and  is  it 
strange  that  it  should  turn  toward  the  ob- 
jects that  are  so  beautiful  and  yet  so  mys- 
terious that  meet  my  eyes  on  every  side  ?” 

“No,”  said  he,  musingly;  “the  strange 
thing  is  that  people  have  so  little  curiosity 
in  regard  to  their  surroundings.  Why, 
multitudes  of  intelligent  persons  are  al- 
most as  indifferent  as  the  cattle  that 
browse  around  among  the  trees  and  flow- 
ers. But  I am  a sorry  one  to  preach.  I 
once  used  to  investigate  things,  but  did 
not  see  them.  I have  thought  about  it 
very  much  this  spring.  It  is  said  that 
great  painters  and  sculptors  study  anato- 
my as  well  as  outward  form.  Perhaps 
here  is  a good  hint  for  those  who  are 
trying  to  appreciate  nature.  I am  not  so 
shallow  as  to  imagine  that  I can  ever  un- 
derstand nature  any  more  than  I can  you 
with  your  direct  honest  gaze.  To  the 
thoughtful,  mystery  is  ever  close  at  hand, 
but  it  seems  no  little  thing  to  trace  back 
what  one  sees  as  far  as  one  can,  and  you 
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liave  made  me  feel  that  it  is  a great  thing 
to  see  the  Divine  artist’s  finished  work.” 

They  were  now  joined  by  others,  and 
the  perfect  beauty  of  the  evening  as  it 
slowly  faded  into  night  attracted  much 
attention  from  all  the  family.  The  new 
moon  hung  in  the  after-glow  of  the  west- 
ern sky,  and,  as  the  dusk  deepened,  the 
weird  notes  of  the  whip-poor-will  were 
heard  for  the  first  time  from  the  mountain- 
sides. 

At  the  supper  table  Leonard  beamed  on 
every  one.  “A  rain  like  this,  after  a 
week  of  sunshine  has  warmed  the  earth,” 
he  exclaimed,  “is  worth  millions  to  the 
country.  We  can  plant  our  corn  next 
week.” 

“Yes,”  added  his  father;  “the  old  In- 
dian sign,  the  unfolding  of  the  oak  leaves, 
indicates  that  it  is  now  safe  to  plant.  Next 
week  will  be  a busy  one.  After  long  years 
of  observation  I am  satisfied  that  the  true 
secret  of  success  in  farming  is  the  doing 
of  everything  at  just  the  right  time.  Crops 
put  in  too  early  or  too  late  often  partially 
fail,  but  if  the  right  conditions  are  com- 
plied with  from  the  beginning,  they  start 
with  a vigor  which  is  not  lost  until  ma- 
turity.” 

Burt  indulged  in  a gayety  that  was 
phenomenal  even  for  him,  but  after  sup- 
per he  disappeared.  Amy  retired  to  her 
room  early,  but  she  sat  a long  time  at  her 
window  and  looked  out  into  the  warm, 
fragrant  night.  She  had  forgotten  poor 
Burt,  who  was  thinking  of  her,  as  in  his 
unrest  he  rode  mile  after  mile,  holding 
his  spirited  horse  down  to  a walk.  She 
had  almost  forgotten  Webb,  but  she 
thought  deeply  of  his  words,  of  the  life 
that  was  working  all  around  her  so  si- 
lently and  yet  so  powerfully.  Unseen,  it 
had  created  the  beauty  she  had  enjoyed 
that  day.  From  the  very  contrast  of 
ideas  it  made  her  think  of  death,  of  her 
father,  who  once  had  been  so  strong  and 
full  of  life.  The  mystery  of  one  seemed 
as  great  as  that  of  the  other,  and  a loneli- 
ness such  as  she  had  not  felt  before  for 
months  depressed  her.  “I  wish  I could 
talk  to  Webb  again,”  she  thought.  “He 
says  he  does  not  understand  me.  Little 
wonder:  I do  not  understand  myself.  It 
would  seem  that  when  one  began  to  think, 
nothing  that  appeared  simple  before  is  un- 
derstood. But  his  words  are  strong  and 
assured;  he  leads  one  to  the  boundaries  of 
the  known,  and  then  says,  quietly,  we  can 
go  no  farther,  but  he  makes  you  feel  that 


what  is  beyond  is  all  right.  Oh,  I wish 
Burt  was  like  him !” 

But  little  chance  had  Amy  to  talk  with 
Webb  for  the  next  few  days.  He  had 
seen  the  cloud  on  Burt's  brow,  and  had 
observed  that  he  was  suspicious,  unhap- 
py, and  irritable,  that  reason  and  good 
sense  were  not  in  the  ascendant;  and  he 
understood  his  brother  sufficiently  well  to 
believe  that  his  attack  must  run  its  nat- 
ural course,  as  like  fevers  had  before. 
From  what  he  had  seen  he  also  thought 
that  Amy  could  deal  with  Burt  better 
than  any  one  else,  for  although  high- 
strung,  he  was  also  manly  and  generous 
when  once  he  got  his  bearings.  In  his 
present  mood  he  would  bitterly  resent  in- 
terference from  any  one,  but  would  be 
bound  to  obey  Amy  and  to  respect  her 
wishes.  Therefore  he  took  especial  pains 
to  be  most  kindly,  but  also  to  appear  busy 
and  preoccupied. 

It  must  not  be  thought  that  Burt  was 
offensive  or  even  openly  obtrusive  in  his 
attentions.  He  was  far  too  well  bred  for 
that.  There  was  nothing  for  which  even 
his  mother  could  reprove  him,  or  of  which 
Amy  herself  could  complain.  It  was  the 
suit  itself  from  which  she  shrank,  or  rath- 
er would  put  off  indefinitely.  But  Burt 
was  not  disposed  to  put  anything  that  he 
craved  into  the  distance.  Spring-tide  im- 
pulses were  in  his  veins,  and  his  heart 
was  so  overcharged  that  it  must  find  ex- 
pression. His  opportunity  came  unex- 
pectedly. A long  exquisite  day  had 
merged  into  a moonlight  evening.  The 
apple  blossoms  were  in  all  of  their  white 
and  pink  glory,  and  filled  the  summer- 
like  air  with  a fragrance  as  delicate  as 
that  of  the  arbutus.  The  petals  of  the 
cherry  were  flurrying  down  like  snow  in 
every  passingbreeze,  glimmeringmoment- 
arily  in  the  pale  radiance.  The  night 
was  growing  so  beautiful  that  Amy  was 
tempted  to  stroll  over  the  grounds,  and 
soon  she  yielded  to  a fancy  to  see  the  ef- 
fect of  moonlight  through  an  apple-tree 
that  towered  like  a mound  of  snow  at 
some  little  distance  from  the  house.  She 
would  not  have  been  a human  girl  had 
the  wTitchery  of  the  May  evening  been 
without  its  influence.  If  Burt  could  have 
understood  her,  this  was  his  opportunity. 
If  he  had  come  with  step  and  tone  that 
accorded  with  the  quiet  evening,  and  sim- 
ply said, 4 4 Amy,  you  know,  you  have  seen, 
that  I love  you ; what  hope  can  you  give 
me  ?”  she  in  her  present  mood  would  have 
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answered  him  as  gently  and  frankly  as  a 
child.  She  might  have  laughingly  point- 
ed him  to  the  tree,  and  said : “ See,  it  is  in 
blossom  now.  It  will  be  a long  time  be- 
fore you  pick  the  apples.  You  must  wait. 
If  you  will  be  sensible,  and  treat  me  as 
you  would  Johnnie,  were  she  older,  I will 
ride  and  walk  with  you,  and  be  as  nice  to 
you  as  I can.” 

But  this  Burt  could  not  do  and  still  re- 
main Burt.  He  was  like  an  overcharged 
cloud,  and  when  he  spoke  at  last  his  words 
.seemed  to  the  sensitive  girl  to  have  the 
vividness  and  abruptness  of  the  lightning. 
It  was  her  custom  to  make  a special  toilet 
for  the  evening,  and  when  she  came  down 
to  supper  with  a rose  in  her  hair,  and  dress- 
ed in  some  light  clinging  fabric,  she  proved 
so  attractive  to  the  young  fellow  that  he 
felt  that  the  limit  of  his  restraint  was 
reached.  He  would  appeal  to  her  so  ear- 
nestly, so  passionately,  as  to  kindle  her 
cold  nature.  In  his  lack  of  appreciation 
of  Amy  he  had  come  to  deem  this  his  true 
course,  and  she  unconsciously  enabled 
him  to  carry  out  the  rash  plan.  He  had 
seen  her  stroll  away,  and  had  followed 
her  until  she  should  be  so  far  from  the 
house  that  she  must  listen.  As  she  emerged 
from  under  the  apple-tree,  through  which 
as  a white  cloud  she  had  been  looking  at 
the  moon,  he  appeared  so  suddenly  as  to 
startle  her,  and  without  any  gentle  re-as- 
surance he  seized  her  hand,  and  poured 
out  his  feelings  in  a way  that  at  first 
wounded  and  frightened  her. 

“Burt,” she  cried,  “ why  do  you  speak 
to  me  so?  Can’t  you  see  that  I do  not 
feel  as  you  do?  I’ve  given  you  no  rea- 
son to  say  such  words  to  me.” 

“Have  you  no  heart,  Amy?  Are  you 
as  cold  and  elusive  as  this  moonlight  ? I 
have  waited  patiently,  and  now  I must 
and  will  speak.  Every  man  has  a right 
to  speak  and  a right  to  an  answer.” 

“ Well,  then,”  she  replied,  her  spirit  ris- 
ing, “if  you  will  insist  on  my  being  a 
woman  instead  of  a young  girl  just  com- 
ing from  the  shadow  of  a great  sorrow,  I 
also  have  my  rights.  I’ve  tried  to  show 
you  gently  and  with  all  the  tact  I pos- 
sessed that  I did  not  want  to  think  about 
such  things.  I’m  just  at  the  beginning 
of  my  girlhood  and  I want  to  be  a young 
girl  as  long  as  I can,  and  not  an  engaged 
young  woman.  No  matter  who  spoke  the 
words  you  have  said,  they  would  only  pain 
me.  Why  couldn't  you  see  this  from  my 
manner,  and  save  both  yourself  and  me 


from  this  scene  ? I’ll  gladly  be  your  lov- 
ing sister,  but  you  must  not  speak  to  me 
in  this  way  again.” 

“ You  refuse  me,  then?”  he  said,  throw- 
ing back  his  head  haughtily. 

“Refuse  you  ? No.  I simply  tell  you 
that  I won’t  listen  to  such  words  from 
any  one.  Why  can’t  you  be  sensible,  and 
understand  me  ? I no  more  wish  to  talk 
about  such  things  than  do  Alf  and  John- 
nie.” 

“I  do  understand  you,” he  exclaimed, 
passionately,  4 4 and  better  perhaps  than  you 
understand  yourself.  You  are  not  a child. 

You  are  a woman,  but  you  seem  to  lack  a 
woman’s  heart,  as  far  as  I am  concerned 
and  with  a gesture  that  was  very  tragic 
and  despairing  he  strode  away. 

She  was  deeply  troubled,  and  incensed 
also,  and  she  returned  to  the  house  with 
drooping  head  and  fast-falling  tears. 

“Why,  Amy,  what  is  the  matter?” 
Looking  up,  she  saw#Webb  coming  down 
the  piazza  steps.  Yielding  to  her  impulse 
she  sprang  forward  and  took  his  arm,  as 
she  said : 

“Webb,  you  have  always  acted  toward 
me  like  a brother.  Tell  me  true.  Ami 
cold  ? Am  I heartless  ? Is  it  unnatural  in 
me  that  I do  not  wish  to  hear  such  words 
as  Burt  would  speak  to-night  ? All  I ask 
is  that  he  will  let  me  stay  a happy  young 
girl  till  I am  ready  for  something  else. 

This  is  no  way  for  a flower  to  bloom” — 
she  snatched  the  rose  from  her  hair  and 
pushed  open  the  red  petals — “and  yet 
Burt  expects  me  to  respond  at  once  to 
feelings  that  I do  not  even  understand. 

If  it’s  best  in  the  future — But  surely  I’ve 
a right  to  my  freedom  for  a long  time  yet. 

Tell  me,  do  you  think  I’m  unnatural?” 

“ No,  Amy,”  he  answered,  gently.  “ It 
is  because  you  are  so  perfectly  natural,  so 
true  to  your  girlhood,  that  you  feel  as  you 
do.  In  that  little  parable  of  the  rose  you 
explain  yourself  fully.  You  have  no 
cause  for  self-reproach,  nor  has  Burt  for 
complaint.  Will  you  do  what  I ask  ?” 

44  Yes,  Webb.  You  say  you  do  not  un- 
derstand me,  and  yet  always  prove  that 
you  do.  If  Burt  would  only  treat  me  as 
you  do,  I should  be  perfectly  happy.” 

44  Well,  Burt's  good-hearted,  but  some- 
times he  mislays  his  judgment,”  said 
W ebb,  laughing.  4 4 Come,  cheer  up.  There 
is  no  occasion  for  any  high  tragedy  on  his 
part  nor  for  grieving  on  j ours.  You  go 
and  tell  mother  all  about  it,  and  just  how 
you  feel.  She  is  the  right  one  to  manage 
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this  affair,  and  her  influence  over  Burt  is 
almost  unbounded.  Do  this,  and,  take  my 
word  for  it,  all  will  soon  be  serene.” 

And  so  it  proved.  Amy  felt  that  night 
what  it  was  to  have  a mother’s  boundless 
love  and  sympathy,  and  she  went  to  her 
rest  comforted,  soothed,  and  more  assured 
as  to  the  future  than  she  had  been  for 
a long  time.  “How  quiet  and  sensible 
Webb  was  about  it  all!”  was  her  last 
smiling  thought  before  she  slept.  His 
thought,  as  he  strolled  away  in  the  moon- 
light after  she  left  him,  was:  “It  is  just 
as  I half  believed.  She  has  the  mind  of 
a woman,  but  the  heart  of  a child.  How 
apt  was  her  use  of  that  rose ! It  told  all.” 

Burt  did  not  stroll ; he  strode  mile  after 
mile,  and  the  uncomfortable  feeling  that 
he  had  been  very  unwise,  to  say  the  least, 
and  perhaps  very  unjust,  was  growing 
upon  him.  When  at  last  he  returned,  his 
mother  called  to  him  through  her  open 
door.  Sooner  or  later  Mrs.  Clifford  al- 
ways obtained  the  confidence  of  her  chil- 
dren, and  they  ever  found  that  it  was  sa- 
cred. All  that  can  be  said,  therefore,  was 
that  he  came  from  her  presence  penitent, 
ashamed,  and  hopeful.  His  mood  may 
best  be  explained,  perhaps,  by  a note  writ- 
ten before  he  retired.  “My  dear  sister 
Amy,”  it  ran,  “I  wish  to  ask  your  pardon. 
I have  been  unjust  and  ungenerous.  I 
was  so  blinded  and  engrossed  by  my  own 
feelings  that  I did  not  understand  you. 
I have  proved  myself  unworthy  of  even  a 
sister’s  love,  but  I will  try  to  make  amends. 
Do  not  judge  me  harshly  because  I was  so 
headlong.  There  is  no  use  of  disguising 
the  truth.  What  I have  said  so  unwisely 
and  prematurely,  I can  not  unsay,  and  I 
shall  always  be  true  to  my  words.  But  I 
will  wait  patiently  as  long  as  you  please, 
and  if  you  find  in  future  years  that  you 
can  not  feel  as  I do,  I will  not  complain 
or  blame  you,  however  sad  the  truth  may 
be  to  me.  In  the  mean  time  let  there  be 
no  constraint  between  us.  Let  me  be- 
come once  more  your  trusted  brother 
Burt.”  This  note  he  pushed  under  her 
door,  and  then  slept  too  soundly  for  the 
blighted  youth  he  deemed  himself  a few 
hours  before. 

He  felt  a little  embarrassed  at  the  pros- 
pect of  meeting  her  the  next  morning,  but 
she  broke  the  ice  at  once  by  coming  to 
him  on  the  piazza  and  extending  her  hand 
in  smiling  frankness,  as  she  said:  “You 
are  neither  unjust  nor  ungenerous,  Burt, 
or  you  would  not  have  written  me  such  a 


note.  I take  you  at  your  word.  As  you 
said  the  first  evening  I came,  we  shall 
have  jolly  times  together.” 

The  young  fellow  was  immensely  re- 
lieved and  grateful,  and  showed  it.  Soon 
afterward  he  went  about  the  affairs  of 
the  day  happier  than  he  had  been  for  a 
long  time.  Indeed,  it  soon  became  evi- 
dent that  his  explosion  on  the  previous 
evening  had  cleared  the  air  generally. 
Amy  felt  that  the  one  threatening  cloud 
had  sunk  below  the  horizon.  As  the  days 
passed,  and  Burt  proved  that  he  could 
keep  his  promise,  her  thoughts  grew  as 
serene  as  those  of  Johnnie.  Her  house- 
hold duties  were  not  very  many,  and  yet 
she  did  certain  things  regularly.  The 
old  people  found  that  she  rarely  forgot 
them  and  she  had  the  grace  to  see  when 
she  could  help  and  cheer.  Attentions 
that  must  be  constantly  asked  for  have 
little  charm.  A day  rarely  passed  that 
she  did  not  give  one  or  more  of  its  best 
hours  to  her  music  and  drawing,  for 
while  she  never  expected  to  excel  in  these 
arts,  she  had  already  learned  that  they 
would  enable  her  to  give  much  pleasure 
to  others.  Her  pencil  also  was  of  great 
assistance  in  her  study  of  out-door  life, 
for  the  fixed  attention  which  it  required 
to  draw  a plant,  tree,  or  bit  of  scenery  re- 
vealed its  characteristics.  She  had  been 
even  more  interested  in  the  unfolding  of 
the  leaf  buds  than  in  the  flowering  of  the 
trees,  and  the  gradual  advance  of  the  foli- 
age, like  a tinted  cloud  up  the  mountain 
slopes,  was  something  she  never  tired  of 
watching.  When  speaking  of  this  one 
day  to  Webb,  he  replied : 

‘ ‘ I have  often  wondered  that  more  is 
not  said  and  written  about  our  spring  foli- 
age before  it  passes  into  its  general  hue  of 
green . To  me  it  has  a more  delicate  beauty 
and  charm  than  anything  seen  in  Octo- 
ber. Different  trees  have  their  distinct 
coloring  now  as  then,  but  it  is  evanescent, 
and  the  shades  usually  are  less  clearly 
marked.  This  very  fact,  however,  teaches 
the  eye  to  have  a nicety  of  distinction  that 
is  pleasing. 

The  busy  days  passed  quickly  on.  The 
blossoms  faded  from  the  trees,  and  the 
immature  fruit  was  soon  apparent,  the 
strawberry  rows,  that  had  been  like  lines 
of  snow,  were  now  full  of  little  promising 
cones.  The  grass  grew  so  lusty  and  strong 
that  the  dandelions  were  almost  hidden. 
At  last  the  swelling  buds  on  the  rose- 
bushes proclaimed  the  advent  of  June. 
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THE  ONE  VIRGINIA  WITCH. 


THE  singular  incident  here  related  is 
almost  unknown  except  to  students. 
A few  lines  in  the  histories  of  the  State 
are  all  that  the  annalists  bestow  upon  it; 
and  yet  it  seems  that  the  historians  ought 
not  to  have  regarded  it  as  beneath  the 
dignity  of  history.  What  we  wish  to  as- 
certain is  the  character  of  a people — to 
have  the  exact  measure  of  their  feelings 
and  opinions;  and  this  incident  throws  a 
curious  and  unexpected  light  on  the  Vir- 
ginians of  the  old  age.  They  were  men 
neither  better  nor  worse  than  their  con- 
temporaries: mingled  childish  credulity 
with  generous  instincts  and  the  soundest 
good  sense,  and  to  get  at  their  true  por- 
traits we  must  see  the  sense  and  folly  as 
they  actually  mingled. 

The  scene  of  the  event  was  as  strange 
as  the  event  itself;  the  weirdest  of  trans- 
actions had  a frame- work  in  unison  with  it. 

Princess  Anne  County,  Virginia,  ex- 
tends from  opposite  Hampton  Roads  to 
the  borders  of  North  Carolina;  and  this 
long  coast- line  is  broken  on  the  Chesa- 
peake and  the  Atlantic  by  numerous  coves 
and  inlets,  one  of  which  had  a singular  ori- 
gin. A sluggish  stream  formerly  crawled 
in  a northerly  direction  toward  the  Chesa- 
peake, emptied  its  waters  into  a small  la- 
goon separated  from  the  bay  by  a narrow 
sand  bar,  and  escaped  by  an  inlet  at  the 
western  extremity  of  the  lagoon.  A gen- 
tleman residing  in  the  vicinity  was  fond 
of  boating  on  the  Chesapeake,  but  to  reach 
the  open  bay  was  obliged  to  make  the  long 
detour.  In  front  was  the  low  sand  bar  of 
very  inconsiderable  width,  and,  long  med- 
itating on  the  subject,  he  determined  at 
last  to  dig  a canal  through  the  obstruction 
wide  enough  for  the  passage  of  his  boat. 
This  scheme  was  accomplished,  but  the  re- 
sult was  disastrous.  The  Chesapeake,  at 
the  first  high  tide,  rushed  through  the 
opening,  and  carried  all  before  it.  The 
little  channel  became  an  inlet  half  a mile 
wide,  which  would  float  a ship;  and  the 
waters  of  the  bay  were  not  even  content 
with  this  feat  of  engineeringscience;  they 
rolled  steadily  inland,  following  the  course 
of  the  sluggish  stream,  encroached  more 
and  more,  undermined  what  they  did  not 
overflow,  and  one  of  the  results  was  the 
destruction  of  an  ancient  church  on  the 
west  shore.  The  edifice,  beaten  by  the 
waters,  slowly  crumbled,  at  last  fell,  and 


was  completely  submerged.  The  old  tomb- 
stones, with  their  coats  of  arms  and  curi- 
ous inscriptions,  went  with  the  rest;  and 
bathers  near  the  spot  still  occasionally 
touch  them  with  their  feet,  and  are  able 
to  read  the  names  by  the  sense  of  touch. 

Lynhaven  Bay  was  thus  formed — a wide 
expanse  of  water  shut  in  by  low  shores. 
The  surrounding  country  is  wild  and 
lonely.  The  chance  traveller  making  his 
way  over  the  roads  of  oyster-shells  through 
the  weird  thickets  sees  the  gleam  of  the 
white-winged  water-fowl  hovering  above 
the  ripples,  and  hears  the  murmur  of  the 
bay  and  the  ocean.  The  waves  lap  on 
level  shores  clothed  with  junipers  and 
ragged  pines,  and  here  and  there  the  deep 
green  leaves  of  the  cypress  stand  out  in 
vivid  contrast  with  the  oozy  margin.  A 
few  shrubs  only  grow  in  the  sandy  soil, 
and  relieve  its  barrenness,  though  it  yields, 
with  sufficient  attention,  all  the  vegetables 
for  which  the  region  is  famous.  Among 
these  shrubs  the  most  prominent  is  the 
rosemary,  which  grows  to  a large  size,  as 
on  the  banks  of  the  Mediterranean ; and  its 
origin,  well  authenticated  by  ancient  tra- 
dition, brings  us  to  our  subject.  For  a 
century  after  the  settlement  of  Virginia 
no  rosemary  was  ever  seen  there,  but  at 
last  it  was  domesticated  without  the  aid  of 
government.  Somewhere  about  the  year 
1700,  or  perhaps  earlier,  a certain  young 
woman  named  Grace  Sherwood  resided  in 
Princess  Anne.  She  was  a shy,  secretive 
maid,  and  her  neighbors  told  envious  sto- 
ries of  her.  Only  one  of  these  vague  re- 
ports, however,  was  established  on  suffi- 
cient evidence,  to  wit,  that  she  had  crossed 
the  Atlantic  to  the  Mediterranean  in  an 
egg-shell,  had  been  pleased  with  the  odor 
of  the  rosemary  growing  on  its  shores, 
and  on  her  return  from  this  voyage  in  an 
open  boat  had  brought  some  plants  which 
she  set  out  around  her  cottage  “for  re- 
membrance.” 

The  result  of  this  harmless  fancy  was 
that  Princess  Anne  was  soon  covered 
with  rosemary ; but  the  neighbors  of  young 
Grace  Sherwood  were  ungrateful.  For 
want  of  something  better  to  occupy  their 
minds,  they  began  to  gossip  about  her. 
Rosemary  was  sweet,  but  there  was  that 
voyage  in  the  egg-shell  bpat ! It  was  true 
it  harmed  nobody,  but  such  proceedings 
were  uncanny.  Only  witches  who  rode  on 
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broomsticks  to  midnight  meetings  could 
sail  in  egg-shells,  and  as  witches  cast 
spells  and  exerted  malignant  influences 
on  honest  people,  it  was  plain  that  Grace 
Sherwood  was  a witch,  and  ought  to  be 
tried  and  punished. 

Grave  citizens,  solid  men  of  the  county 
of  Princess  Anne,  were  ready  to  give  their 
testimony.  That  egg-shell  voyage  was  a 
fact  established:  might  not  the  witch  as 
easily  bridle  and  saddle  honest  people,  and 
ride  them  to  her  nocturnal  revelries  ? 
Would  not  strange  and  malignant  dis- 
eases, the  result  of  spells,  break  out  in  the 
community?  Nay,  had  not  these  dread 
inflictions  already  resulted  from  the  tol- 
eration of  Grace  Sherwood  ? As  worship- 
ful Shallows  and  Slenders  of  the  County 
Court  of  Princess  Anne,  it  behooved  them 
to  institute  proceedings  for  the  extirpation 
of  the  witch,  if  she  were  a witch. 

That  was  the  question  now  solemnly 
examined  into  by  their  honors  in  the  case 
of  Grace  Sherwood,  the  place  being  Prin- 
cess Anne  Court  House,  and  the  time  July, 
1706.  The  entry  in  the  court  record  is 
the  only  remaining  evidence  of  the  event, 
and  a copy  of  this  entry  from  the  yellow 
old  sheet  is  here  presented,  with  all  the 
literary  and  other  graces  of  the  original 
carefully  preserved : 

Princefe  Annfc  | 

At  a court  held  y®  10th  July  1706 


C Col0  Mofeley,  Capt.  Mofeley  1 
Prefen 1 1 Captn  Woodhouse,  Jno  Cornick  > Justices 
( Capt  Chapman,  Capt  Wm  Smyth  ) 


J.  Richafson — come  late 


Grace 
Sherwood 
to  be 
Ducked 


Whereas  Grace  Sherwood  being  Sus- 
pected of  Witchcraft — have  a long  time 
waited  for  a fit  opportunity  for  a further 
Examination  — and  by  her  Consent,  & 
Approbation  of  ye  court,  it  is  ordered 
y*  y®  Sherr  take  all  such  Convenient  as- 
sistance of  boats  and  men  as  shall  be  by 
him  thought  Jit  to  meet  & at  John  Har- 
per’s plantation  in  order  to  take  y®  sd 
Grace  Sherwood  forthwith  & put  her  into 
water  above  mans  Debth  Sc  try  her  how 
she  swims.  Therein  always  having  Care 
of  her  life  to  preserve  he  [r]  from  Drown- 
ing & as  soon  as  she  comes  Out  yl  he 
request  as  many  Ancient  and  Knowing 
women  as  possible  to  come  to  Serch  her 
Carefully  for  teats  spotts  and  marks 
about  her  body  not  usual  on  Others  & 
y*  as  they  find  y®  same  to  make  report 
on  oath  To  y®  truth  there  of  to  the  Court, 
and  further  it  is  ordered  y*  Four  women 
be  requested  to  Shift  and  Serch  her  be- 
fore she  goo  into  y®  water  yl  she  carry 
nothing  about  her  to  cause  any  further 
Suspicion. 


Order  XX  | Whereas  on  Complaint  of  Luke  Hill 
in  behalf  of  her  Majesty  y*  now  is  ag1 
Grace  Sherwood  for  a person  Suspect- 
ed of  Witch  craft  & having  had  Sundry 
Evidences  sworn  ag1  her  proving  many 
Circumstances  to  which  She  could  not 
make  any  Excuse  Little  or  Nothing  to 
Say  in  her  own  behalf  only  Seamed  to 
Rely  on  w*  y®  Court  should  doo,  and 
there  upon  Consented  to  be  tryed  in  y® 
Water  Sc  Like  wise  to  be  Serched  again 
Bodily.  Experiment  being  tried  She 
swiming  wtn  therein  & bound  Contrary 
to  Custom  & y®  judg*  of  all  y®  Specta- 
tors, & afterward  being  Serched,  Sc  five 
Ancient  weomen  who  have  all  Declared 
on  Oath  y*  she  is  not  like  yem  nor  noo 
Other  women  y*  they  know  of ....  all 
wch  Circumstances  y®  Court  weighing  in 
there  Consideration  Doo  there  fore  ordr 
y*  y®  Sherr  take  y*  sd  Grace  Into  his 
custody  and  to  comm*  her  body  to  y® 
Common  Goal  of  this  County,  there  to 
secure  her  by  irons  or  other  Wise,  there 
to  Remain  till  Such  time  as  shall  be 
otherwise  Directed  in  order  for  her  com- 
ming  to  y®  Common  Goal  of  ye  County, 
i to  be  brought  to  a future  tryall  there 

Edwd  Moseley  Sc 
Jno.  Richasson. 

This  literary  performance,  the  work  of 
that  official  Dogberry  the  clerk  of  the 
court,  whose  reading  and  writing  proba- 
bly came  by  nature,  may  be  regarded  by 
certain  persons  as  obscure,  even  as  bun- 
gling and  stupid.  But  this  criticism  may 
involve  injustice.  A clear  and  direct 
writer  is  not  necessarily  a profound  one, 
and  the  wise  Lord  Bacon  tells  us  that  all 
great  literary  beauty  hath  something  of 
strangeness  in  it,  requiring  study.  Ap- 
plying this  maxim  to  the  production  be- 
fore us,  and  carefully  collating  the  vari- 
ous portions,  we  perceive  that  the  lumi- 
nous record  clearly  sets  forth  the  follow- 
ing facts : 

That  at  Princess  Anne  Court  House, 
Virginia,  July  10, 1706,  their  worships  the 
justices  of  that  county,  in  serious  mood 
and  with  spectacles  on  noses,  did  calmly 
take  into  consideration  the  case  of  a cer- 
tain Grace  Sherwood,  charged  with  witch- 
craft. The  historian  does  not  pause  to 
describe  the  imposing  surroundings  of 
the  trial — the  grave  worships  with  con- 
tracted brows  seated  in  a row  on  the  ele- 
vated dais;  the  packed  crowd  of  worthy 
people,  in  broad  skirts  and  knee-breeches, 
behind  the  bar;  himself,  Dogberry,  C.  C., 
wTith  possible  nasal  intonation,  reading 
the  indictment;  and  poor  Grace  Sher- 
wood, the  witch,  standing  up  in  the  box 
of  the  accused,  but  bending  down  her 
head  and  weeping.  The  foliage  of  sum* 
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mer  brushes  the  windows,  and  the  birds 
are  singing;  but  the  stern  representatives 
of  the  law  are  oblivious  of  this  indiffer- 
ence of  nature,  and  solemnly  set  about 
their  duty  as  the  servants  of  14  her  Majesty 
that  now  is” — that  gracious  Princess  Anne 
from  whom  their  county  takes  its  name. 

The  prosecutor  in  the  business  is  a cer- 
tain Master  Luke  Hill,  who  doubtless 
scowls  fiercely  at  poor  Grace,  awaiting  the 
call  to  testify.  It  is  not  the  first  time 
that  the  witch  has  been  arraigned.  Col- 
lating carefully  the  detailed  statements  of 
Dogberry,  C.  C.,  we  ascertain  that  the 
said  Grace  Sherwood,  having  previously 
been  “suspected  of  witchcraft,”  had  been 
arrested  and  examined,  no  doubt  by  a sin- 
gle justice  of  the  peace;  and  that  the  re- 
sult of  this  trial  extra  curiam  in  the  jus- 
tice’s manor-house  had  been  the  commit- 
tal of  the  accused  to  jail  to  undergo  “ fur- 
ther examination,”  for  which  the  prisoner, 
we  are  informed,  “ awaited  a fit  opportu- 
nity.' 

The  opportunity  is  now  at  hand,  and 
the  charges  are  duly  investigated.  To  the 
damning  array  of  testimony,  by  Master 
Luke  Hill  and  others,  the  weeping  witch 
has  nothing  to  say;  or,  in  the  more  con- 
cise style  of  Dogberry,  “sundry  evidences 
were  sworn  against  her,  proving  many 
circumstances,  to  which  she  could  not 
make  any  excuse.”  Alas!  there  were 
the  terrible  facts;  her  depravity  was 
“proved,”  and  what  she  faltered  out  pit- 
eously was  not  to  the  point.  “She  had 
little  or  nothing  to  say  in  her  own  behalf, 
and  only  seemed  to  rely  on  what  the  court 
should  do” — a frail  reliance  it  must  have 
seemed  after  all  the  mass  of  proof  clearly 
establishing  the  egg-shell  business,  and 
the  spells  she  had  inflicted  on  honest  peo- 
ple. But  what  was  she  to  do  ? She  could 
only  appeal  to  the  mercy  of  the  court. 
And  then  the  witch  no  doubt  covered  her 
face  and  sank  down  weeping,  sorely  dis- 
trusting the  result  of  their  worships’  con- 
sultation. 

The  court  seems  to  have  been  in  a quan- 
dary. There  was  the  law,  and  there  was 
the  evidence.  The  latter  “ proved”  that 
Grace  Sherwood  was  a witch,  and  the  for- 
mer directed  that  witches  should  be  burn- 
ed. But  then  to  burn  women  was  a thing 
unknown  in  Virginia.  Various  persons 
might  have  their  opinion  of  themselves, 
the  worshipfuls,  if  Grace  Sherwood  were 
burned,  and  a certain  flash  of  intelligence 
visits  the  minds  of  the  Shallows  and  Slen- 


ders. There  was  a means  of  infallibly 
determining  the  guilt  or  innocence  of  the 
accused.  As  she  persisted  in  declaring 
her  innocence,  would  she  consent  to  be 
bound  and  thrown  into  the  water  as  a 
conclusive  test  ? If  she  swam,  under  these 
circumstances,  the  fact  would  be  establish- 
ed that  she  was  a witch ; if  she  sank,  and 
were  drowned,  her  innocence  would  be  as 
clearly  demonstrated  ! That  was  fair, 
their  worships  intimated.  Was  the  ao* 
cused  ready  to  undergo  the  ordeal  ? The 
reply  is  concisely  indicated:  judgment  was 
entered  “by  her  consent,”  and  the  court 
duly  directed  the  character  of  the  test. 

The  sheriff  is  to  take  the  necessary  boats 
and  men,  to  conduct  the  said  Grace  Sher- 
wood to  John  Harper’s  plantation  on  the 
shore  of  Lynhaven  Bay,  and  then  and 
there  these  further  directions  of  their  wor- 
ships are  to  be  complied  with.  The  said 
Grace  Sherwood  is  to  be  committed  to 
four  ancient  women,  who  are  to  remove 
her  clothing,  in  order  to  ascertain  “be- 
fore she  go  into  the  water  that  she 
carry  nothing  about  her  to  cause  any 
further  suspicion” — doubtless  amulets  or 
charms  of  virtue  sufficient  to  cause  a per- 
son to  float  while  bound.  Then,  if  no- 
thing of  this  improper  description  is  found 
concealed  about  her  body,  the  said  Grace 
is  to  be  bound — her  hands  only  it  would 
seem — by  the  sheriff;  he  and  his  men  are 
to  conduct  her  in  a boat  to  deep  water, 
and  there  she  is  to  be  thrown  in,  “above 
a man’s  depth,  to  try  her  how  she  swims.” 

If  she  is  guilty,  as  this  honorable  court 
believes,  she  will  swim  in  spite  of  her 
bonds;  if  she  is  innocent,  she  will  sink; 
but  the  sheriff  is  to  have  “a  care  of  her 
life  to  preserve  her  from  drowning.”  A 
final  ceremony,  in  accordance  with  her 
own  request,  is  to  be  observed.  When 
she  comes  out  of  the  water,  as  many  an- 
cient and  knowing  women  as  possible  are 
to  search  her  person  once  more  for  evi- 
dences of  witchcraft,  and  if  such  are 
found,  the  said  ancients  are  to  report  the 
fact  under  oath  to  this  court. 

So  the  trial  of  the  witch  ends,  and  the 
supreme  test  is  speedily  applied.  A crowd 
of  “spectators”  assemble  at  John  Harper’s 
plantation  on  Lynhaven  Bay,  and  it  is 
possible  that  their  worships  adjourned 
court  and  mingled  with  the  rest.  The 
scene  was  still  and  lonely — oozy  banks 
skirted  witli  pines,  and  lugubrious  cy- 
presses shining  in  the  sun,  white-winged 
sea-fowl  flitting  and  screaming,  the  far 
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lines  of  the  Chesapeake  coast,  and  the  dim 
haze  toward  the  shore  of  the  Atlantic. 
On  the  banks  are  the  crowd  of  people  who 
have  come  to  witness  the  punishment  of 
the  first  Virginia  witch,  and  the  sheriff 
and  his  posse  are  ready  to  carry  out  the 
order  of  court.  The  waves  are  lapping  in 
the  grass  and  flags,  and  the  odor  of  the 
pines  mingles  with  the  scent  of  fosemary 
— that  rosemary  brought  in  the  egg-shell 
ship  from  the  distant  shores  of  the  Medi- 
terranean. And  so  the  test  begins. 

The  ‘‘ancient  women,”  no  doubt  resem- 
bling their  respectable  prototypes  in  Mac- 
beth, proceed  to  make  their  examination. 
Poor  Grace  Sherwood,  no  doubt  weeping 
at  the  terrible  ordeal  before  her,  is  divest- 
ed of  her  clothing— in  a place  of  privacy, 
it  is  to  be  hoped— and  her  person  is  close- 
ly inspected  for  some  lurking  amulet  or 
other  protection.  None,  it  seems,  was 
found,  and,  her  clothing  no  doubt  having 
been  restored  to  her,  the  witch  was  ready 
to  undergo  the  decreed  test.  Her  hands 
were  bound,  and  she  was  placed  in  the 
boat ; the  sheriff  followed  with  his  posse ; 
the  fleet  rowed  to  deep  water,  and  having 
reached  a spot  where  it  was  over  a man’s 
head,  the  final  ceremony  took  place.  It 
is  to  be  regretted  that  Dogberry,  C.  C.,  did 
not  find  it  convenient  to  enter  into  de- 
tails, but  doubtless  he  depended  upon  the 
intelligence  of  his  readers  to  imagine  the 
scene.  The  sheriff,  he  informs  us,  was  to 
take  “boats”  for  his  purpose,  and  a num- 
ber filled  with  men  probably  formed  a cir- 
cle around  the  sheriff’s  with  the  view  of 
rescuing  the  accused  if  she  sank  to  the 
bottom.  One  and  all  of  these  honest  Vir- 
ginians, if  we  may  hazard  a conjecture, 
thought  it  a bad  business.  It  was  hard 
to  drown  a woman,  and  doubtless  they 
were  about  to  drown  Grace  Sherwood  ; 
for  was  it  not  “the  judgment  of  all  the 
spectators”  that  it  was  “contrary  to  cus- 
tom” and  the  laws  of  nature  that  one 
bound  as  she  was  could  swim  or  float  in 
water  ? But  there  was  the  order  of  their 
worships,  which  must  be  obeyed  ; and 
suddenly  Grace  Sherwood  is  grasped  in 
strong  hands,  in  spite  of  her  struggles, 
and  thrown  into  “water  above  a man's 
depth.” 

The  witch  plunges  and  disappears,  when 
doubtless  the  cry  rises,  “She  was  inno- 
cent!” But  as  suddenly  she  re-appears, 
and  begins  to  swim  in  spite  of  her  bonds ! 
The  witch  is  a witch,  after  all,  as  their  wise 
worships  declared ; and  never  more  should 


anybody  presume  to  doubt  those  in  author- 
ity! A shout  from  the  crowd  on  shore 
proclaims  the  respect  due  to  magistrates ; 
the  witch  is  dragged  into  the  boats,  which 
are  rowed  back  to  shore,  and  there  the 
“ five  ancients”  remove  her  wet  garments 
and  re-examine  her.  This  time  there  is 
no  more  doubt.  Conclusive  and  damning 
evidence  is  discovered  of  the  witch’s  true 
character.  Two  moles  are  found  on  her 
person,  and  the  hags  hold  up  their  hands 
in  horror.  When  they  come  in  due  time 
to  make  oath  as  to  what  they  have  discov- 
ered, they  will  sum  up  all  in  the  crushing 
statement  that  Grace  Sherwood  is  a witch, 
for  upon  examination  they  had  found  that 
she  “ was  not  like  them.” 

So  Grace  is  taken  back  to  jail,  and  their 
worships  are  in  a greater  quandary  than 
ever.  She  is  proved  a witch— are  they  to 
burn  her  ? Doubtless  that  were  the  true 
course,  in  accordance  with  the  laws  of  the 
realm.  But  then  it  is  a serious  matter  to 
burn  people,  and  the  court  will  consider  it 
further.  It  may  be  that  certain  people 
outside  of  Princess  Anne  are  laughing  at 
the  whole  proceeding.  To  end:  judgment 
will  be  reserved ; Grace  Sherwood  shall  be 
confined  “in  irons  or  otherwise”  in  the 
county  jail,  and  shall  be  brought  to  “fu- 
ture trial” 

The  facts  here  recorded  are  all  that  is 
known  of  this  singular  incident.  A tradi- 
tion has  survived  that  the  young  witch 
died  in  prison  before  that  future  trial,  but 
the  statement  only  rests  upon  tradition. 
But  for  the  entry  in  the  journal  of  the 
court,  and  the  name  “Witch  Duck”  still 
attached  to  the  scene  on  Lynliaven  Bay 
where  Grace  Sherwood  was  “put  into 
water,”  the  whole  story  of  this  first  and 
only  Virginia  witch  would  remain  a mere 
legend. 


LOVE’S  RESURRECTION  DAY. 

Round  among  the  quiet  graves, 

When  the  sun  was  low, 

Love  went  grieving — Love  who  saves — 
Did  the  sleepers  know? 

At  his  touch  the  flowers  awoke, 

At  his  tender  call 
Birds  into  sweet  singing  broke, 

And  it  did  befall 

From  the  blooming,  bursting  sod 
All  Love’s  dead  arose, 

And  went  flying  up  to  God 
By  a way  Love  knows. 
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AMONG  European  types  there  is  none 
more  interesting  than  the  monks, 
who  in  popular  conception,  I believe,  are 
supposed  to  have  been  vastly  instrument- 
al, in  the  Middle  Ages,  in  preserving  the 
foundations  of  modern  art  and  learning. 
They  are  believed  to  have  been  even  then, 
however,  rather  jovial  fellows,  fond  of 
go6d  living  and  a racy  story,  and  are  thus 
represented  by  the  artists  of  the  present. 

I do  not  remember  having  seen  a pic- 
ture of  the  American  monk,  unless  it  be 
in  the  illustrations  of  Chateaubriand's 
Atala,  and  he  is  certainly  not  a familiar 
figure.  But  it  has  been  my  good  fortune 
to  have  seen  something  of  the  climate  and 
soil  to  which  he  appears  to  have  become 
native,  for,  like  nearly  every  one  else  in 
America,  he  has  gone  west,  not  west  from 
Boston  or  New  York,  but  from  the  St. 
Lawrence,  and  he  went  at  a very  early 
day. 

The  Northern  region  of  which  it  is  pro- 
posed to  speak  is,  however,  interesting  for 
many  other  reasons  than  because  the  cru- 
cifix and  gown  stand  out  in  sombre  silhou- 
ettes against  its  historical  ^orizon,  for  the 
monastic  life  formed  only  a part,  though 
a very  important  part,  of  a vast  and 
brilliant  panorama  of  discovery  and  ad- 
venture, and  the  North  Shore  is  interest- 
ing as  a region  toward  which  the  eyes  of 
the  world  were  once  turned  throughout 
an  extended  period,  and  whose  atmos- 
phere is  redolent  of  a somewhat  venerable 
past ; but  which,  in  spite  of  it  all,  has  these 
many  years  lain  well-nigh  forgotten  be- 
hind pathless  forests,  and  has  had  the 
unique  fate  to  remain  a perpetual  frontier. 

It  happened  that  our  tickets  were  on  an 
American  line  of  boats,  and  it  happened 
also  that  while  we  had  hoped  to  find  on 
board  some  gentle  Franciscan,  or  at  least 
some  weather-beaten  voyageur,  full  of 
stories  of  the  early  trading  days,  to  lend 
the  beginning  of  our  journey  a character- 
istic flavor,  the  monotonous  list  of  pas- 
sengers was  only  relieved  by  the  conspic- 
uous figure  of  a venerable  widower,  who 
was  distinguished  by  having  married  four 
wives  of  different  nationalities,  and  was 
now  out  on  wedding  journey  number 
five,  bound,  as  a commercial  traveller  in- 
formed us,  for  “the  great  seaside  resort 
of  the  west,  at  Ashland,”  with  a veritable 
travelling  Babel  of  sons  and  daughters. 
This  somewhat  ambitious  expression  is 


characteristic  of  the  country,  but  not  near- 
ly so  inaccurate  as  may  appear,  for  not 
only  is  this  wide  way-side  nook  itself  a 
surprise  both  in  its  surroundings  and  its 
unsurpassed  accommodations,  but  Lake 
Superior,  which  was  once  mainly  distin- 
guished from  the  sea  by  its  freshness,  has 
now  been  found  to  contain  all  the  essen- 
tial salts,  at  least  in  the  waters  of  Thun- 
der Bay,  a locality  of  which  more  will  be 
said  as  our  narrative  continues,  and  as 
early  as  1851  Professor  Agassiz  announced 
the  fact  that  the  beach  pea  is  found  along 
the  North  Shore,  together  with  other  plants 
and  insects  peculiar  to  the  ocean. 

The  place  of  Lake  Superior  among  all 
bodies  of  fresh-water  is  unique,  with  its 
vast  expanse,  its  headlands  that  repeat 
Gibraltar,  its  islands  that  lie  in  the  dis- 
tance like  mountains  of  opaque  amethyst 
in  beds  of  turquoise  blue  or  silver,  and  its 
waters  cold  as  the  waters  of  the  pole,  and 
so  clear  that  you  look  at  a depth  of  fifty 
feet  upon  beds  of  rock  white  with  silver 
veins,  paved  with  phosphorescent  spar,  or 
glittering  with  copper,  “where  Isle  Roy- 
ale  stretches  her  jewelled  fingers  beneath 
the  waves.” 

Then,  too,  it  has  lain  there  these  many 
million  years,  hemmed  in  by  a rim  *of 
rocky  heights  which  were  twisted  and 
marred  by  the  fires  which  shaped  the 
globe,  and  as  a model  about  which  the 
continent  was  formed,  presents  an  epitome 
of  antiquity  before  which  the  age  of  the 
eternal  hills  is  but  an  instant  in  the  march 
oftime. 

f There  was  a pleasant  surprise  in  enter- 
ing Duluth.  We  had  expected  to  find  de- 
serted warehouses  and  streets  grown  green 
since  the  fiasco  of  a premature  beginning, 
but  the  prosperity  inevitable  upon  its  nat- 
ural situation  seems  to  have  taken  a new 
lease  of  life,  and  there  is  a strong  impres- 
sion in  approaching  from  the  water  that 
the  city  has  grown  in  a single  night,  al- 
most every  other  one  of  the  houses  scat- 
tered well  up  the  slope  of  the  irregular  and 
barren  hills  being  still  unpainted,  and  ap- 
parently occupied  before  completion 

''the  early  French  writers  were  fond  of 
comparing  Superior  to  a bended  bow,  and 
Keweenaw  Point,  stretching  far  into  the 
lake,  was  not  inaptly  called  an  arrow ; but 
the  people  of  Duluth  humorously  speak  of 
it,  or  at  least  of  its  western  end,  as  a colos- 
I sal  hand,  with  the  index  finger  pointing 
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significantly  toward  their  city  as  the  out- 
let and  feeder  of  the  northern  west,  and 
the  enthusiastic  hope  that  it  will  become 
an  important  centre  at  no  distant  day 
bears  every  evidence  of  being  realized,  in- 
asmuch as  it  lies  at  the  head  of  navigation 
at  the  eastern  extremity  of  the  Northern 
Pacific,  is  surrounded  by  the  largest  pine 
forest  east  of  the  Rocky  Mountains,  and 
possesses  in  Vermilion  Range  a deposit  ofj 
iron  of  great  extent  and  undisputed  value/ 

While  at  Duluth  a delightful  jaunt  was 
made  to  the  Dells  of  the  St.  Louis,  where 
the  river  pours  through  broken,  irregular 
gorges,  which  seem  hewn  from  the  solid 
rock,  sweeping  around  enormous  rugged 
bowlders,  and  tumbling  with  impetuous 
haste  over  frequent  falls. 

We  were  told  that  the  river  had  lost 
much  of  its  charm  through  the  construc- 
tion of  dams  for  timber,  but  while  one  re- 
grets these  innovations  from  the  point  of 
view  of  the  picturesque,  the  practical  value 
of  the  stream  becomes  a matter  of  enga- 
ging interest,  when  we  learn  that  with  a 
fall  of  four  hundred  feet  in  four  miles 
there  is  enough  power  to  turn  the  twenty- 
five  million  spindles  of  England  and  Scot- 
land combined. 

/I3ieur  Du  Luth  was  by  no  means  the 
first  to  explore  the  territory  of  Minnesota, 
but  he  was  at  one  time  actively  engaged 
in  trade  at  the  western  end  of  Lake  Supe- 
rior, and  is  said  to  have  caused  his  Maj- 
esty the  King  of  France’s  arms  to  be 
planted  in  a chief  village  of  the  Sioux  in 
1678.  He  may  or  he  may  not  have  been 
' identified  with  the  locality  now  called  Du- 
luth, though  it  is  more  than  likely  that  he 
was,  but  however  important  the  spot  may 
have  been  at  an  early  day,  there  is  little 
in  the  modern  city  to  remind  one  of  the 
past. 

It  is  true  that  in  the  palmy  days  of  the 
fur  trade  there  was  a post  at  Fond  du  Lac, 
within  sight  of  the  hills  behind  the  city, 
but  even  there  every  vestige  of  the  past  is 
gone;  there  is  not  even  a rafter  of  the  old 
banquet  hall  remaining,  and  we  found  no 
one  with  a personal  recollection  of  the 
scenes  along  the  great  portage  to  the  Mis- 
sissippi, when  the  rivers  were  vocal  with 
the  songs  of  the  voyageurs , and  the  wil- 
derness, which  they  never  touched  with 
change,  was  populous  writh  their  half-sav- 
age and  half-civilized  existence,  and  one’s 
consciousness  of  the  antiquity  of  the  place 
is  strangely  at  variance  with  the  impres- 
sion of  one’s  actual  surroundings.  ] The 


prospects  of  to-day  in  this  region  are,  how- 
ever, curiously  interwoven  with  the  ideas 
of  early  discovery,  and  the  mind  reverts 
with  a feeling  of  relief  to  that  earlier  phase 
of  life  which  was  remarkable  alike  for  its 
picturesque  scenes  and  its  striking  histor- 
ical contrast  with  contemporaneous  events. 

In  1600,  after  the  failure  of  Raleigh’s 
Virginia  colony,  there  was  not  an  English- 
man in  America.  Washington  was  not 
bom  until  1732,  and  yet  ninety  years  be- 
fore, the  Jesuit  Jognes  had  landed  at  the 
Sault  Ste.  Marie.  In  1659  two  French 
traders  had  already  penetrated  to  north- 
ern Minnesota,  and  in  1672,  ten  years  be- 
fore Penn  landed  on  the  Delaware,  there 
was  a mission  at  the  Apostles  Islands,  and 
Marquette  and  his  fellow-missionaries  had 
not  only  learned  the  location  of  the  Mis- 
sissippi, but  prepared  an  excellent  map  of 
the  lake,  which  was  published  in  Paris 
while  the  New  England  colonists  were 
still  struggling  with  King  Philip. 

It  would  seem  that  affairs  went  forward 
in  those  early  days  at  a very  modem  rate 
of  speed,  forfthe  missionaries  w*ere  scarcely, 
established  on  the  lake  before  there  were/ 
settlements  of  traders,  with  their  quaint 
block-houses  and  stockades,  and  its  waters 
were  picturesque  with  bright  and  stirring 
scenes  of  life  long  before  the  first  drum-tap 
of  the  Revolution.  The  priests  were  the 
heroic  figures  of  the  epoch,  and  seem  to 
reproduce  the  age  of  saintship,  as  with 
exalted  piety  and  fervor  they  penetrated 
among  hostile  tribes,  taking  possession  of 
the  country  in  the  name  of  God  by  carv- 
ing the  word  Jesus  on  the  trees,  and  when 
tortured  with  diabolical  ingenuity,  weep- 
ing for  those  who  could  not  find  martyr- 
dom a joy.  It  may  be  that  they  accom- 
plished little  among  the  Indians  in  pro- 
portion to  their  efforts,  but  the  character 
of  the  performance  remains  the  same,  and 
the  interest  quickens  as  we  fancy  them 
treading  the  dense  Northern  forests,  float- 
ing down  silent  shadowy  rivers  in  their 
birch  canoes,  or  sleeping  in  the  snow  be- 
neath the  stars,  and  often  enough,  with 
faces  illumined  with  N benignant  piety, 
yielding  up  their  live^/ 

Standing  at  Duluth,  at  the  extremity 
of  the  great  avenue  of  progress,  the  mists 
which  hide  the  past  seem  to  roll  away,  and 
the  bright  panorama  of  adventure  is  re- 
produced in  fancy,  with  its  brilliant  col- 
oring, and  the  buoyant  freedom  of  an  un- 
restrained existence ; the  priests  always 
in  the  lead,  the  discoverers,  the  traders. 
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all  in  the  quaint  and  often  gay  costume 
of  the  time,  in  ever-ending  and  ever-re- 
newed procession;  and  then  the  theatre 
of  action,  the  magnificent  approach  to  the 
country  of  the  lakes,  down  foaming  rivers, 
and  over  unknown  inland  seas,  the  St. 
Lawrence,  the  Ottawa,  the  islands  of  Hu- 
ron, the  Sault,  and  the  new  Pillars  of 
Hercules  at  Gros  Cap  and  Point  Iro- 
quois, which  guard  the  entrance  to  the 
Kitchigami,  with  its  mighty  basalt  hills, 
and  its  silver  mists  in  which  men  floated 
forever  in  enchantment. 

''Eight  miles  from  Montreal  was  the 
feudal  castle  of  La  Salle,  with  its  pali- 
sades and  bastions — not  exactly  like  the 
castles  of  early  European  history  in  ap- 
pearance, but,  after  all,  with  its  tenantry 
and  the  whole  movement  of  its  life  the 
same,  and  called  La  Chine,  from  his  pro- 
posed route  to  China  from  the  upper  Mis- 
sissippi— a project  based  on  ideas  of  the 
nearness  of  China  and  Japan  which  now 
seem  ludicrous  enough,  but  were  then  so 
seriously  entertained  that  on  one  occa- 
sion at  least  Chinese  traders  were  expect- 
ed to  be  found  in  what  is  now  Wisconsin, 
and  a certain  explorer  even  prepared  him- 
self for  a western  expedition  with  gar- 
ments of  celestial  hue/ 

Not  the  least  interesting  feature  of  the 
period,  though  remote  from  Lake  Superi- 
or, was  the  strange  spectacle  of  the  grace 
and  stateliness  of  a court  in  log  cabins 
buried  in  the  dark  Canadian  forests,  and 
the  quaint  progress  of  the  provincial  gov- 
ernors with  their  fleets  of  brightly  color- 
ed boats,  when  the  chivalrous  European 
knight,  surrounded  with  barbaric  splen- 
dor, appeared  as  a patriarch  and  protector 
in  a region  which,  though  far  from  pop- 
ulous, was  already  picturesque  with  the 
life  of  merry  boatmen,  and  resounded  with 
the  joyous  airs  of  France  whenever  the 
traders  swept  in  their  swift  canoes  along 
the  rivers,  or  built  their  camp  fires  for  the 
night's  bivouac.  On  a certain  occasion, 
something  over  two  hundred  years  ago, 
the  Intendant  of  Canada,  with  a view  to 
an  extension  of  the  French  dominions, 
sent  envoys  throughout  the  west  to  pro- 
pose a congress  of  the  nations  at  the  Sault 
Sfce.  Marie,  than  which  there  can  have 
been  few  more  picturesque  assemblies,  as 
the  tribes  came  in  hosts  in  their  birchen 
navies,  with  merry  shouts  and  shining 
paddles,  in  all  the  glitter  of  savage  deco- 
ration, and  finally  gathered  on  the  shore 
in  silent  semicircles  (sitting)  about  a group 
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of  black-gowned  priests,  stately  braves  in 
snowy  turbans  and  eagle  feathers,  and 
French  officials  in  plumed  hats  and  scar- 
let cloaks,  while  above  all  were  reared  the 
cross,  and  a column  “marked  writh  the 
lilies  of  the  Bourbons.”  Here  was  feud- 
alism, the  flavor  of  mediaeval  saintship, 
the  gallantry  of  Paris  and  Versailles,  and 
the  buoyant,  joyous  life  of  the  bourgeois 
class,  all  in  the  heart  of  the  new  conti- 
nent, before  Bunker  Hill  was  dreamed  of. 

The  French  incursion  is,  however,  quite 
as  interesting  as  a repetition  and  epitome 
of  history,  for  the  Latin  race  bore  the 
cross  and  fleur-de-lis  far  beyond  the 
heavy-footed  Saxon,  built  forts,  concili- 
ated the  savages,  and  laid  the  founda- 
tions of  an  empire,  and  then  came  the 
Norsemen,  as  of  old  when  the  south  of 
Europe  led  the  world.  Again  in  the  New 
World  the  Latin  races  were  to  lead,  and 
again  all  that  is  left  is  the  poetry  and  ro- 
mance of  the  past,  like  the  perfume  of  a 
rich  and  brilliant  flower  which  lingers 
long  after  the  substance  has  passed  away ; 
but  the  short  route  to  China  has  been  dis- 
covered, the  sturdy  Norsemen  have  laid 
the  rails,  and  the  fair  dreams  of  those 
early  days  will  be  more  than  realized  in 
the  new  belt  of  civilization  and  commerce 
along  the  boundary  of  Canada  and  the 
United  States. 

There  are  several  ways  of  skirting  along 
the  coast  eastward  from  Duluth.  A jour- 
ney through  the  interior  would  only  be 
possible  for  experienced  woodsmen;  in- 
deed, very  much  of  the  country  has  really 
never  been  thoroughly  explored.  We 
might  have  taken  the  government  road 
along  the  shore,  in  comparison  with  which 
the  roughest  “corduroy”  would  appear  a 
brilliant  modern  innovation.  We  learned, 
however,  that  it  was  merely  a broad  trail 
for  dog  teams,  which  carry  the  mail  in 
winter  to  Thunder  Bay  and  other  places, 
and  were  willing  to  leave  undisturbed  a 
monopoly  which  could  not  excite  the  envy 
of  the  most  communistically  inclined. 

It  would  require  a week  to  reach  Prince 
Arthur’s  Landing  in  a Mackinaw  boat,  and 
while  we  might  have  made  the  “run”  in 
eighteen  hours  by  steamer,  it  was  pre- 
ferred to  combine  pleasure  with  moderate 
expedition,  and  we  accordingly  took  the 
mail  tug  which  plies  between  Duluth, 
Grand  Portage,  and  intermediate  points, 
with  a view  to  an  occasional  glimpse  of 
the  scenery,  which  increases  in  grandeur 
all  the  way  to  Thunder  Cape. 
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In  the  dry  atmosphere  of  this  region 
the  vision  reaches  very  far.  On  the  up- 
ward journey  the  northern  coast  had 
been  visible  nearly  across  the  lake,  stretch- 
ing its  faint  outlines  far  along  the  hori- 
zon; and  now,  eighteen  miles  away,  we 
could  see  every  wrinkle  and  fold  in  the 
mighty  wall  rising  hundreds  of  feet  into 
the  sunlight  in  shining  escarpments  and 
palisades,  cleft  by  shadowy  recesses,  brok- 
en by  bold  headlands,  and  now  and  then 
opening  into  some  exquisite  rock-bound 
harbor  radiant  with  imprisoned  light. 

In  such  a journey  there  is  little  inci- 
dent, and  one  is  content  with  impressions 
that  can  not  be  conveyed.  One  merely 
exists,  exhilarated  by  the  bracing  air,  and 
satisfied  to  bask  in  the  sun,  and  follow 
the  long  irregular  line  of  heights  as  they 
emerge  in  pale  blue  masses  from  their 
robe  of  misty  light. 

It  is  not  safe  to  approach  too  near  the 
coast.  There  were,  however,  occasional 
close  glimpses,  notably  at  Agate  Bay, 
where  picturesque  groups  of  Indians  were 
gathering  the  beautiful  stones  implied  in 
the  name,  which  in  the  rough  are  indis- 
tinguishable to  the  untrained  eye  from  or- 
dinary pebbles,  but  are  gathered  in  quarts 
and  bushels  by  these  dusky-fingered  con- 
noisseurs. 

It  was  not  long,  as  we  pushed  merrily 
onward  in  our  brusque  and  somewhat  in- 
trusive little  craft,  before  we  reached  a 
bit  of  scenery  well  worthy  of  special  no- 
tice in  the  palisades,  which  begin  beyond 
a rock-bound  bay,  and  once  formed  a wall 
which  rose  directly  and  continuously  from 
the  water.  Their  composition,  however, 
is  such  that  this  could  not  long  remain 
the  case,  the  basaltic  columns,  of  which 
the  surface  is  composed,  being  loosened 
by  storms  and  frost,  and  sliding  down  per- 
pendicularly as  the  softer  rock  beneath 
is  worn  away,  or  crushed  by  the  icy  bat- 
teries which  every  winter's  storm  hurls 
against  its  base,  with  the  result  that  the 
effect  of  grandeur  is  heightened  on  close 
inspection  among  the  huge  columns  which 
lean  against  the  wall,  or  lie  shattered  at 
its  base  in  massive  blocks,  and  the  mind 
is  awed  by  a vivid  realization  of  the  forces 
by  which  they  were  formed,  and  which 
have  left  the  underlying  portions  twisted 
and  curved  in  a manner  which  defies  de- 
scription. 

It  will  be  remembered  that  before  1842 
the  Great  Lakes  formed  part  of  the  bound- 
ary line  of  the  United  States.  At  Pigeon 


River  we  crossed  the  present  line,  which 
includes  Isle  Royale,  and  extends  along 
a remarkable  chain  of  lakes  and  streams 
reaching  to  the  Lake  of  the  Woods,  which 
once  formed  an  important  highway,  fol- 
lowed by  the  traders,  who  after  a journey 
of  several  thousand  miles,  arrived  at  the 
Grand  Portage  in  their  canoes  with  more 
regularity  than  a modern  steamer  in  its 
trip  around  the  lakes. 

The  territory  thus  acquired  is  still  vir- 
tually terra  incognita . There  are  no  set- 
tlements inland,  and  the  few  scattered 
towns  along  the  lake  are  the  result  of 
mining,  which  has  been  encouraged  by 
the  geological  surveys,  but  which,  wheth- 
er the  deposits  of  silver  and  other  metals 
be  rich  or  otherwise,  will  not  soon  be  car- 
ried forward  without  the  utmost  diffi- 
culty, and  the  mines  can  now  only  be 
reached  from  the  coast  by  “ packing.” 

At  the  Grand  Marais,  one  of  these  towns, 
where  there  was  considerable  delay,  it 
was  our  good  fortune  to  catch  a glimpse 
of  local  life,  and  see  the  trains  of  gaunt 
Indian  figures,  with  4 ‘packs”  on  their 
backs,  supported  by  straps  around  the 
forehead,  ascending  a rocky  portage  in 
single  file,  something  like  the  carriers  of 
South  America,  or  the  arrieros  of  Spain. 
A more  novel  make-shift  for  a team,  how- 
ever, used  in  winter,  consists  of  a dog,  a 
billy-goat,  and  a mule,  a combination  of 
character  in  the  latter  two  animals  which 
comically  typifies  the  persistence  neces- 
sary in  local  operations,  and  is  oddly 
characteristic  of  a region  where  literally 
the  earth's  crust  is  so  bare  that,  were  the 
forests  removed,  a few  heavy  rains  would 
wash  away  what  little  soil  there  is,  and 
leave  a continuous  line  of  rocky  hills  all 
the  way  eastward  from  Duluth,  not  un- 
like the  Riviera  of  southern  France,  ex- 
cept in  elevation,  and  if  recollection 
serves  us  rightly,  even  more  jagged  and 
splintered  in  their  savage  grandeur. 

/One  of  the  most  interesting  places  in  the 
early  history  of  Lake  Superior  was  Grand 
Portage,  on  Grosselier  or  Pigeon  River. 
In  1679  Du  Luth  built  a fort  there,  the 
ruins  of  which  were  still  visible  a few 
years  since,  but  the  real  importance  of  the 
place  did  not  begin  until  after  the  estab- 
lishment of  the  Northwest  Company, 
though  at  the  signing  of  the  Declaration 
of  Independence  it  is  said  to  have  already 
been  a commercial  emporium  of  the  back- 
woods,  bright  with  a motley  and  bizarre 
existence. 
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pteytsj*  \ sotne  t^il  .or  t tm^hi ury 
m th^t  | 'At  certain  arttoum  they  cantr  t<*  the 
t&fthe  i Grand  Portage,  sand  later  to  Fori  William. 
a^jr;a*t  ' in  namher^  swelling  the  ponubUnm  le> 
whose  I sev^ml  .tli<iHRrtihl>s.  soul  it  w$u*  mS'briuNjr: 
Aoii  in  :t  season  of  festivity  anti  rejoicing  w lien 
,'j  tild  jout  rilk-t?  Retires  of  clkt^>rr  a£^: 

n feeF were  . reoewrd  over 
in  the  bumpers.  During  Uip  day  there  vrem 
StadF  wrcHtliBgr  -:Jp8u&i  fflimcv*  m 

oFten  the  open  an¥,  &W>,  n \g)\t  the 

y post  grout  barn^hH  hall  yvfiUf; Us . low  oyUihg 
it  veas:  ' was ' b^^edMor  thb 
mbit*  pine  knots  Hnn$dtn#  its.  iMisUnfkd  deeoru- 
liiade  ikm-b& 

>dy  of  the  corners,  yutfasses  crossed  with  Huts- 
ons i>f s'  kpts  the  walls,  and  an 

ev-  uee^S'totiiii .hm ti tii'xii g antlers,  which 
sUion*  may  have  been,  the  gift  of  some  Highland 
Hftnift,  I taddby;  fw’e^n^dy  was  by  no  ni&un*  a 
| ibeb*  | stranger  to  (he  fur  I red**, 
lid  be  j The  ruling  social  ehihinif,  liovyeeer,  wh s 
canoes  always  Freheb;,.  and  there  are  few  more 
to  i-ap-  j pief  Uf^Thfr  affair^  1 Wo  tUbsh  border  ball 3, 

I if  ^ of  f with  ^|>c^ed  of  a bag'pi.jte* 

trjjrfc  Jtfer'  | n ddclhe  uitd  a fliUtyto  the  mtikie  bfwhjeh 
pSliM  the  dark-eyed  half  breed  girls  iootip 
li  they  • through  the  stately  Uow.-s  with  0p  wild 
uigin\yj  gkaey  aiidf repdoru  of  Um  woods.  with  gay 
^unh  ; u;o  ho^rs  vvbo  were  doubtless  very  band- 
hi  Kt  si.une  m their  soft  brown  beer-skin  Ivg- 
songs.  f gmgs,  their  hhm  CHpolerv  ami  senrl^t  vior 

[ eh.  froin  v/biieb  living  glUknung  knives  &mi 

j nrohrOidertd  Indian  ptmebe*. 


* AtttfPwi*  fcilfcigc,  ';u>uihvr-  utnu:  - e 


THE  NORTH  SHORE. 


ThesteamerfrornGratidPortage  brought  esqtte  log  bank,  which,  with  ite  quaint  ga 
m into  Thunder  Bay  at  night,  and  there  j bles,  really  looks  as  if  it  were  built  to. 
were  only  passing  glimpses  in  the  evening  j please  some  idle  fancy, 
of  clusters  of  curiously  indented  islands,  j On  learning,  however,  of  the  sums  that 
with  long  tapering  points,  and  the  irregti-  are  being  laid  out  in  docks  and  piers,  and 
lor  coast  of  the  mainland,  with  an  occa* 
siotuil  Indian  lodge,  a few  indistinct  fig 
tires  before  a camp  fire,  and  two  or  three 
cauoes  drawn  up  on  the  shore,  or  a soli- 
tary “ light"  on  some  wind-swept  rock, 
run  up  on  a pble,  in  lieu  of  a light  house,  m 
before  a rickety  hut,  which  looked  the  pic- 

Prince  A rt h u r's Land i n g.  on  Thunder  Bay, 
is  a creation  of  New  Canada.  It  is  true 
it  is  not  much  of  a place  as  yet,  and  there 
was  the  least  suggestion  in  the  tinkling 
bells  of  one-horse  carts  that  jogged  .slow- 
ly along  the  village  streets  of  the  delicious 

towns  along  the  St.  Lawrence  River,  ami 
the  lawyer  and  banker  walked  about  the 

One  mw  more  of  the  life  of  the  place  in 
the  long  twilight  of  pleasant  summer  ^ISSIflSEt 
evenings,  when  all  the  town  was  out,  and 

unm'ing  in  craft  that  were  quite  luxurious 

enough  for  Quebec  or  Montreal,  and  a Heel  * ; . ; 

of  white-winged  yachts  rode  buoyantly  in 

the  bay.  dipping  with  the  rising  swells  as  a y 

swallow  dips  and  soars  against  a freshen  : 

place.  There  were  smart,  tidy  shops  that  l , 

remind  one  of  an  English  village,  where 

one  can  buy  articles  of  luxury  not  to  be 

found  in  our  larger  country  towns,  and 

not  always  in  our  cities.  A ruined  stock  - 

dim i massacres  and  a frontier  life,  was 

built  to  anticipate  the  Fenian  in  suasion.  C 

The  government  yard  contained  the  gig  • v 

through  here  with  troops ; and  as  we  st  mil 

fore  the  Queen’s  Hotel,  groups  of  dusky 
figures  basking  in  the  sun  along  tin;  beach, 
the  brilliant  atmosphere,  the  magnificent 
scenery,  \vith  Pic  Island  lying  in  the  dis- 

XaplpH,  created  a vivid  impression  of  many  y v .*> 

a sunny  nook  along  the  Italian  coast. 

There  is  not.  in  fact,  much  about  the  Land 
ing  to  remind  cme  of  the  frontier,  except 

tin?  sameness  of  the  houses  and  a pictur*.  tuf.  vimi.'*  iwuirn ;k:  in.  isla.np. 
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surrounded  by  the  judge,  a lawyer,  two  ed- 
itors, and  a sheriff-- -a  combination  which 
would  naturally  have  a portentous  aspect : 
but  though  we  were  arrested  rather  sum- 
marily in  our  course,  it  was  only  to  be  pre- 
sented to  the  postmaster,  and  a civil  engi- 
neer, said  to  be  very  familiar  with  the  coun- 
try, and  it  was  not  long  before  we  were 
thoroughly  at  home  among  friends,  many 
of  whom  devoted  themselves  to  our  serv 
ice  with  engaging  hospitality. 

Accordingly  the  following  morning  we 
became  their  guests  hi  an  excursion  to 
* 4 the  Nipigon,"  one  hundred  miles  away. 
On  this  occasion  we  enjoyed  the  use  of  a 
private  launch,  a sort  of  propeller,  lug.  and 
yacht  combined,  provided  by  the  president 
(reeve)  of  the  village,  and  an  intelligent 
and  enterprising  merchant,  and  nothing 
could  have  been  more  agreeable  than  our 
surroundings  on  setting  forth;  the  exhil- 
arating freshness  of  the  Northern  morn 
i'iig;  the  landscape  gradually  stealing  from 
a silent  world  of  mist,  which  broke  up  with 
shifting  irregular  patches  of  blue  between 
its  vapory  masses;  and  then  as  we  ap- 
proached the  pier,  what  a spectacle  lay  be- 
fore the  eye  1— the  bending  lines  of  hills 
stretching  in  gentle  curves  far  out  to  sea, 
with  increasing  elevation  to  Thunder 
Cape,  and  Pie  Island  in  the  foreground 
(the  latter  once  a projection  of  the  shore), 
inclosed  with  mural  cliffs  from  eight  to 
fourteen  hundred  feet  in  height  a vast 
rpck-rimmed  basin,  radiant  with  light  and 

militating 
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that,  with  only  1300  people,  the  village 
lias  laid  twelve  miles  of  track  against 
heavy  odds  to  meet  the  Canadian  Pacific, 
extending,  as  it  were,  a royal  invitation 
to  that  line  to  make  this  its  eastern  termi- 
nus for  the  present  in  preference  to  the 
neighboring  village  of  Fort  William,  we 
were  whisked  from  idle  fancies  to  the  prac- 
tical realities  of  the  present,  and  felt  the 
bracing  atmosphere  of  enterprise  and  com- 
petition. 

A friendly  greeting  at  the  landing  had 
been  assured  through  letters  from  Duluth, 
and  as  we  happened  into  the  post-office  the 
evening  of  the  day  of  our  arrival  $ we  were 


color.  There 
stretches  of  soft  rich  purple,  followed  by 
purplislngmys  and  greens  a little  farther 
out,  and  finally  a pale  blue  bed  about  the 
distant  islands,  which  lay  dark  and  mass- 
ive across  our  path,  their  huge  crowns 
silhouetting  in  clear-cut  outlines  against 
the  eastern  sky,  while  a soft  mirage  lifted 
the  distant  heights  of  Isle  Royale  across 
the  outer  gaps  in  white  and  shining 
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lj#ht.  But  i\  Mvas  not  imtii  gtaddhHy  r rtum  rrvfcr  liln-  t.!m  I>^fiubvi  ov  Rlani*; 
mtrmhxi  Thunder  Cape  -that ..we  r^]ivt:h^|:4%Aro' • the  ^ifert  yvflfc . <>f  ; 5* . ■ sa  ihh  Jerg^ j 
hdi  effect.  Then  liOM'  thvf  UM^hty  masses  nimuihdVj  while  £i\\\  agitifi  tin*  *i|v 

ruled  us’  AYluU  silent  Isolation!  Am)  peaninco  wholly  ?ik<  ehc  as  Wh 

'supreme  Mmy  wro  a>  dmc  srotik<ct  fi;i-  ;•  *\vcpt  by  brrr&y  hea  < l la  ml; * nidi  project- 
\jfa1%  ih^vn  upon  us  acres*  iiV#u.r  mg  K*pfs  of  dark  drown  rock  fringed  with 

Midhini  yvars  since  the-  earth  wa*  ymmg^-o  rarlio^  foam.  or  :>?nppi>!  o*  slouch  sonic 
ami  their  scarred  uuif  w.rji/lyhxl  fn^ntH  ! bmkriJ  |dhy  hf  bli&lfe- : URit k%\  AVit  1 i' 

• **:.  ,^d  rhr  vuntuif  o relation  ? : palche^  ol  vrdow.  hrowu,  m.ul  ruvcjy  ami 

Patti l}.el  AtiiU  Tliutider  Bciy;  ami  .:br>Jy,  [••em^yy:  ^ith  rJ fc:* lij&iUiyU ' ^oa-tiy *; •*  • 

wiaiftiteiil.  iV*n\r  It  by  'the-,  capo.  he*  1'muMc  ; Tip*  follow* net  cvxuidig. found  us  ui.  hvd 
Ray;  ^mi'hiiii.ir'iurahd  Pearly  forty  mile*.  jj  Rnein  in  llu-  head  of  Nipigon  U,»y.  where 
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while  ‘ “ ttW  iS,i|iigdti*‘-  iwk;i)f>>md  li.be  : a rivt*  a chain  of  lakes 

the  refcl-  ami  equally  extensive.  hi*  close  j lmked  hy  a.serie*  of  bid ling  mphR  A visit 
. : ii  ' .,  • w>us  maife uv i fi Cr of  t.lie  p t yof  the 

At  Hmlsdu c^riniiudimis 

i-ti  at  ^dver  j*Vi.  which  at  mm  tiiuo  ere  : modern hii*uhn<rrc.un<wjsh^ :oh if -t hei'e-lab- 
aiyd  ;»  furor  n<  the  .^tulali'vr  vow!;  I amt  ; oraU-lyiluiZhn}  Uu;;  mghouuvilk  li^pp| 
1*  uni«pie,  i helieve.  intnoA  n ^ 

>he  .‘iiiaft  hoiiiy  sunk  fmocp  hundred  feci  | dm  fi&tt'ms  oi  .**•  ^xk.! mam  .AyoeriviOt  lisly 
d\vi>o>h  >fc  rork  vviiieh  was  ui  :ynially  ojiJy  onia  u.  aud  «t  .Lfu»xify ■Jrs.t-Of  ajn -.ok fed  trout. 
h.Hy  hr  sovouiy  h-r i in  cyvunit;  ami  undl  • cautrhr  hy  dilieivni  oa.rO,-\.  iish 

a ,Vu-s  » '-Ihbecl  wa>  suhmergf^l  io  >wvry  ' ;<>fion  tippioa  da*  ^ ah-s  ||  d*on/  i-v-  h> 
hfMiV y sen.  wa-aa  pounds  fji  du’  hiwir^'  of  OHr  stay 

itr,  l^WtV  who  tiir^  WiiVrAriV^ ’of  ^ tSyS^e  wri  iMfiit  $P.  Tw 

ihb  Js&i&Az  ex  peil  itic/ti  i h i$M  * v ilmu  ^thirK-h t ^ <?? oi  tl jy 

mfre  thirty-  ^\t  ihcaii^ari'd  | expah^iiciiiK  of  tile  t wi.y 

ixhiia\h>  in  the<  iake>  most  of  wid^U  Ija  - .af)ov».v  r|’U<T  roii^  tav' 

tFie  tdAwtly:<if  the&t*  thr^e*  hay^  arv4  t>U  4lu3r^: ^yrrohiHled  hysiAju^of 
v»i<me  Point  iylncli  h'rhhoO  yrly^rx;:  li»dih.v»  d<A  l»hnkiiir  iu  th*;  *>i;o  , 

M&rd  frv>ra  i tie  western  eytt^mity  ‘ tbr  ^|itl  iha-i».VK*h  aw  iju-*  Nipjgrm  I»!<hajn 

and  as  nv  pa^od  nm  a? on.»-  j v‘.i;Moi  v warj,k».-  a^ul 

«<v\  Unr  n«wndundt  there at  iuiiO  hhr-  hav,c?oM.%  thy  preo  nt.  pra.'afo * w*Miem^| 

. hripfes&fioti  t hat  Ohe  was’  ftoaiin^  do\vii  iot#  the  suee^  of  the  Cat  holic 
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tation  to  the  Manitoulin  Isl- 
antis,  in  Lake  Huron,  to  ask 
the  establishment  of  a mis- 
sion on  the  North  Shore, 
and  two  priests— Fathers  Du 
Ranquet  and  Con  in — were 
accordingly  sent  to  the  post 
at  Pigeon  River,  but  sub- 
sequently removed  to  the 
vicinity  of  Fort  William, 
where  there  is  now  a con- 
siderable establishment,  the 
school  buildings,  church, 
and  monastery  lying  in 
green  fields  along  the  riv- 
er-bank against  a mountain 
background.  Our  first  visit 
was  made  on  a warm  day  iu 
June. 


A few  canoes  were 
lying*  on  the  shore  before  a 
group  of  scattered  cottages, 
and  the  place  seemed  silent, 
as  all  old  places  do.  We 
passed  a large  field  yellow 
with  buttercups,  and  as  we 
let  down  the  bars  on  appar- 
ently deserted  grounds,  and 
ascended  a narrow  project- 
ing wharf,  a bright -eyed 
V k little  Indian  boy  offered  to 

ferry  us  across  There  was 
an  ascent  of  a steep  am!  rick- 
ety pair  of  stairs  on  the  oppo- 
site bank,  and  we  found  our- 
selves in  the  quaint  porch  of 
the  little  monastery,  where  a 
tall,  spare  priest  with  a plea- 
sant face  gave  us  welcome. 

There  were  many  pleasant  hours  spent 
at  the  mission,  full  of  interesting  informa- 
tion. In  the  conversion  of  the  Indian  it 
seems,  curiously  enough,  that  the  main 
bulwark  to  be.  carried  is  his  Fondness  for 
drumming-- a ceremony  sensei  ess  and  mo- 
notonous enough  to  us,  but  full  of  myste- 
rious importance  to  those  who,  in  the  sim- 
plicity of  race  childhood,  are  awed  by  nat- 
ural phenomena,  and  especially  in  winter 
are  lonely  and  full  of  a superstitious  fear 
of  tempests,  and  practice  this  pagan  rite 
by  way  of  solace  and  protection. 

Sometimes  in  a storm  a king  smoky  wig- 
wam will  be  tilled  with  Indians  surround- 
ing drummers,  who  continue  their  monot- 
onous ceremony  throughout  the  day  and 
night,  until  the  feeling  becomes  so  intense 
that  one  may  pass  back  ami  forth  among 
them  without  attracting  notice.  Howev- 
er, when  once  thoroughly  Christianized, 
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were  scattered  in  picturesque  groups,  usu- 
ally with  a lev/  nets  and  brightly  colored 
garments  drying  in  the  stui  before  them, 
and  Indian  women  repairing cunoes along 
the  beach. 

The  Canadians  have  an  English  fond 
ness  for  long  jaunts,  at  least  in  this  part 
of  Canada,  and  we  had  scarcely  returned 
from  the  Nipigon  when  our  friends  pro- 
posed an  expedition  inland  to  the  Kaka- 
bikka  Falls. 

During  the  days  spent  in  preparation 
for  the  inland  journey  (for  our  Canadian 
cousins  have  mi  Euglish  system  in  their 
business)  tile  time  was  passed  at  the  mis- 
sion ami  Fort  William. 

Years  ago  the  Chippeways  sent  a depu 


>k\r#h>b'  AJ  VMK/  W u.uhJ* 


•-JP^‘; 1%''  4rit‘m‘ ; .i*vv;iV  ytidy*  . i’Ui 
ffeto  WuMiH/sr  trying ..^«knui>«ta>uct^;  hntl 
ocrassi on  wlicy^i’orrt* 
H*®?  rapid  in  A sLonivtJie 
^|Vai^:'\\l^re  Mack.  Oio yviiid  hJfcW-i U g;nj>is, 
;kid  ihtf  xiftrk  .'sprtiW  ^vomls  racked  '$$$& 
ms  *'s  \ve  shut  through  the  white  fouuv 
■iud  tny  gnith*,  w 1 i * t \v as  a ("I vv is  t m f i , o h an L - 

kli  'Itjfpin-  witty# 

•a  worhtermg  u wr?v  cunl  a ^uftolixk niih^ling 
^vv;^»r  ff&jityp.  isiml  y Christ  feto  .toJAcey 
Ki^vk^of  jrmfc  mon&Ji.ty?-  however*  ewu 
thttw  (7hri*<iiau  In  diliTl#  of  leu  ivtu  m to  the. 
fetich  of  the  drnjji.  ..  ,, 

Ti»e  whole  neigh l^^rJiood  of  ||leirt  WiIi- 
iarn  h:i<  :*  pivuiki'- ehanu  and  is  mdeJihly 
upon  Ui£  ijiiiick 

•of  the  jofNMon,  u feu  e.n>x«*'?)4  ith 
pii\^  yj,rd,  iii  Wlvfch 
old  - timp:p*i£li0Mr'j: -hjV  ' r 

-V'i J I - .W li {inti  de-  j 


smieb  books.  and  below,  where  the  river 
ente.i^  tlje  lake  through  a delta,  n broad 
hell  of  fafne  thron^li  Hie  trees/arnl  do  the 
left,  toward  4 low  lyio^  lighihoa^v  the 
old  fort,  Mr  hi  eh  gww*  upon  rm»  JmperCt^V 
*dbl y ft£  if  hes  tlo-iv  in  t fw  ^nnshme.  with 
its  rpumit  peaked  bs  uu^y  waih 

f tt  ii  of  the  nifllow  to  nos  o‘f  age.  :u*»)  the 
i,i>i  schooner  of  t tie  Meade  ’ lying  before 
|1  on  the  river-bank,  with  ennnhlmg  cord 

>go  aiid  gapmg  seu7ns. 

ri he  chief  glory  of  thd  fprt  1t#f,  how* 
a way  i n lUe  rei  iyetUeVit  of 


v!>!,  Jitilij  eii(l\  the  stra^gtinir  t>u ihrli no ^ • Mr  McIntyre.  th»*  faif  of  the  )<V##l  factors. 
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owy  woods,  the  white  moonlight,  the  si- 
lence only  broken  by  the  continual  rattle 
of  the  car,  and  the  shadows  of  our  figures 
slowly  bending  back  and  forth,  and  an 
occasional  relief  by  turns,  when  the  one 
most  anxious  to  keep  awake  invariably 
fell  asleep  as  he  rattled  along  on  a hard 
pine  board  across  the  keels  of  the  over- 
reaching boats.  At  the  as  yet  unused  sta- 
tion of  Kaministiquoia  there  was  a short 
nap,  a brisk  “bathe,”  as  our  Scotch  friends 
called  it,  in  the  river,  a hearty  breakfast, 
and  the  canoes  were  launched  for  the 
downward  passage. 

There  was  a dash  of  rapids  at  the  out- 
set. A few  swift,  steady  strokes  brought 
us  to  the  clearest  water,  and  the  spout- 
ing foam  showered  us  with  its  refreshing 
drops;  then  there  was  a lull,  a stretch  of 
dimpling,  eddying  surface,  and  again  a 
roar  and  rush  of  water  that  looked  the 
whiter  by  contrast  with  the  overhanging 
green. 

At  one  point  there  was  a fall  of  twenty 
feet,  beyond  which  the  river  seemed  to 
lose  itself  among  the  trees.  The  forest 
lay  all  about  us,  and  the  impression  was 
that  the  broad  smooth  surface  had  ceased 
to  move,  but  on  winding  through  a long 
circuitous  channel  we  dropped  down  a 
glassy  chute  into  an  extensive  basin,  cross- 
ed by  a curving  line  of  islands  with  a lux- 
urious growth  of  spruce  interspersed  with 
modest  satiny  birches,  and  between  the  isl- 
ands the  river  poured  in  picturesque  cas- 
cades. 

It  was  evening  when  we  reached  the 
Indian  trail  above  the  Kakabikka,  which 
began  with  characteristic  caution  at  a dis- 
tance above  the  falls.  As  we  pushed 
through  the  tangled  brush  and  interla- 
cing boughs  the  leaves  were  wet  with 
spray,  and  as  we  neared  the  brink  there 
was  a dizzy  rush  of  water,  which  seemed 
to  sink  out  of  sight,  and  the  mist  over- 
whelmed us  with  its  hurrying  clouds. 
There  was  a rough  descent  along  the  trail 
of  some  two  hundred  feet,  which  brought 
us  to  an  ideal  terrace  surrounded  by  a 
hedge  of  thickly  blooming  roses,  but  it 
was  nevertheless  decided  to  camp  on  an 
island  which  lay  temptingly  beneath  the 
falls.  There  was  a stiff  struggle  up  the 
rapids,  a clinging  here  and  there  to  roots 
along  the  wall,  with  an  occasional  rest  in 
some  deep  eddy,  the  surface  of  which  was 
covered  with  thick  foam,  cut  now  and 


then  by  the  fins  of  slowly  moving  stur- 
geon, then  another  struggle  with  the  wa- 
ter, and  in  the  course  of  an  hour  or  so 
the  distance  of  a few  hundred  feet  was 
made. 

It  was  dark  above  and  darker  still  be- 
tween the  black  walls  of  the  gorge,  which 
rose  two  hundred  feet  above  us,  and  little 
could  be  seen  except  vague  clouds  of  mist 
tha#  moved  in  spectral  procession  down 
the  valley. 

In  the  quickly  made  camp  a ruddy  bon- 
fire was  surrounded  by  a floor  of  cedar 
boughs,  bacon  was  frying  in  pans  on  im- 
provised stone  ovens,  and  a surrounding 
wall  of  wet  gray  blankets  hung  smoking 
in  the  heat,  relieved  by  red  bandana 
hanAkerchiefs,  blue  stockings,  and  soiled 
white  sombreros,  while  a little  group  of 
tourists  lay  stretched  at  length  before  the 
fire,  for  the  last  pipe  and  story,  and  final- 
ly lay  down,  with  their  heads  under  the 
canoes,  in  wet  clothing,  between  wet 
blankets,  beneath  the  ever-falling  spray. 

If  Lake  Superior  were  remarkable  for 
nothing  else,  it  would  still  be  remarkable 
for  the  unnumbered  cascades  which  stud 
its  coasts,  and  which  are  often  of  great 
height  and  beauty.  Among  them  all 
perhaps  the  grandest  is  the  Kakabikka, 
as,  with  a width  of  one  hundred  yards,  it 
flings  itself  over  a precipice  twenty  feet 
higher  than  Niagara. 

The  desceut  is  perpendicular,  but  there 
is  a slight  shelving  of  the  slate,  and  the 
water  sinks  in  consequence  in  flaky  foam 
from  the  very  top. 

On  the  occasion  of  our  visit  the  morn- 
ing sun  filled  the  fall  with  light,  and  the 
projecting  piers  which  form  the  caldron 
were  rich  and  dark  against  the  snowy 
mass,  and  the  thundering  torrent  seemed 
to  disappear  in  an  impalpable  and  seem- 
ingly incandescent  spray.  Below  the  falls 
there  were  ten  miles  of  boiling  rapids, 
then  long  smooth  slopes  of  water,  where 
at  a few  yards’  distance  we  could  overlook 
the  heads  of  those  before  us  as  they  swept 
down  the  rapid  current;  then  an  intermi- 
nable maze  of  bends  and  curves,  with 
exquisite  terraced  banks,  and  luxurious 
growths  of  elms;  then  the  mission,  the 
fort,  and  light  house,  a long  stretch  across 
the  bay  in  the  dusk  of  evening;  then  oc- 
casional voices,  a bell,  and  echoing  ham- 
mers at  the  Landing,  and  as  the  moon 
rose  above  the  cape  our  journey  ended. 
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THE  GREAT  WESTERN  MARCH. 


THE  four  years’  administration  of  John 
Quincy  Adams  is  commonly  spoken 
of  as  a very  uninteresting  period,  but  it 
was  in  one  respect  more  important  than 
the  twenty  years  that  went  before  it  or 
the  ten  years  that  followed.  For  the  first 
time  the  inhabitants  of  the  United  States 
began  to  find  out  how  very  large  a coun- 
try they  lived  in.  From  occupying  a 
mere  strip  of  land  on  the  Atlantic  they 
had  spread  already  through  New  York 
and  Ohio ; but  it  was  by  detached  emigra- 
tions, of  which  the  nation  was  hardly  con- 
scious, by  great  single  waves  of  popula- 
tion sweeping  here  and  there.  After  1825 
this  development  became  a self-conscious 
and  deliberate  thing,  recognized  and  legis- 
lated for,  though  never  systematically  or- 
ganized by  the  nation.  When,  between 
1820  and  1830,  Michigan  Territory  in- 
creased 260  per  cent.,  Illinois  180  per  cent., 
Arkansas  Territory  142  per  cent.,  and  In- 
diana 133  per  cent.,  it  indicated  not  a mere 
impulse  but  a steady  progress,  uot  a wave 
but  a tide.  Now  that  we  are  accustomed 
to  the  vast  statistics  of  to-day,  it  may  not 
seem  exciting  to  know  that  the  population 
of  the  whole  nation  rose  from  nearly  ten 
millions  (9,633,822)  in  1820  to  nearly  thir- 
• teen  (12,866,020)  in  1830;  but  this  gain  of 
one-third  was  at  the  time  the  most  astound- 
ing demonstration  of  national  progress. 
It  enables  us  to  understand  the  immense 
importance  attached  in  John  Quincy 
Adams’s  time  to  a phrase  now  common- 
place and  almost  meaningless — 4 ‘internal 
improvements.”  It  is  true  that  under 
John  Quincy  Adams  more  commercial 
treaties  were  organized  than  under  all  his 
predecessors;  but  this,  after  all,  was  a mi- 
nor benefit.  The  foreign  commerce  of 
the  United  States  is  now  itself,  compar- 
atively speaking,  subordinate;  it  is  our 
vast  internal  development  that  makes  us 
a nation.  It  is  as  the  great  epoch  of  in- 
ternal improvements  that  the  four  years 
from  1825  to  1829  will  forever  be  moment- 
ous in  the  history  of  the  United  States. 

In  1825  the  nation  was  in  the  position 
of  a young  man  who  has  become  aware 
that  he  owns  a vast  estate,  but  finds  it  to 
be  mostly  unproductive,  and  hardly  even 
marketable.  Such  a person  sometimes 
hits  upon  an  energetic  agent,  who  con- 
vinces him  that  the  essential  thing  is  to 
build  a few  roads,  bridge  a few  streams, 
and  lay  out  some  building  lots.  It  was 


just  in  this  capacity  of  courageous  adviser 
that  John  Quincy  Adams  was  quite  ready 
to  offer  himself.  On  the  day  of  his  in- 
auguration the  greater  part  of  Ohio  was 
yet* covered  with  forests,  and  Illinois  was  a 
wilderness.  The  vast  size  of  the  country 
was  still  a source  rather  of  anxiety  than 
of  pride.  Monroe  had  expressed  the  fear 
that  no  republican  government  could  safe- 
ly control  a nation  reaching  as  far  as  the 
Mississippi;  and  Livingston,  after  nego- 
tiating for  the  purchase  of  Louisiana,  had 
comforted  himself  with  the  thought  that 
a large  part  of  it  might  probably  be  re- 
sold. At  that  time  this  enormous  annexa- 
tion was  thought  to  endanger  the  very  ex- 
istence of  the  original  thirteen  States. 

This  was  perhaps  nowhere  more  frank- 
ly stated  than  by  an  able  Fourth-of-July 
orator  at  Salem,  Massachusetts,  in  1813, 
Benjamin  R.  Nichols.  He  declares  that 
to  admit  to  the  Union  new  States  formed 
out  of  new  territory  is  44  to  set  up  a prin- 
ciple which,  if  submitted  to,  will  make  us 
more  dependent  than  we  were  as  colonies 
of  Great  Britain.  If  a majority  of  Con- 
gress have  a right  of  making  new  States 
where  they  please,  we  shall  probably  soon 
hear  of  States  formed  for  us  in  East  and 
West  Florida;  and,  should  it  come  within 
the  scope  of  the  policy  of  our  rulers,  of 
others  as  far  as  the  Pacific  Ocean.  If  all 
this  be  right,  the  consequence  is  that  the 
people  of  New  England,  in  case  of  any 
disturbances  in  these  newly  created  States, 
may,  under  pretense  of  suppressing  insur- 
rections, be  forced  to  march,  in  obedience 
to  the  Constitution,  to  the  remotest  cor- 
ners of  the  globe.”  In  other  words,  that 
which  now  makes  the  crowning  pride  of 
an  American  citizen,  that  the  States  of  the 
i Union  are  spread  from  the  Atlantic  to  the 
Pacific,  was  then  held  up  by  a patriotic 
Federalist  as  the  very  extreme  of  danger. 
The  antidote  to  this  deadly  peril,  the  means 
of  establishing  some  communication  with 
these  4 4 remotest  corners  of  the  globe,  ” must 
be  found  first  of  all  in  internal  improve- 
ments. At  least,  under  these  circumstances 
of  alarm,  a highway  or  two  might  be  held 
a reasonable  proposition,  and  the  new  Pre- 
sident, in  his  inaugural  address,  approach- 
ed the  subject  with  something  of  the  lin- 
gering stateliness  of  those  days: 

“The  maguificeuce  and  splendor  of  their 
public  works  are  among  the  imperishable 
glories  of  the  ancient  republics.  The  roads- 
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and  aqueducts  of  Rome  have  bceu  the  admira- 
tion of  all  after-ages,  and  have  survived  thou- 
sands of  years,  after  all  her  conquests  have 
been  swallowed  up  in  despotism,  or  become 
the  spoil  of  barbarians.  Some  diversity  of 
opinion  has  prevailed  with  regard  to  the  pow- 
ers of  Congress  for  legislation  upon  subjects 
of  this  nature.  The  most  respectful  deference 
is  due  to  doubts  originating  in  pure  patriot- 
ism, and  sustained  by  venerated  authority. 
But  nearly  twenty  years  have  passed  since 
the  construction  of  the  first  national  road  was 
commenced.  The  authority  for  its  construc- 
tion was  then  unquestioned.  To  how  mauy 
thousands  of  our  countrymen  has  it  proved  a 
benefit  T To  what  single  individual  has  it  ever 
proved  an  injury  ?” 

We  must  remember  that  when  John 
Quincy  Adams  became  President  the  na- 
tion had  been  governed  for  a quarter  of  a 
century  under  a succession  of  Democratic 
administrations,  acting  more  and  more 
on  Federalist  principles.  The  tradition 
of  States-rights  had  steadily  receded,  and 
the  reality  of  a strong  and  expanding  na- 
tion had  taken  its  place.  The  very  states- 
men who  had  at  first  put  into  the  most 
definite  shape  these  States-rights  opinions 
had,  by  their  action,  done  most  to  over- 
throw them,  Jefferson  above  all.  By 
the  purchase  of  Louisiana  he  had,  per- 
haps unconsciously,  done  more  to  build 
up  national  feeling  than  any  President 
before  him.  Having,  by  a happy  impulse, 
and  in  spite  of  all  his  own  theories,  enor- 
mously enlarged  the  joint  territory,  he 
had  recognized  the  need  of  opening  and 
enlightening  the  new  possession ; he  had 
set  the  example  of  proposing  national  ap- 
propriations for  roads,  canals,  and  even 
education;  and  had  given  his  sanction 
(March  24,  1806)  to  building  a national 
road  from  Maryland  to  Ohio,  first  obtain- 
ing the  consent  of  the  States  through 
which  it  was  to  pass.  To  continue  this 
policy  would,  he  admitted,  require  consti- 
tutional amendments,  but  in  his  closing 
message  he  favored  just  these  changes. 
It  was  but  a step  from  favoring  constitu- 
tional amendments  for  this  purpose  to 
doing  without  them;  Jefferson,  Madison, 
Monroe  had  done  the  one,  John  Quincy 
Adams  did  the  other. 

Of  course  it  took  the  nation  by  sur- 
prise. Nothing  astonishes  people  more 
than  to  be  taken  at  their  word,  and  have 
their  own  theories  energetically  put  in 
practice.  Others  had  talked  in  a general 
way  about  internal  improvements;  under 
President  Monroe  there  had  even  been  cre- 


ated (April  30,  1824)  a national  board  to 
plan  them ; but  John  Quincy  Adams  real- 
ly meant  to  have  them ; and  his  very  first 
message  looked  formidable  to  those  who 
supposed  that  because  he  had  broken  with 
the  Federalists  he  was  therefore  about  to 
behave  like  an  old-fashioned  Democrat. 
In  truth  he  was  more  new-fashioned  than 
anybody.  This  is  the  way  he  commit- 
ted himself  in  this  first  message: 

“ While  foreign  nations,  less  blessed  with 
that  freedom  which  is  power  than  ourselves, 
are  advancing  with  gigantic  strides  in  the  ca- 
reer of  public  improvement,  were  we  to  slum- 
ber in  indolence,  or  fold  up  our  arms  and  pro- 
claim to  the  world  that  we  are  palsied  by  tho 
will  of  our  constituents,  would  it  not  be  to 
cast  away  the  bounties  of  Providence,  and 
doom  ourselves  to  perpetual  inferiority?  Iu 
the  course  of  the  year  now  drawing  to  its 
close,  we  have  beheld,  under  the  auspices  aud 
at  the  expense  of  one  State  of  this  Union,  a 
new  university  unfolding  its  portals  to  the 
sous  of  science,  and  holding  up  the  torch  of 
human  improvement  to  eyes  that  seek  the 
light.  We  have  seen,  under  the  persevering 
and  enlightened  enterprise  of  another  State, 
the  waters  of  our  western  lakes  mingle  with 
those  of  the  ocean.  If  undertakings  like  these 
have  been  accomplished  in  the  compass  of  a 
few  years  by  the  authority  of  single  members 
of  our  confederation,  can  we,  the  representa- 
tive authorities  of  the  whole  Union,  fall  be- 
hind our  fellow-servants  in  the  exercise  of  the 
trust  committed  to  us  for  the  benefit  of  our 
common  sovereign,  by  the  accomplishment  of 
works  important  to  the  whole,  and  to  which 
neither  the  authority  nor  the  resources  of  any 
one  State  can  be  adequate  ?” 

Nor  was  this  all.  It  is  curious  to  see 
that  the  President’s  faithful  ally,  Mr. 
Rush,  Secretary  of  the  Treasury,  went  far 
beyond  his  chief  in  the  tone  of  his  recom- 
mendations, and  drifted  into  what  would 
now  be  promptly  labelled  as  Communism. 
When  we  read  as  an  extreme  proposition 
in  these  days,  in  the  middle  of  some  mildly 
socialistic  manifesto,  the  suggestion  that 
there  should  be  a national  bureau  “where- 
by new  fields  can  be  opened,  old  ones  de- 
veloped, and  every  labor  can  be  properly 
directed  and  located,”  we  fancy  it  a nov- 
elty. But  see  how  utterly  Mr.  Rush  sur- 
passed these  moderate  proposals  in  one  of 
his  reports  as  Secretary  of  the  Treasury. 
He  said  that  it  wTas  the  duty  of  govern- 
ment 

“ to  augment  the  number  and  variety  of  occu- 
pations for  its  inhabitants;  to  hold  out  to  ev- 
ery degree  of  labor  and  to  every  manifestation 
of  skill  its  appropriate  object  aud  inducement; 
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to  organize  the  whole  labor  of  a country;  to 
entice  into  the  widest  ranges  its  mechanical 
and  intellectual  capacities,  instead  of  suffer- 
ing them  to  slumber;  to  call  forth,  wherever 
bidden,  latent  ingenuity,  giving  to  effort  ac- 
tivity, and  to  emulation  ardor;  to  create  em- 
ployment for  the  greatest  amount  of  numbers 
by  adapting  it  to  the  diversified  faculties,  pro- 
pensities, and  situations  of  men,  so  that  every 
particle  of  ability,  every  shade  of  genius,  may 
come  into  requisition.” 

Let  us  now  turn  to  the  actual  advances 
made  under  the  guidance  of  Mr.  Adams. 
Nothing  in  the  history  of  the  globe  is  so 
extraordinary  in  its  topographical  and 
moral  results  as  the  vast  western  march 
of  the  American  people  within  a hundred 
years.  Let  us  look,  for  instance,  at  the 
excellent  French  map  of  what  constituted 
the  northern  part  of  the  United  States  in 
1798.  The  western  boundary  of  visible 
settlement  is  the  Genesee  River  of  New 
York.  The  names  on  the  Hudson  are 
like  the  names  of  to-day;  all  beyond  is 
strange.  No  railroad,  no  canal;  only  a 
turnpike  running  to  the  Genesee,  and 
with  no  farther  track  to  mark  the  way 
through  the  forest  to  “Buffaloe,”  on  the 
far-off  lake.  Along  this  turnpike  are  set- 
tlements, “Schenectady,”  “ Canajohary,” 
“Schuyler  or  Utica,”  “Fort  Stenwick  or 
Rome,”  “Oneida  Cassle,”  “Onondaga 
Cassle,”  “Geneva,”  and  “Canandargue,” 
where  the  road  turns  north  to  Lake  On- 
tario. Forests  cover  all  Western  New 
York,  all  Northwestern  Pennsylvania. 
Far  off  in  Ohio  is  a detached  region  indi- 
cated as  “the  Connecticut  Reserve,  con- 
ceded to  the  families  who  had  been  ruin- 
ed during  the  war  of  Independence” — 
whence  our  modern  phrase  “Western  Re- 
serve.” The  summary  of  the  whole  map  is 
that  the  United  States  still  consisted  of  the 
region  east  of  the  Alleghanies,  with  a few 
outlying  settlements,  and  nothing  more. 

Now  pass  over  twenty  years.  In  the 
map  prefixed  to  William  Darby’s  Tour 
from  New  York  to  Detroit,  in  1818 — this 
Darby  being  the  author  of  an  emigrant's 
guide,  and  a member  of  the  New  York 
Historical  Society — we  find  no  State  west 
of  the  Mississippi  except  Missouri,  and 
scarcely  any  towns  in  Indiana  or  Illi- 
nois. Michigan  Territory  is  designated, 
but  across  the  whole  western  half  of  it  is 
the  inscription,  “This  part  very  imper- 
fectly known.”  All  beyond  Lake  Michi- 
gan and  all  west  of  the  Mississippi  is  a 
nameless  waste,  except  for  a few  names  of 


rivers  and  of  Indian  villages.  This  marks 
the  progress  — and  a very  considerable 
progress— of  twenty  years.  Writing  from 
Buffalo  (now  spelled  correctly),  Darby 
says:  “The  beautiful  and  highly  culti- 
vated lands  of  the  strait  of  Erie  are  now  a 
specimen  of  what  in  forty  years  will  be 
the  landscape  from  Erie  to  Chicaga  [sic]. 
It  is  a very  gratifying  anticipation  to  be- 
hold in  fancy  the  epoch  to  come  when  this 
augmenting  mass  of  the  population  will 
enjoy,  in  the  interior  of  this  vast  conti- 
nent, a choice  collection  of  immense  marts 
where  the  produce  of  the  banks  of  in- 
numerable rivers  and  lakes  can  be  ex- 
changed.” 

Already,  it  seems,  travellers  and  map- 
makers  had  got  from  misspelling  “Buffa- 
loe” to  misspelling  “Chicaga.”  It  was  a 
great  deal.  The  Edinburgh  Review  for 
that  same  year  (June,  1818),  in  reviewing 
Birkbeck’s  once  celebrated  Travels  in 
America , said : 

“ Where  is  this  prodigious  increase  of  num- 
bers, this  vast  extension  of  dominion,  to  end  T 
What  bounds  has  nature  set  to  the  progress 
of  this  mighty  nation  f Let  our  jealousy  burn 
as  it  may,  let  our  intolerance  of  America  be 
as  unreasonably  violent  as  we  please,  still  it  is 
plain  that  she  is  a power  iu  spite  of  us,  rapidly 
rising  to  supremacy ; or,  at  least,  that  each 
year  so  mightily  augments  her  strength  as  to 
overtake,  by  a most  sensible  distance,  even  the 
most  formidable  of  her  competitors.” 

This  was  written,  it  must  be  remember- 
ed, when  the  whole  population  of  the 
United  States  was  but  little  more  than 
nine  millions,  or  about  the  present  popu- 
lation of  New  York  and  Pennsylvania 
taken  together. 

What  were  the  first  channels  for  this 
great  transfer  of  population  ? The  gi*eat 
turnpike-road  up  the  Mohawk  Valley,  in 
New  York;  and  farther  south,  the  “Na- 
tional Road,”  which  ended  at  Wheeling, 
Virginia.  Old  men,  now  or  recently  liv- 
ing— as,  for  instance,  Mr.  Sewall  New- 
liouse,  the  trapper  and  trap-maker  of  Onei- 
da— can  recall  the  long  lines  of  broad- 
wheeled wagons,  drawn  by  ten  horses, 
forty  of  these  teams  sometimes  coming  in 
close  succession;  the  stages,  six  of  which 
were  sometimes  in  sight  at  once;  the 
casualties,  the  break-downs,  the  sloughs 
of  despond,  the  passengers  at  work  with 
fence  rails  to  pry  out  the  vehicle  from  a 
mud  hole.  These  sights,  now  disappear- 
ing on  the  shores  of  the  Pacific,  were  then 
familiar  in  the  heart  of  what  is  now  the 


Digitized  by 


Gck  igle 


Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


THE  GREAT  WESTERN  MARCH. 


123 


East.  This  was  the  tide  flowing  west- 
ward ; while  eastward,  on  the  other  hand, 
there  soon  began  a counter  current  of 
flocks  and  herds  sent  from  the  new  settle- 
ments to  supply  the  older  States.  As 
early  as  1824  Timothy  Flint  records  meet- 
ing a drove  of  more  than  a thousand  cat- 
§ Jtle  arfd  swine,  rough  and  shaggy  as  wolves, 
guided  toward  the  Philadelphia  market 
by  a herdsman  looking  as  untamed  as 
themselves,  and  coming  from  Ohio — “a 
name  which  still  sounded  in  our  ears,” 
Flint  says,  “ like  the  land  of  savages.” 

The  group  so  well  known  in  our  litera- 
ture, the  emigrant  family,  the  way -side 
fire,  the  high-peaked  wagon,  the  exhaust- 
ed oxen,  this  picture  recedes  steadily  in 
space  as  we  come  nearer  to  our  own  time. 
In  1788  it  set  off  with  the  first  settlers  from 
Massachusetts  to  seek  Ohio ; in  1798  it  was 
just  leaving  the  Hudson  to  ascend  the  Mo- 
hawk River;  in  1815  the  hero  of  Lawrie 
Todd  saw  it  at  Rochester,  New  York;  in 
1819  Darby  met  it  near  Detroit,  Michigan ; 
in  1824  Flint  saw  it  in  Missouri;  in  1831 
Alexander  depicted  it  in  Tennessee;  in 
1843  Margaret  Fuller  Ossoli  sketched  it 
beyond  Chicago,  Illinois ; in  1856  I myself 
saw  it  in  Nebraska  and  Kansas;  in  1864 
Clarence  King  described  it  in  his  admira- 
ble sketch,  Way-8ide  Pikes , in  California; 
in  1882  Mrs.  Leighton  in  her  charming 
letters  pictures  it  at  Puget  Sound  ; beyond 
which,  as  it  has  reached  the  Pacific,  it  can 
not  advance.  From  this  continent  the 
emigrant  group,  in  its  original  form,  has 
almost  vanished ; the  process  of  spreading 
emigration  by  steam  is  less  picturesque, 
bat  more  rapid. 

The  newly  published  volumes  of  the 
United  States  Census  for  1880  give,  with 
an  accuracy  of  detail  such  as  the  world 
never  before  saw,  the  panorama  of  this 
vast  westward  march.  It  is  a matter  of 
national  pride  to  see  how  its  ever-chan- 
ging phases  have  been  caught  and  photo- 
graphed in  these  masterly  volumes,  in  a 
way  such  as  the  countries  of  the  older 
world  have  never  equalled,  though  it 
would  seem  so  much  easier  to  depict  their 
more  fixed  conditions.  The  Austrian 
newspapers  complain  that  no  one  in  that 
nation  knows  at  this  moment,  for  instance, 
the  centre  of  Austrian  population ; while 
the  successive  centres  for  the  United  States 
are  here  exhibited  on  a chart  with  a pre- 
cision as  great,  and  an  impressiveness  to 
the  imagination  as  vast,  as  when  astrono- 
mers represent  for  us  the  successive  posi- 
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tions  of  a planet.  Like  the  shadow  thrown 
by  the  hand  of  some  great  clock,  this  inev- 
itable point  advances  year  by  year  across 
the  continent,  sometimes  four  miles  a 
year,  sometimes  eight  miles,  but  always 
advancing.  And  with  this  striking  sum- 
mary, the  census  report  gives  us  a series 
of  successive  representations  on  colored 
charts,  at  ten-year  intervals,  of  the  gradu- 
al expansion  and  filling  in  of  population 
over  the  whole  territory  of  the  United 
States.  No  romance  is  so  fascinating  as 
the  thoughts  suggested  by  these  silent 
sheets,  each  line  and  tint  representing  the 
unspoken  sacrifices  and  fatigues  of  thou- 
sands of  nameless  men  and  women.  Let 
us  consider  for  a moment  these  successive 
indications. 

In  the  map  for  1790  the  whole  popula- 
tion is  on  the  eastern  slope  of  the  Appa- 
lachian range,  except  a slight  spur  of  em- 
igration reaching  westward  from  Penn- 
sylvania and  Virginia,  and  a detached  set- 
tlement in  Kentucky.  The  average  depth 
of  the  strip  of  civilization,  measuring 
back  from  the  Atlantic  westward,  is  but 
three  hundred  and  fifty-five  miles.  In  1800 
there  is  some  densening  of  population  with- 
in the  old  lines,  and  a western  movement 
along  the  Mohawk  in  New  York  State, 
while  the  Kentucky  oasis  of  population  has 
spread  down  into  Tennessee.  In  1810  all 
New  York,  Pennsylvania,  and  Kentucky 
are  well  sprinkled  with  population,  which 
begins  to  invade  southern  Ohio  also,  while 
the  territory  of  Orleans  has  a share;  and 
Michigan,  Indiana,  Illinois,  Missouri,  the 
Mississippi  territory — including  Mississip- 
pi and  Alabama — are  still  almost  or  quite 
untouched.  In  1820  Ohio,  or  two-thirds 
of  it,  shows  signs  of  civilized  occupation; 
and  the  settlements  around  Detroit,  which 
so  impressed  Darby,  have  joined  those  in 
Ohio;  Tennessee  is  well  occupied,  as  is 
southern  Indiana;  while  Illinois,  Wis- 
consin, Alabama,  have  rills  of  population 
adjoining  the  Indian  tribes,  not  yet  re- 
moved, still  retarding  Southern  settle- 
ments. In  1830 — Adams’s  administration 
being  now  closed — Indiana  is  nearly  cov- 
ered with  population,  Illinois  more  than- 
half;  there  is  hardly  any  unsettled  land 
in  Ohio,  while  Michigan  is  beginning  to 
be  occupied.  Population  has  spread  up 
the  Missouri  to  the  north  of  Kansas  River; 
and,  farther  south,  Louisiana,  Alabama, 
and  Arkansas  begin  to  show  for  some- 
thing. But  even  in  1830  the  centre  of 
population  is  in  Moorefield,  western  Vir- 
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ginia,  not  yet  moving  westward  at  the 
rate  of  more  than  five  miles  a year. 

This  year  of  1830  lying  beyond  the  term 
of  John  Quincy  Adams’s  administration, 
I shall  here  follow  the  statistics  of  the 
great  migration  no  farther.  Turn  now 
to  his  annual  message  and  see  how,  in- 
stead of  the  doubts  or  cautious  hints  of 
his  predecessors,  these  state  papers  fairly 
bristle  with  suggestions  of  special  im- 
provements which  an  overflowing  Trea- 
sury enabled  him  to  secure.  In  his  third 


fourteen  millions  were  expended  under 
him  for  permanent  objects,  besides  five 
million  dollars  for  pensions;  a million 
and  a half  for  the  Indian  tribes ; thirty 
millions  for  the  reduction  of  the  public 
debt ; and  a surplus  of  five  millions  for  his 
successor.  Here  was  patriotic  housekeep- 
ing indeed,  for  the  vast  household  Af  the 
nation,  and  yet  this  administration  has 
very  commonly  been  passed  over  as  be- 
longing to  those  times  of  peace  that  have 
proverbially  but  few  historians. 


MAP  SHOWING  THE  MOVEMENT  OF  THE  CENTRE  OF  POPULATION  WESTWARD  ON  THE  THIRTY-NINTH  PARALLEL. 


annual  message,  for  instance,  he  enu- 
merates reports  ready  for  Congress,  and 
in  some  cases  acted  upon,  in  respect  to 
the  continuance  of  the  national  road 
from  Cumberland  eastward,  and  to  Co- 
lumbus and  St.  Louis  westward;  as  to  a 
national  road  from  Washington  to  Buf- 
falo, and  a post-road  from  Baltimore  to 
Philadelphia;  as  to  a canal  from  Lake 
Pontchartrain  to  the  Mississippi ; another 
to  be  cut  across  Florida ; another  to  con- 
nect Mobile  and  Pensacola;  another  to 
unite  the  Coosa  and  Hiwassee  rivers  in 
Alabama.  There  are  reports  also  on  Cape 
Fear;  on  the  Swash  in  Pamlico  Sound; 
on  La  Plaisance  Bay  in  Michigan ; on  the 
Kennebec  and  Saugatuck  rivers;  on  the 
harbors  of  Edgartown,  Hyannis,  and  New- 
buryport.  What  has  been  already  done, 
he  says,  in  these  and  similar  directions, 
has  cost  three  or  four  million  dollars  an- 
nually; but  has  been  done  without  crea- 
ting a dollar  of  taxes  or  debt;  nor  has  it 
diminished  the  payment  of  previous  debts, 
which  have  indeed  been  reduced  to  the  ex- 
tent of  $16,000,000  in  three  years.  But 
this  was  only  a partial  estimate.  During 
the  whole  administration  of  John  Quincy 
•Adams,  according  to  the  American  An- 
nual Register , more  than  a million  dollars 
were  devoted  to  the  light-house  system; 
half  a million  to  public  buildings;  two 
millions  to  arsenals  and  armories;  three 
millions  to  coast  fortifications;  three  mill- 
ions to  the  navy ; and  four  millions  to  in- 
ternal improvements  and  scientific  sur- 
veys. Including  smaller  items,  nearly 


Let  us  return  to  the  actual  progress  of 
the  great  western  march.  The  Ohio 
River  being  once  reached,  the  main  chan- 
nel of  emigration  lay  in  the  water-courses. 
Steamboats  as  yet  were  but  beginning 
their  invasion,  amid  the  general  dismay 
and  cursing  of  the  population  of  boatmen 
that  had  rapidly  established  itself  along 
the  shore  of  every  river.  The  early 
water  life  of  the  Ohio  and  its  kindred 
streams  was  the  very  romance  of  emigra- 
tion ; no  monotonous  agriculture,  no  toil- 
some wood-chopping,  could  keep  back  the 
adventurous  boys  who  found  delight  in 
the  endless  novelty,  the  alternate  energy 
and  repose  of  a floating  existence  on  those 
delightful  waters.  The  variety  of  river 
craft  corresponded  to  the  varied  tempera- 
ments of  the  boatmen.  There  was  the 
great  barge  with  lofty  deck  requiring 
twenty-five  men  to  work  it  up-stream ; 
there  was  the  long  keel-boat,  carrying 
from  fifteen  to  thirty  tons;  there  was  the 
Kentucky  “broad-horn,”  compared  by  the 
emigrants  of  that  day  to  a New  England 
pig-sty  set  afloat,  and  sometimes  built 
one  hundred  feet  long,  and  carrying  sev- 
enty tons;  there  was  the  “ family-boat,” 
of  like  structure,  and  bearing  a whole 
household,  with  cattle,  hogs,  horses,  and 
sheep.  Other  boats  were  floating  tin 
shops,  blacksmiths’  shops,  whiskey  shops, 
dry-goods  shops.  A few  were  propelled 
by  horse-power.  Of  smaller  vessels  there 
were  “covered  sleds,”  “ferry  flats,”  and 
“Alleghany  skiffs”;  “pirogues”  made 
from  two  tree  trunks,  or  “ dug-outs”  con- 
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&isting  of  one.  These  boats  would  set  out 
from  Pittsburgh  for  voyages  of  all  lengths, 
sometimes  extending  over  three  thousand 
miles;  and  reaching  points  on  the  Mis- 
souri, Arkansas,  and  Red  rivers.  Boats 
came  to  St.  Louis  from  Montreal  with 
but  few  “portages”  or  “carries”  on  the 
way ; and  sometimes  arrived  from  Mack- 
inaw, when  the  streams  were  high  and 
morasses  full,  without  being  carried  by 
hand  at  all. 

The  crews  were  carefully  chosen;  a 
“ Ken  tuck,”  or  Kentuckian,  was  consider- 
ed the  best  man  at  a pole,  and  a “ Ka- 
nuck,”  or  French  Canadian,  at  the  oar  or 
the  “cordelle,”  the  rope  used  to  haul  a 
boat  up-stream.  Their  talk  was  of  the  dan- 
gers of  the  river;  of  “planters  and  saw- 
yers,” meaning  tree  trunks  imbedded  more 
or  less  firmly  in  the  river;  of  “riffles,” 
meaning  ripples;  and  of  “ shoots,”  or  rap- 
ids (French,  chutes).  It  was  as  necessary 
to  have  violins  on  board  as  to  have  whis- 
key, and  all  the  traditions  in  song  or  pic- 
ture of  “the  jolly  boatmen”  date  back  to 
that  by-gone  day.  Between  the  two  sides 
of  the  river  there  was  already  a jealousy. 
Ohio  was  called  “the  Yankee  State”;  and 
Flint  tells  us  that  it  was  a standing  joke 
among  the  Ohio  boatmen,  when  asked  their 
cargo,  to  reply,  “Pit-coal  indigo,  wooden 
nutmegs,  straw  baskets,  and  Yankee  no- 
tions.” The  same  authority  describes  this 
sort  of  questioning  as  being  inexhaustible 
among  the  river  people,  and  asserts  that 
from  one  descending  boat  came  this  se- 
ries of  answers,  all  of  which  proved  to  be 
truthful ; “ Where  are  you  from  ?”  “ Red- 
stone.” “What’s  your  lading?”  “Mill- 
stones.” i 1 What’s  your  captain’s  name  ?” 
“Whetstone.”  “ Where  are  you  bound  ?” 
44  To  Limestone.” 

All  this  panorama  of  moving  life  was 
brought  nearly  to  a close  during  the 
younger  Adams’s  administration  by  the 
steamboats,  though  it  was  transferred  for 
a time  to  the  newly  built  canals.  Steam- 
boats were  therefore  looked  upon,  as 
Flint  tells  us,  with  “ detestation”  by  the 
inhabitants,  though  they  soon  learned  to 
depend  upon  them,  and  to  make  social 
visits  in  them  to  friends  a hundred  miles 
away.  In  1812  Fulton’s  first  Western 
boat,  the  Orleans , went  down  the  Ohio, 
and  in  1816  the  Washington  proved  itself 
able  to  stem  the  current  in  returning. 
But  for  a time  canals  spread  more  rapidly 
than  steamboats.  Gouverneur  Morris  had 
first  suggested  the  Erie  Canal  in  1777,  and 


Washington  had  indeed  proposed  a system 
of  such  waterways  in  1774.  But  the  first 
actual  canal  in  the  United  States  was  that 
dug  around  Turner’s  Falls,  in  Massachu- 
setts, soon  after  1792.  In  1803  DeWitt 
Clinton  again  proposed  the  Erie  CanaL 
It  was  begun  in  1817,  and  opened  July  4, 
1825,  being  cut  mainly  through  a wilder- 
ness. The  effect  produced  on  public  opin- 
ion was  absolutely  startling.  When  men 
found  that  the  time  taken  from  Albany 
to  Buffalo  was  reduced  one-half,  and  that 
the  freight  on  a ton  of  merchandise  was 
brought  down  from  $100  to  $10,  and  ulti- 
mately to  $3,  similar  enterprises  sprang 
into  being  everywhere.  The  most  con- 
spicuous of  these  was  the  Chesapeake  and 
Ohio  Canal,  from  Georgetown  to  Pitts- 
burgh, which  was  surveyed  and  planned 
by  the  national  board  of  internal  improve- 
ments, created  just  before  Mr.  Adams’s  ac- 
cession. On  July  4,  1828,  the  first  blow 
was  struck  for  the  excavation  by  President 
Adams.  He  had  a habit  of  declining  in- 
vitations to  agricultural  fairs  and  all  pub- 
lic exhibitions,  but  was  persuaded  to  make 
a speech  and  put  the  first  spade  in  the 
ground  for  this  great  enterprise.  The  soil 
was  for  some  reason  so  hard  that  it  would 
scarcely  yield,  so  the  President  took  off 
his  coat,  and  tried  again  and  again,  at  last 
raising  the  sod,  amid  general  applause.  It 
was  almost  the  only  time  during  his  ardu- 
ous life  when  he  paused  to  do  a picturesque 
or  symbolic  act  before  the  people. 

Thus,  by  various  means,  the  great  wave 
swept  westward.  Massachusetts,  Con- 
necticut, and  New  Jersey  filled  up  Ohio; 
North  Carolina  and  Virginia  populated 
Kentucky  and  Tennessee;  Canada  sent  its 
emigrants  into  Illinois  and  Indiana,  and 
all  down  the  Mississippi.  The  new  set- 
tlers, being  once  launched  in  the  free  ca- 
reer of  the  West,  developed  by  degrees  a 
new  type  of  character.  Everywhere  there 
was  a love  of  the  frontier  life,  of  distance, 
isolation,  of  “ range,”  as  the  Kentuckians 
of  that  day  told  it.  There  was  a charming 
side  to  it  all.  There  was  no  more  fascina- 
ting existence  anywhere  than  that  of  the 
pioneer  hunters  in  the  yet  un felled  for- 
ests, and  the  lasting  popularity  of  Cooper’s 
novels  proves  the  permanent  spell  exer- 
cised by  this  life  over  the  imagination. 
No  time  will  ever  diminish  the  pictur- 
esqueness of  Daniel  Boone’s  career  in  Ken- 
tucky, for  instance,  amid  the  exquisite 
beauty  of  the  forests  near  Lexington; 
woods  carpeted  with  turf  like  an  English 
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park,  free  from  underbrush,  with  stately 
trees  of  every  variety,  and  fresh,  clear 
streams  everywhere;  or  beside  the  salt 
springs  of  the  Licking  Valley,  where  Si- 
mon Kenton  saw  from  twenty  to  thirty 
thousand  buffaloes  congregated  at  a time. 
What  were  the  tame  adventures  of  Robin 
Hood  to  the  occasion  when  these  two  pio- 
neer hunters,  Boone  and  Kenton,  ap- 
proached the  Licking  Valley,  each  alone, 
from  opposite  points,  each  pausing  to  re- 
connoitre before  leaving  the  shelter  of  the 
woods,  and  each  recognizing  the  presence 
of  another  human  being  in  the  valley  ? 
Then  began  a long  series  of  manoeuvres  on 
the  part  of  each  to  discover  who  the  other 
was,  without  self-betrayal ; and  such  was 
their  skill  that  it  took  forty-eight  hours 
before  each  could  make  up  his  mind  that 
the  other  was  a white  man  and  a friend, 
not  an  Indian  and  a foe. 

But  there  was  to  all  this  picture  a re- 
verse side  that  was  less  charming.  For 
those  who  were  not  content  to  spend  their 
lives  as  woodsmen  in  Kentucky,  and  pre- 
ferred to  seek  Ohio  as  agriculturists,  how 
much  of  sacrifice  there  was ! what  weary 
years  of  cold,  poverty,  discomfort ! This 
letter,  quoted  in  Perkins’s  Fifty  Years  of 
Ohio , as  written  in  1818  from  Marietta, 
gives  a glimpse  through  the  doorway  of  a 
thousand  cabins : 

u Marietta  I find  a poor,  muddy  hole ; the 
mud  here  is  more  disagreeable  than  snow  in 
Massachusetts.  My  advice  to  all  my  friends  is 
not  to  come  to  this  country.  There  is  not  one 
in  a hundred  but  what  is  discontented ; but 
they  can  not  get  back,  having  spent  all  their 
property  in  getting  here.  It  is  the  most  bro- 
ken country  that  I ever  saw.  Poor,  lean  pork 
at  twelve  cents;  salt,  four  cents ; poor,  dry  fish, 
twenty  cents.  The  corn  is  miserable,  and  we 
can  not  get  it  ground ; we  have  to  pound  it. 
Those  that  have  lanterns  grate  it.  Rum,  twen- 
ty-five cents  a gill ; sugar,  thirty-seven  cents 
a pound ; and  no  molasses ! This  country  has 
been  the  ruin  of  a great  many  poor  people; 
it  has  undone  a great  many  poor  souls  forever.” 

Meantime,  at  Washington,  there  had 
been  a great  increase  in  wealth  and  social 
refinement  since  the  earlier  days.  Mr. 
Josiah  Quincy,  in  his  Recollections  of 
Washington  Society  in  1826,  presents  for 
us  a polished  and  delightful  community, 
compared  to  that  which  had  preceded  it. 
Himself  a handsome  young  Bostonian, 
with  the  prestige  of  a name  already  noted, 
he  found  nothing  but  sunshine  and  roses 
in  his  path  through  the  metropolis.  Names 
now  historic  glitter  through  his  pages;  he 


went  to  balls  under  the  escort  of  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Daniel  Webster;  his  first  entertain- 
ment was  at  Mrs.  William  Wirt’s,  where  he 
met  Miss  Henry,  Patrick  Henry’s  daugh- 
ter, who  played  the  piano  and  sang  to 
the  harp.  The  belles  of  the  day  smiled 
upon  him;  Miss  Catherine  van  Renssel- 
aer, of  Albany,  and  Miss  Cora  Living- 
ston, the  same  who  in  her  old  age,  as  Mrs. 
Barton,  sold  the  great  Shakespearean  li- 
brary to  the  city  of  Boston.  The  most 
conspicuous  married  belle  of  that  day  was 
known  as  Mrs.  Florida  White,  so  called 
because  her  husband  represented  that  re- 
gion, then  new  and  strange.  More  eccen- 
tric than  this  sobriquet  were  the  genuine 
names  in  the  household  of  Mrs.  Peter, 
granddaughter  of  Mrs.  Washington,  and 
the  fiercest  of  Federalists,  who  had  named 
her  daughters  America,  Columbia,  and 
Britannia — the  last  by  way  of  defiance, 
it  was  said,  to  Jefferson.  With  these 
various  charmers  Mr.  Quincy  attended 
many  a ball  in  Washington,  these  enter- 
tainments then  keeping  modest  hours — 
from  eight  to  eleven.  He  saw  a sight  not 
then  considered  so  modest — the  introduc- 
tion, in  1826,  of  the  first  waltz,  danced  with 
enthusiasm  by  Baron  Stackelburg,  who 
whirled  through  it  without  removing  his 
huge  dragoon  spurs,  and  was  applauded 
at  the  end  for  the  skill  with  which  he 
avoided  collisions  that  might  have  been 
rather  murderous. 

The  young  Bostonian  also  went  to  din- 
ner parties ; sometimes  at  the  White 
House,  either  formal  state  dinners  of 
forty  gentlemen  and  ladies,  or  private 
occasions,  less  elaborate,  where  he  alone 
among  witnesses  found  the  President 
“amusing.”  He  gives  also  an  agreeable 
picture  of  the  home  and  household  man- 
ners of  Daniel  Webster,  not  yet  fallen 
into  those  questionable  private  habits 
which  the  French  M.  Bacourt,  sixteen 
years  afterward,  too  faithfully  chronicled. 
Mr.  Quincy  also  found  the  Vice-President, 
John  C.  Calhoun,  a man  most  agreeable 
in  his  own  house,  while  Miss  Calhoun  had 
an  admirable  gift  for  political  discussion. 
The  presence  of  these  eminent  men  lent  a 
charm  even  to  the  muddy  streets  and  scat- 
tered houses  of  the  Washington  of  that 
day.  The  two  branches  of  government 
then  met  in  small,  ill-arranged  halls,  the 
House  of  Representatives  having  huge 
pillars  to  intercept  sight  and  sound,  with 
no  gallery,  but  only  a platform  for  visit- 
ors, but  little  higher  than  the  floor.  In 
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this  body  the  great  Federal  party  had  left 
scarcely  a remnant  of  itself,  Mr.  Elisha 
Potter,  of  Rhode  Island,  describing  vivid- 
ly to  Mr.  Quincy  a caucus  held  when  the 
faithful  few  had  been  reduced  to  eleven, 
and  could  only  cheer  themselves  with  the 
thought  that  the  Christian  apostles,  after 
the  desertion  of  Judas,  could  number  no 
more.  The  Houses  of  Congress  were  still 
rather  an  arena  of  debating  than  for  set 
speeches,  as  now ; and  they  had  their  lead- 
ers, mostly  now  fallen  into  that  oblivion 
which  waits  so  surely  on  merely  political 
fame.  Daniel  Webster,  to  be  sure,  was 
the  great  ornament  of  the  Senate;  but 
McDuffie,  of  South  Carolina,  and  Storrs, 
of  New  York,  members  of  the  House, 
had  then  a national  reputation  for  elo- 
quence, though  they  now  are  but  the  shad- 
ows of  names.  To  these  must  be  added 
Archer,  of  Virginia,  too  generally  desig- 
nated as  “ Insatiate  Archer,”  from  his  fa- 
tal long-windedness. 

For  the  first  time  for  many  years  the 
White  House  was  kept  in  decent  order 
again;  all  about  it  had  for  years — if  we 
may  trust  Samuel  Breck’s  testimony — 
worn  the  slipshod,  careless  look  of  a Vir- 
ginia plantation.  Fence  posts  fell  and 
lay  broken  on  the  ground  for  months,  al- 
though they  could  have  been  repaired  in 
half  an  hour,  and  the  grass  of  the  lawns, 
cut  at  long  intervals,  was  piled  in  large 
stacks  before  the  drawing-room  windows. 
Fifty  thousand  dollars  spent  on  the  inte- 
rior in  Monroe's  time  had  produced  only  a 
slovenly  splendor,  while  the  fourteen  thou- 
sand appropriated  to  Adams  produced 
neatness  at  least.  Manners  shared  some 
of  the  improvement,  in  respect  to  order 
and  decorum  at  least,  though  something 
of  the  profuse  Virginia  cordiality  may 
have  been  wanting.  It  was  an  interme- 
diate period,  when,  far  more  than  now, 
the  European  forms  were  being  tried,  and 
sometimes  found  wanting.  In  Philadel- 
phia, where  the  social  ambition  was  high- 
est, Mr.  William  Bingham  had  entertain- 
ments that  were  held  to  be  the  most  showy 
in  America.  As  in  England,  he  had  a row 
of  liveried  servants,  who  repeated  in  loud 
tone,  from  one  to  another,  the  name  of 
every  guest.  A slight  circumstance  put 
an  end  to  the  practice.  On  the  evening 
of  a ball  an  eminent  physician,  Dr.  Kuhn, 
drove  to  the  door  with  his  step-daughter, 
and  was  asked  his  name  by  the  lackey. 
“The  doctor  and  Miss  Peggy,”  was  the 
reply.  “The  doctor  and  Miss  Peggy,” 


was  echoed  by  the  man  at  the  door,  and 
hence  by  successive  stages  to  the  drawing- 
room. “The  doctor  and  Miss  Peggy” 
(Miss  Markoe,  afterward  Mrs.  Benjamin 
Franklin  Bache)  became  the  joke  of  the 
town ; and  the  practice  was  soon  after 
changed,  carrying  with  it  the  humbler 
attempts  at  imitation  in  Washington. 
Samuel  Breck,  who  tells  the  story,  re- 
joices that  among  the  other  failures  in 
aping  foreign  manners  were  ‘ ‘ the  repeated 
attempts  of  our  young  dandies  to  introduce 
the  mustache  on  the  upper  lip.”  “And 
so,”  he  adds,  “ with  the  broadcloth  gaiters 
and  other  foreign  costumes.  They  were 
neither  useful  nor  ornamental,  and  would 
not  take  with  us.  So  much  the  better.” 

The  President  himself,  in  the  midst  of 
all  this,  lived  a life  so  simple  that  the  word 
Spartan  hardly  describes  it.  He  was  now 
sixty  years  old.  Rising  at  four  or  five, 
even  in  winter,  he  often  built  his  own  fire, 
and  then  worked  upon  his  correspondence 
and  his  journal,  while  the  main  part  of 
the  day  was  given  to  public  affairs,  these 
being  reluctantly  interrupted  to  receive 
a stream  of  visitors.  In  the  evening  he 
worked  again,  sometimes  going  to  bed  at 
eight  or  nine  even  in  summer.  His  rec- 
reations were  few — bathing  in  the  Poto- 
mac before  sunrise,  and  taking  a walk  at 
the  same  hour,  or  a ride  later  in  the  day, 
or  sometimes  the  theatre,  such  as  it  was. 
For  social  life  he  had  little  aptitude, 
though  he  went  through  the  forms  of  it. 
This  is  well  illustrated  by  one  singular 
memorandum  in  his  diary:  “I  went  out 
this  evening  in  search  of  conversation, 
an  art  of  which  I never  had  an  adequate 
idea I never  knew  how  to  make,  con- 

trol, or  change  it.  I am  by  nature  a si- 
lent animal,  and  my  dear  mother’s  con- 
stant lesson  in  childhood  that  little  chil- 
dren should  be  seen  and  not  heard  con- 
firmed me  in  what  I now  think  a bad 
habit.” 

It  is  to  be  observed  that  the  influence  of 
political  wire-pulling  first  began  to  be  se- 
riously felt  at  this  period.  We  commonly 
attribute  its  origin  to  Jackson,  but  it  real- 
ly began,  as  was  explained  in  a previous 
paper,  with  Crawford.  When,  in  Monroe’s 
time,  this  ambitious  Secretary  of  the  Trea- 
sury pressed  the  passage  of  a bill  limiting 
the  term  of  civil  officers,  he  did  it  because 
he  was  a candidate  for  the  Presidency; 
and  all  the  Treasury  officials  at  once  be- 
came ardent  Crawfordites.  As  the  end 
of  Monroe's  administration  drew  near, 
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there  were,  it  must  be  remembered,  five 
candidates  in  the  field  for  the  succession 
— Crawford,  Clay,  Calhoun,  Adams,  and 
Jackson.  Calhoun  withdrew,  was  nom- 
inated for  Vice-President,  and  was  tri- 
umphantly elected ; but  for  President  there 
was  no  choice.  Jackson  had  99  electoral 
votes,  Adams  84,  Crawford  41,  Clay  37. 
The  choice  was  thrown  into  the  House  of 
Representatives,  and  took  place  February 
9,  1825.  Two  distinguished  men  were 
tellers,  Daniel  Webster  and  John  Ran- 
dolph. They  reported  that  Mr.  Adams 
had  13  votes,  General  Jackson  7,  Mr. 
Crawford  4;  and  that  Mr.  Adams  was 
therefore  elected.  The  explanation  was 
that  Mr.  Clay’s  forces  had  been  trans- 
ferred to  Mr.  Adams,  and  when,  after  his 
inauguration,  Mr.  Clay  was  made  Secre- 
tary of  State,  the  cry  of  “unholy  coali- 
tion” was  overwhelming.  It  was,  John 
Randolph  said,  “a  combination  hitherto 
unheard  of,  of  the  Puritan  and  the  Black- 
leg— of  Blifil  and  Black  George” — these 
being  two  characters  in  Fielding’s  Tom 
Jones.  This  led  to  a duel  between  Clay 
and  Randolph,  in  which  neither  party 
fell.  But  the  charge  remained*  Jackson 
and  Calhoun  believed  it  during  their 
whole  lives,  though  the  publication  of 
John  Adams’s  Diaries  has  made  it  clear 
that  there  was  no  real  foundation  for  it. 

The  method  thus  introduced  by  Craw- 
ford was  one  brought  to  bear  systematical- 
ly against  John  Quincy  Adams  during 
all  the  latter  part  of  his  administration. 
Having  the  reluctance  of  a high-minded 
statesman  to  win  support  by  using  patron- 
age for  it,  he  unluckily  had  not  that  bet- 
ter quality  which  enables  a warm-hearted 
man  to  secure  loyal  aid  without  raising  a 
finger.  We  know  by  the  unerring  evi- 
dence of  his  own  diary  that  he  saw  clear- 
ly how  his  own  rectitude  was  injuring 
him,  yet  never  thought  of  swerving  from 
his  course.  One  by  one  the  men  depend- 
ent on  him  went  over,  beneath  his  eyes, 
to  the  camp  of  his  rival;  and  yet  so  long 
as  each  man  was  a good  officer  he  was 
left  untouched.  Mr.  Adams  says  in  his 
diary  (under  date  of  May  13,  1825),  when 
describing  his  own  entrance  on  office: 
“ Of  the  custom-house  officers  throughout 
the  Union  two-thirds  were  probably  op- 
posed to  my  election.  They  were  all  now 
in  my  power,  and  I had  been  urged  very 
earnestly  from  various  quarters  to  sweep 
away  my  opponents,  and  provide  with 
their  places  for  my  friends.”  This  was 


what  he  absolutely  refused  to  do.  In 
these  days  of  civil  service  reform  we  go 
back  with  pleasure  to  his  example;  but 
the  general  verdict  of  the  period  was  that 
this  course  may  have  been  very  heroic, 
but  it  was  not  war. 

It  must  always  be  remembered,  more- 
over, in  our  effort  to  understand  the  ex- 
citement of  politics  fifty  years  ago,  that 
the  Presidential  candidates  were  then 
nominated  by  Congressional  caucus.  The 
effect  was  to  concentrate  in  one  spot  the  ex- 
citement and  the  intrigues  that  must  now 
be  distributed  through  the  nation.  The 
result  was  almost  wholly  evil.  ‘ ‘ It  places 
the  President,  ” J ohn  Quincy  Adams  wrote 
just  before  his  election,  “in  a state  of  sub- 
serviency to  the  members  of  the  Legisla- 
ture, which  ....  leads  to  a thousand  cor- 
rupt cabals  between  the  members  of  Con- 
gress and  heads  of  departments.  . . . The 
only  possible  chance  for  a head  of  a de- 
partment to  attain  the  Presidency  is  by 
ingratiating  himself  with  the  members  of 
Congress.”  The  result  was  that  these 
Congressmen  practically  selected  the  Pres- 
ident. For  political  purposes,  Washington 
was  the  focus  of  all  that  political  agitation 
now  distributed  over  various  cities ; it  was 
New  York,  Cincinnati,  Chicago,  all  in  one. 
It  was  in  a centre  of  politics  like  this,  not 
in  the  present  more  metropolitan  Washing- 
ton, that  John  Quincy  Adams  stood  im- 
passive—the  object  of  malice,  of  jealousy, 
of  envy,  of  respect,  and  perhaps  sometimes 
even  of  love. 

He  was  that  most  unfortunate  person- 
age, an  accidental  President — one  chosen 
not  by  a majority  or  even  a plurality  of 
popular  or  electoral  votes,  but  only  by  the 
mechanism  reluctantly  employed  in  case 
these  votes  yield  no  choice.  The  popu- 
lar feeling  of  the  nation,  by  a plurality  at 
least,  had  demanded  the  military  favorite, 
Jackson;  and  through  the  four  years  of 
Adams’s  respectable  but  rather  colorless 
administration  it  still  persisted  in  this  de- 
mand. The  grave,  undemonstrative  Pres- 
ident, not  rewarding  his  friends,  if  indeed 
he  had  friends,  had  little  chance  against 
the  popular  favorite;  his  faults  hindered 
him ; his  very  virtues  hindered  him ; and 
though  he  was  not,  like  his  father,  defeated 
squarely  on  a clear  political  issue,  he  was 
defeated  still.  With  him  we  leave  behind 
the  trained  statesmen  Presidents  of  the 
early  period,  and  pass  to  the  untrained, 
untamed,  vigorous  personality  of  Andrew 
Jackson. 
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CHAPTER  XVI. 

BY  THE  RIVER. 

THE  next  morning  she  was  unusually 
demure,  and  yet  merry  withal.  In 
her  own  chamber,  as  she  chose  out  a petti- 
coat of  pale  blue  taffeta,  and  laid  on  the 
bed  her  girdle  of  buff -colored  leather,  and 
proceeded  to  array  herself  in  these  and 
other  braveries,  it  was  to  the  usual  ac- 
companiment of  thoughtless  and  quite  in- 
consequent ballad-singing.  At  one  mo- 
ment it  was  “Green-sleeves  was  all  my 
joy,”  and  again  “Fair,  fair,  and  twice  so 
fair,”  or  perhaps — 

“An  ambling  nag , and  a-down , a -down. 

We  have  borne  her  away  to  Dargieon” 

But  when  she  came  to  take  forth  from 
the  cupboard  of  boxes  the  portion  of  the 
play  she  had  locked  up  there  the  night 
before,  and  when  she  carefully  placed 
that  in  a satchel  of  dark  blue  velvet  that 
she  had  attached  to  the  girdle,  she  was 
silent ; and  when  she  went  down-stairs 
and  encountered  her  mother,  there  was  a 
kind  of  anxious  innocence  on  her  face. 
The  good  parson  (she  explained)  had  re- 
mained so  late  on  the  previous  afternoon, 
and  there  were  so  many  things  about  the 
house  she  had  to  attend  to,  that  she  had 
been  unable  to  get  out  into  the  fields,  as 
her  father  had  bade  her,  to  bring  him  home 
some  wild  flowers.  Besides,  as  every  one 
knew,  large  dogs  got  weak  in  the  hind- 
legs if  they  were  kept  chained  up  too 
continuously;  and  it  was  absolutely  ne- 
cessary she  should  take  Don  Roderigo  out 
for  a run  with  her  through  the  meadows, 
if  her  father  would  permit. 

“There  be  plenty  of  flowers  in  the  gar- 
den, surely,”  her  mother  said,  who  was 
busy  with  some  leather  hangings,  and 
wanted  help. 

“ But  he  would  liefer  have  some  of  the 
little  wildlings,  good  mother,”  said  Judith. 
44  That  I know  right  well ; for  he  is  pleased 
to  see  them  lying  on  the  table  before  him ; 
and  sometimes,  too,  he  puts  the  names  of 
them  in  his  writing.” 

“How  know  you  that?”  was  the  im- 
mediate and  sharp  question. 

“As  I have  heard,  good  mother,”  Ju- 
dith said,  with  calm  equanimity. 

And  then  she  went  to  the  small  mirror 


to  see  that  her  gray  velvet  cap  and  starch- 
ed ruff  were  all  right. 

“What  can  your  father  want  with  wild 
flowers  if  he  is  to  remain  the  whole  day 
at  Warwick  ?”  her  mother  said. 

“ Is  my  father  going  to  Warwick  ?”  she 
asked,  quickly. 

“ If  he  be  not  already  set  forth.” 

She  glanced  at  the  window ; there  was 
neither  horse  nor  serving-man  waiting 
there.  And  then  she  hastily  went  out 
and  through  the  back  yard  into  the  garden ; 
and  there,  sure  enough,  was  her  father, 
ready  booted  for  the  road,  and  giving  a 
few  parting  directions  to  his  bailiff. 

“Well,  wench,”  he  said,  when  he  had 
finished  with  the  man,  “what  would 
you  ?” 

She  had  taken  from  her  purse  all  the 
money  she  could  find  there. 

“Good  father,”  said  she,  “will  you  do 
this  errand  for  me  at  Warwick  ?” 

4 4 More  vanities  ?”  said  he.  4 4 1 wonder 
you  have  no  commissioner  to  dispatch 
to  Spain  and  Flanders.  What  is’t,  then  ? 
— a muff  of  satin — a giramal  ring — ” 

“No,  no,  not  so,  father;  I would  have 
you  buy  for  me  a clasp-knife— as  good  a 
one  as  the  money  will  get;  and  the  cutler 
must  engrave  on  the  blade,  or  on  the 
handle,  I care  not  which,  a message — an 
inscription,  as  it  were ; ’tis  but  three  words 
— For  Judith's  Siceetheart.  Could  you 
remember  that,  good  father  ? Is't  too  much 
of  a trouble  ?” 

4 4 How  now  ?”  said  he.  4 4 For  whom  do 
you  wish  me  to  bring  you  such  a token  ?” 

44  Nay,  sir,”  said  she,  demurely,  44  would 
you  have  me  name  names  ? The  gift  of 
a sweetheart  to  a sweetheart  is  a secret 
thing.” 

“You  are  a mad  wench,”  said  he 
(though  doubtless  he  guessed  for  whom 
the  knife  was  intended),  and  he  called  to 
Matthew  gardener  to  go  round  and  see  if 
Master  Shawe  were  not  yet  ready.  44  But 
now  I bethink  me,  child,  I have  a mes- 
sage for  thee.  Good  Master  Walter  spoke 
to  me  yesternight  about  what  much  con- 
cerns him — and  you.” 

Instantly  all  her  gay  self-confidence 
vanished ; she  became  confused,  anxious, 
timid;  and  she  regarded  him  as  if  she 
feared  what  his  look  or  manner  might 
convey. 
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“Yes,  sir,”  she  said,  in  rather  a low 
voice. 

“Well,  you  know  what  the  good  man 
wishes,”  her  father  said,  “and  he  speaks 
fairly,  and  reasoneth  well.  Your  mother, 
too,  would  be  right  well  pleased.” 

“And  you,  sir  ?”  she  said,  rather  faintly. 

“I?”  said  he.  “Nay,  ’tis  scarce  a 
matter  that  I can  say  ought  in.  ’Tis  for 
yourself  to  decide,  wench ; but  were  you 
inclined  to  favor  the  young  parson,  I 
should  be  well  pleased  enough — indeed 
’tis  so — a good  man  and  honest,  as  I take 
him  to  be,  of  fair  attainment,  and  I know 
of  none  that  bear  him  ill-will,  or  have 
ought  to  say  against  him.  Nay,  if  your 
heart  be  set  that  way,  wench,  I see  no 
harm ; you  are  getting  on  in  years  to  be 
still  in  the  unmarried  state;  and,  as  he 
himself  says,  there  would  be  security  in 
seeing  you  settled  in  a home  of  your  own, 
and  your  future  no  longer  open  and  un- 
decided. Nay,  nay,  I see  no  harm.  He 
reasons  well.” 

“But,  father,  know  you  why  he  would 
have  me  become  his  wife?”  Judith  said, 
with  a wild  feeling  overcoming  her  that 
she  was  drowning  and  must  needs  throw 
out  her  hands  for  help.  “’Tis  for  no 
matter  of  affection  that  I can  make  out — 
or  that  he  might  not  as  well  choose  any 
other  in  the  town ; but  ’tis  that  I should 
help  him  in  his  work,  and  — and  labor 
in  the  vineyard,  as  he  saith.  In  truth  I 
am  all  unfit  for  such  a task — there  be 
many  another  far  better  fitted  than  I ; my 
mother  must  know  that  right  well.  There 
is  little  that  I would  not  do  to  please  her; 
but  surely  we  might  all  of  us  have  just 
as  much  of  the  good  man’s  company  with- 
out this  further  bond.  But  what  say 
you,  father  ? What  is  your  wish  ?”  she 
added,  humbly.  4 4 Perchance  I could  bring 
my  mind  to  it  if  all  were  anxious  that  it 
should  be  so.” 

“Why,  I have  told  thee,  wench,  thou 
must  choose  for  thyself.  ’Twould  please 
your  mother  right  well,  as  I say ; and  as 
for  the  duties  of  a parson’s  wife— nay, 
nay,  they  are  none  so  difficult.  Have  no 
fears  on  that  score,  good  lass;  I dare  be 
sworn  you  are  as  honest  and  well-minded 
as  most,  though  perchance  you  make  less 
profession  of  it.”  (The  gratitude  that 
sprang  to  her  eyes,  and  shone  there,  in 
spite  of  her  downcast  face !)  “Nor  must 
you  think  the  good  parson  has  but  that 
end  in  view ; ’tis  not  in  keeping  with  his 
calling  that  he  should  talk  the  language 


of  romances.  Consider  it,  wench — con- 
sider. And  there  is  more  for  you  to 
think  of.  Even  if  Master  Blaise  be  no 
vehement  lover,  as  some  of  the  young 
rattlepates  might  be,  that  is  but  a tem- 
porary thing;  ’tis  the  long  years  of  life 
that  weigh  for  the  most;  and  all  through 
these  you  would  be  in  an  honorable  sta- 
tion, well  thought  of,  and  respected.  Nay, 
there  be  many,  I can  tell  thee,  lass,  that 
might  look  askance  now  at  the  player’s 
daughter,  who  would  be  right  glad  to 
welcome  the  parson’s  wife.” 

“What  say  you,  father?”  said  she — 
and  she  was  so  startled  that  the  blood 
forsook  her  lips  for  a moment.  “That 
— that  there  be  those  — who  scorn  the 
player’s  daughter — and  would  favor  the 
parson’s  wife  ?”  And  then  she  instantly 
added:  “I  pray  you,  sir,  did  not  you  say 
that  I was  to  decide  for  myself  ?” 

“Truly,  child,  truly,”  said  he,  some- 
what wondering  at  her  manner,  for  her 
face  had  grown  quite  pale. 

“ Then  I have  decided,  father.” 

“And  how?  What  answer  will  you 
have  for  Master  Walter  ?” 

She  spoke  slowly  now,  and  with  a dis- 
tinctness that  was  almost  harsh. 

“This,  so  please  you,  sir  — that  the 
player’s  daughter  shall  not,  and  shall  nev- 
er, become  the  parson’s  wife,  God  helping 
her!” 

“ Why,  how  now  ? what  a coil  is  this!” 
he  exclaimed.  4 1 Good  lass,  ’twas  not  the 
parson  that  said  ought  of  the  kind.  Lay 
not  that  to  his  charge,  in  fair  honesty.” 

“ I have  decided,”  she  said,  proudly  and 
coldly.  “Father,  the  horses  are  brought 
round — I can  hear  them.  You  will  not 
forget  the  knife,  and  the  message  on  the 
blade?” 

He  looked  at  her,  and  laughed,  but  in 
a kindly  way;  and  he  took  her  by  the 
shoulder. 

4 4 Nay,  now,  wench,  thou  slialt  not  throw 
over  the  good  man  for  a matter  that  was 
none  of  his  bringing  forward.  And  why 
should  you  wish  to  have  less  than  the 
respect  of  all  your  neighbors,  all  and  sun- 
dry, whatever  be  their  views?  In  good 
sooth  I meant  to  speak  for  the  parson, 
and  not  to  harm  him;  and  when  I have 
more  time  I must  undo  the  ill  that  I have 
done  him.  So  soften  your  heart,  you 
proud  one,  and  be  thankful  for  the  honor 
he  would  do  you;  and  think  over  it;  and 
be  civil  and  grateful.” 

“Nay,  I will  be  civil  enough  to  the 
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good  minister,”  said  she,  with  a return  to 
her  ordinary  placid  humor,  “if  he  speak 
no  more  of  making  me  his  wife.” 

“He  will  win  you  yet,  for  as  stubborn 
as  you  are,”  her  father  said,  with  a smile. 
“He  hath  a rare  gift  of  reason;  do  not 
say  nay  too  soon,  wench,  lest  you  have 
to  recal  1 your  words.  Fare  you  well,  lass, 
fare  you  well !” 

“And  forget  not  the  knife,  good  father. 
4 With  Judith" 8 Love,"  or  4 For  Judith" 8 
Sweetheart ,’  or  what  you  will.”  And 
then  she  added,  daringly:  “’Tis  for  the 
young  prince  Mamillius,  if  you  must 
know,  good  sir.” 

He  was  j ust  going  away ; but  this  caused 
him  to  stop  for  a second ; and  he  glanced 
at  her  with  a curious  kind  of  suspicion. 
But  her  eyes  had  become  quite  inscrutable. 
Whatever  of  dark  mischief  was  within 
them  was  not  to  be  made  out  but  by  fur- 
ther questioning,  and  for  that  he  had  now 
no  time.  So  she  was  left  alone,  mistress 
of  the  field,  and  rather  inclined  to  laugh 
at  her  own  temerity;  until  it  occurred  to 
her  that  now  she  could  go  leisurely  forth 
for  her  stroll  along  the  banks  of  the  Avon, 
taking  the  great  dog  with  her. 

Indeed,  her  anger  was  always  short- 
lived. Or  perhaps  it  was  the  feeling  that 
this  danger  was  got  rid  of— that  the  de- 
cision was  taken,  and  the  parson  finally 
and  altogether  left  behind  her— that  now 
raised  her  spirits.  At  all  events,  as  she 
went  along  the  thoroughfare,  and  cheer- 
fully greeted  those  that  met  her,  the  neigh- 
bors said  ’twas  little  wonder  that  Master 
William  Shakespeare's  second  daughter 
put  off  the  choosing  of  a mate  for  herself, 
for  that  she  seemed  to  grow  younger  and 
more  winsome  every  day.  And  she  knew 
all  the  children  by  name,  and  had  a word 
for  them — scolding  or  merry,  as  the  case 
might  be — when  that  she  passed  them  by; 
and  what  with  the  clear  sunlight  of  the 
morning,  and  the  fresher  atmosphere  as 
she  got  out  of  the  town,  it  seemed  to  her- 
self as  if  all  the  air  were  filled  with  music. 

“ Then  sigh  not  so,  btU  let  them  go , 

And  he  you  blithe  and  bonny” 

she  said  or  sung  to  herself;  and  she  had 
not  a trace  of  ill-will  in  her  mind  against 
the  parson  (although  she  did  not  fail  to 
recollect  that  she  was  a player's  daugh- 
ter); and  she  was  admonishing  the  Don 
to  take  good  care  of  her,  for  that  phantom 
conspirators  and  such  like  evil  creatures 
might  be  about.  And  so  she  got  down  to 
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the  river-side;  but  she  did  not  cross;  she 
kept  along  by  the  path  that  followed  the 
windings  of  the  stream,  between  the  wide 
meadows  and  the  luxurious  vegetation 
that  overhung  the  current. 

This  English-looking  landscape  was  at 
its  fairest  on  this  fair  morning,  for  some 
heavy  rain  in  the  night  had  washed 
the  atmosphere  clear;  everything  seemed 
sharp  and  luminous;  and  the  rows  of  trees 
along  the  summits  of  the  distant  and  low- 
lying  hills  were  almost  black  against  the 
white  and  blue  sky.  Nearer  her  all  the 
foliage  of  the  wide-branching  elms  was 
stirring  and  rustling  before  a soft  wester- 
ly breeze ; the  flooded  river  was  of  a tawny 
brown ; while  its  banks  were  a wilderness 
of  wild  flowers  between  the  steins  of  the 
stunted  willows  — straggling  rose-bushes 
of  white  and  red,  tall  masses  of  goose- 
grass  all  powdered  over  with  cream-white 
blossom,  a patch  of  fragrant  meadow- 
sweet here  and  there,  or  an  occasional 
blood-red  poppy  burning  among  the  dark 
-dull  greens.  And  as  for  companions? 

Well,  she  caught  a glimpse  of  a brood  of 
ducks  sidling  along  by  the  reeds,  and  tried 
to  follow  them,  but  the  bushes  shut  them 
out  from  her  sight.  A mare  and  her  foal, 
standing  under  the  cool  shadow  of  the 
trees,  gazed  blankly  at  her  as  she  passed. 
Further  off  there  were  some  shorn  sheep 
in  the  meadows;  but  she  could  see  no 
shepherd.  The  harsh  note  of  the  corn- 
crake sounded  somewhere  in  the  long 
grass;  and  the  bees  were  busy;  and  now 
and  again  a blue-backed  swallow  would 
swoop  by  her  and  over  the  stream ; while 
all  around  there  was  a smell  of  clover 
sweetening  the  westerly  wind.  At  this 
moment,  she  convinced  herself,  she  bore 
no  ill-will  at  all  against  the  good  parson: 
only  that  she  had  it  in  her  mind  that  she 
would  be  well  content  to  remain  a player’s 
daughter.  Her  condition,  she  imagined, 
was  one  that  she  did  not  desire  to  have 
bettered.  Why,  the  air  that  touched  her 
cheek  was  like  velvet;  and  there  could  be 
nothing  in  the  world  fairer  than  the  pink 
and  white  roses  bestarring  the  bushes 
there;  and  the  very  pulse  of  her  blood 
seemed  to  beat  to  an  unheard  and  rhyth- 
mical and  subtle  tune.  What  was  it  her 
father  had  said?  “I  dare  be  sworn  you 
are  as  honest  and  well-minded  as  most, 
though  perchance  you  make  less  profes- 
sion of  it.”  She  laughed  to  herself,  with 
a kind  of  pride.  And  she  was  so  well 
content  that  she  wished  she  had  little 
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Willie  Hart  here,  that  she  might  put  her 
hand  on  his  shoulder  and  pet  him,  and 
convey  to  him  some  little  of  that  satisfac- 
tion that  reigned  within  her  own  bosom. 
No  matter ; he  should  have  the  clasp-knife 
— * ‘ With  Judith's  Love ” ; and  right  proud 
he  would  be  of  that,  she  made  sure.  And 
so  she  went  idly  on  her  way,  sometimes 
with, 

“ Fair , fair,  and  twice  to  fair , 

And  fair  at  any  may  be” 

coming  uncalled-for  into  her  head;  and 
alwayB  with  an  eye  to  the  various  wild 
flowers,  to  see  what  kind  of  a nosegay  she 
would  be  able  to  gather  on  her  homeward 
walk. 

But  by-and-by  her  glances  began  to  go 
further  afield.  Master  Leofric  Hope,  in 
■ his  brief  references  to  his  own  habits  and 
condition  at  the  farm,  had  incidentally 
remarked  that  of  all  his  walks  abroad  he 
preferred  the  following  of  the  path  by  the 
river-side;  for  there  he  was  most  secure 
from  observation.  Nay,  he  said  that  some- 
times, after  continued  solitude,  a longing 
possessed  him  to  see  a town — to  see  a pop- 
ulated place  filled  with  a fair  number  of 
his  fellow-creatures — and  that  he  would 
come  within  sight  of  Stratford  itself  and 
have  a look  at  the  church,  and  the  church 
spire,  and  the  thin  blue  smoke  rising  over 
the  houses.  That,  he  said,  was  safer  for 
him  than  coming  over  such  an  exposed 
thoroughfare  as  Bardon  Hill;  and  then 
again,  when  he  was  of  a mind  to  read — 
for  this  time  he  had  brought  one  or  two 
books  with  him — he  could  find  many  a 
sheltered  nook  by  the  side  of  the  stream, 
where  even  a passer-by  would  not  suspect 
his  presence.  Nor  could  Judith,  on  this 
fresh,  warm,  breezy  morning,  conceal  from 
herself  the  true  object  of  her  coming  forth. 
If  she  had  tried  to  deceive  herself,  the 
contents  of  the  blue  velvet  satchel  would 
have  borne  crushing  testimony  against 
her.  In  truth  she  was  now  looking  with 
some  eagerness  to  find  whether,  on  such 
a pleasant  morning,  it  was  possible  that 
he  could  have  remained  within-doors,  and 
with  the  very  distinct  belief  that  sooner 
or  later  she  would  encounter  him. 

Nor  was  she  mistaken,  though  the  man- 
ner of  the  meeting  was  unexpected.  The 
mastiff  happened  to  have  gone  on  a yard 
or  two  in  front  of  her,  and  she  was  pay- 
ing but  little  attention  to  the  beast,  when 
all  of  a sudden  it  stopped,  became  rigid, 
and  uttered  a low  growl.  She  sprang 
forward  and  seized  it  by  the  collar.  At 

Digitized  by  Go  ole 


the  same  instant  she  caught  sight  of  some 
one  down  by  the  water’s  edge,  where,  but 
for  this  occurrence,  he  would  doubtless 
have  escaped  observation.  It  was  Leofric 
Hope,  without  a doubt;  for  now  he  was 
clambering  up  through  the  bushes,  and 
she  saw  that  he  had  a small  book  in  his 
hand. 

“ My  good  fortune  pursues  me,  fair  Mis- 
tress Judith,”  said  he  (but  with  a watch- 
ful eye  on  the  dog),  “that  I should  so 
soon  again  have  an  opportunity  of  meet- 
ing with  you.  But  perchance  your  pro- 
tector is  jealous  ? He  likes  not  stran gers  ?” 

“A  lamb,  sir — a very  lamb!”  Judith 
said,  and  she  patted  the  dog  and  coaxed 
him,  and  got  him  into  a more  friendly — 
or  at  least  neutral  and  watchful— frame 
of  mind. 

“I  marvel  not  you  have  come  forth 
on  such  a morning,”  said  he,  regarding 
the  fresh  color  in  her  face.  “ ’Tis  a rare 
morning;  and  ’tis  a rare  chance  for  one 
that  is  a prisoner,  as  it  were,  that  his 
dungeon  is  not  four  walls,  but  the  wide 
spaces  of  Warwickshire.  Will  you  go  fur- 
ther ? May  I attend  you  ?” 

“ Nay,  sir,”  said  she,  “ I but  came  forth 
to  look  at  the  country,  and  see  what  blos- 
soms I could  carry  back  to  my  father;  I 
will  go  as  far  as  the  stile  there,  and  rest 
a few  minutes,  and  return.” 

“’Tis  like  your  kindness,  sweet  lady, 
to  vouchsafe  me  a moment’s  conversation ; 
a book  is  but  a dull  companion,”  said  he, 
as  they  walked  along  to  the  stile  that 
formed  part  of  a boundary  hedge.  And 
when  they  reached  it  she  seated  herself 
on  the  wooden  bar  with  much  content, 
and  the  mastiff  lay  down,  stretching  out 
his  paws,  while  the  young  gentleman 
stood  idly— but  not  carelessly — by.  He 
seemed  more  than  ever  anxious  to  interest 
his  fair  neighbor,  and  so  to  beguile  her 
into  remaining. 

“A  dull  companion,”  he  repeated,  “it 
is.  One  would  rather  hear  the  sound  of 
one’s  voice  occasionally.  When  I came 
along  here  this  njorning  I should  have 
been  right  glad  even  to  have  had  a she 
shepherd  say  * Good-morrow’  to  me — ” 

“ A what,  good  sir  ?”  she  asked. 

He  laughed. 

“Nay,  ’tis  a book  the  wits  in  London 
have  much  merriment  over  just  now — a 
guide-book  for  the  use  of  foreigners  com- 
ing to  this  country— and  there  be  plenty 
of  them  at  present,  in  the  train  of  the  am- 
bassadors. Marry,  the  good  man’s  Eng- 

Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


JUDITH  SHAKESPEARE. 


133 


lish  is  none  of  the  best.  lFor  to  ask 
the  Way'  is  a chapter  of  the  book ; and  the 
one  traveller  saith  to  the  other,  4 Ask  of 
that  she  shepherd ’ — in  truth  the  phrase 
hath  been  caught  up  by  the  town.  But 
the  traveller  is  of  a pleasant  and  courteous 
turn;  when  that  he  would  go  to  bed,  he 
saith  to  the  chamber-maid:  4 Draw  the  cur- 
tains, and  pin  them  with  a pin.  My  she 
friend,  kiss  me  once,  and  I shall  sleep  the 
better.  I thank  you,  fair  maiden.9  Well, 
their  English  may  be  none  of  the  best, 
but  they  have  a royal  way  with  them, 
some  of  those  foreigners  that  come  to  our 
court.  When  the  Constable  of  Castile 
was  at  the  great  banquet  at  Whitehall — 
doubtless  you  heard  of  it,  sweet  Mistress 
Judith  ? — he  rose  and  drank  the  health  of 
the  Queen  from  a cup  of  agate  of  extraor- 
dinary value,  all  set  with  diamonds  and 
rubies,  and  when  the  King  had  drank 
from  the  same  cup  the  Constable  called 
a servant,  and  desired  that  the  cup  should 
be  placed  on  his  Majesty’s  buffet,  to  re- 
main there.  Was’t  not  a royal  gift  ? And 
so  likewise  he  drank  the  health  of  the 
King  from  a beautiful  dragon-shaped  cup 
of  crystal  all  garnished  with  gold ; but  he 
drank  from  the  cover  only,  for  the  Queen, 
standing  up,  drank  the  pledge  from  the 
cup  itself ; and  then  he  would  have  that 
in  turn  transferred  to  her  buffet,  as  he 
had  given  the  other  one  to  the  King.” 

44My  father,”  said  she,  with  much  com- 
placent good-nature — for  she  had  got  into 
the  way  of  talking  to  this  young  gentle- 
man with  a marvellous  absence  of  re- 
straint or  country  shyness,  44  hath  a tank- 
ard of  great  age  and  value,  and  on  the  sil- 
ver top  of  it  is  a tribute  engraved  from 
many  of  his  friends — truly  I would  that 
you  could  come  and  see  it,  good  sir — and — 
and— my  father,  too,  he  would  make  you 
welcome,  I doubt  not.  And  what  book  is 
it,”  she  continued,  with  a smile,  44  that  you 
have  for  companion,  seeing  that  there  be 
no  she  shepherd  for  you  to  converse 
withal  ?” 

44  Ti 3 but  a dull  affair,”  said  he,  scarce 
looking  at  it,  for  Judith’s  eyes  were  more 
attractive  reading.  “And  yet  if  the  book 
itself  be  dull,  there  is  that  within  its  boards 
that  is  less  so.  Perchance  you  have  not 
heard  of  one  Master  Browne,  a young 
Devonshire  gentleman,  that  hath  but  late 
come  to  London,  and  that  only  for  a space, 
as  I reckon  t” 

“No,  sir,”  she  said,  hesitatingly. 

4 4 The  yourg  man  hath  made  some  stir 


with  his  poems,”  he  continued,  4 4 though 
there  be  none  of  them  in  the  booksellers’ 
hands  as  yet.  And  as  it  hath  been  my 
good  fortune  to  see  one  or  two  of  them — 
marry,  I am  no  judge,  but  I would  call 
them  excellent,  and  of  much  modesty  and 
grace — I took  occasion  to  pencil  down  a 
few  of  the  lines  inside  the  cover  of  this 
little  book.  May  I read  them  to  you, 
Mistress  Judith  ?” 

44  If  it  please  you,  good  sir.” 

He  opened  the  book,  and  she  saw  that 
there  were  some  lines  pencilled  on  the 
gray  binding;  but  they  must  have  been 
familiar  to  him,  for  he  scarce  took  his 
eyes  from  Judith’s  face  as  he  repeated 
them. 

“They  are  a description,”  said  he,  “of 
one  that  must  have  been  fair  indeed: 

“ 4 Her  cheeks , the  wonder  of  what  eye  beheld. 

Begot  betwixt  a lily  and  a rose , 

In  gentle  rising  plains  divinely  mod  led. 

Where  all  the  graces  and  the  loves  repose . 

Nature  in  this  piece  all  her  works  excelled, 

Yet  showed  herself  imperfect  in  the  dose , 

For  she  forgot  (when  she  so  fair  did  raise  her) 

To  give  the  world  a wit  might  duly  praise  her . 

u 4 When  that  she  spoke , as  at  a voice  from  heaven , 
On  her  sweet  words  all  ears  and  hearts  attended  ; 

When  that  she  sung , they  thought  the  planets  seven 
By  her  sweet  voice  might  well  their  tunes  have 
mended  ; 

When  she  did  sigh , all  were  of  joy  bereaven  ; 
And  when  she  smiled , heaven  had  them  aU 
befriended  : 

If  that  her  voice , sighs,  smiles , so  many  thrilled, 

Oh,  had  she  kissed,  how  many  had  she  killed  P ” 

“’Tis  a description  of  a lady  of  the 
court?”  Judith  asked,  timidly. 

4 4 No,  by  heavens,  ” he  said,  with  warmth ; 
“the  bonniest  of  our  English  roses  are 
they  that  grow  in  the  country  airl” — and 
his  glance  of  admiration  was  so  open 
and  undisguised,  and  the  application  of 
his  words  so  obvious,  that  her  eyes  fell, 
and  in  spite  of  herself  the  color  mounted 
to  her  cheeks.  In  her  embarrassment  she 
sought  safety  in  the  blue  velvet  satchel. 
She  had  contemplated  some  other  way  of 
introducing  this  latest  writing  of  her  fa- 
ther’s ; but  now  that  had  all  fled  from  her 
brain.  She  knew  that  the  town  gentle- 
men were  given  to  flattery;  but  then  she 
was  not  accustomed  to  it.  And  she  could 
not  but  swiftly  surmise  that  he  had  writ- 
ten down  these  lines  with  the  especial  ob- 
ject of  addressing  them  to  her  when  he 
should  have  the  chance. 

“Good  sir,”  said  she,  endeavoring  to 
hide  this  brief  embarrassment  by  assum- 
ing a merry  air,  44  a fair  exchange,  they 
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say,  is  no  robbery.  Methinks  you  will 
find  something  here  that  will  outweigh 
good  Master  Browne’s  verses — in  bulk,  if 
not  in  merit.” 

He  gazed  in  astonishment  at  the  parcel 
of  sheets  she  handed  to  him,  and  he  but 
glanced  at  the  first  page  when  he  ex- 
claimed, 

“Why,  I have  heard  naught  of  this 
before.” 

“ Nay,  sir,”  said  she,  with  a calm  smile, 
“the  infant  is  but  young  — but  a few 
weeks,  as  I take  it ; it  hath  had  but  little 
chance  of  making  a noise  in  the  world  jis 
yet.  Will  you  say  what  you  think  of  it  ?” 

But  now  he  was  busy  reading.  Then 
by-and-by  she  recollected  something  of 
the  manner  in  which  she  had  meant  to 
introduce  the  play. 

“You  see,  sir,  my  father  hath  many 
affairs  on  his  hands ; ’tis  not  all  his  time 
he  can  give  to  such  things.  And  yet  I 
have  heard  that  they  be  well  spoken  of 
in  London— if  not  by  the  wits,  perchance, 
or  by  the  court  ladies,  at  least  by  the 
common  people  and  the  ’prentices.  We 
in  these  parts  have  but  little  skill  of 
learning;  but — but  methinks  ’tis  a pretty 
Story — is  it  not,  good  sir  ? — and  perchance 
as  interesting  as  a speech  from  a goddess 
among  the  clouds  ?” 

' “In  truth  it  is  a rare  invention,”  said 
he,  but  absently,  for  his  whole  and  rapt 
attention  was  fixed  on  the  sheets. 

She,  seeing  him  so  absorbed,  did  not  in- 
terfere further.  She  sat  still  and  content 
— perhaps  with  a certain  sedate  triumph 
in  her  eyes.  She  listeued  to  the  rustling 
6f  the  elms  overhead,  and  watched  the 
white  clouds  slowly  crossing  the  blue, 
and  the  tavvny-hued  river  lazily  and  noise- 
lessly stealing  by  below  the  bushes.  The 
corn-crake  was  silent  now — there  was  not 
even  that  interruption ; and  when  the  bell 
in  the  church  tower  began  to  toll,  it  was 
so  soft  and  faint  and  distant  that  she 
thought  it  most  likely  he  would  not  even 
hear  it.  And  at  what  point  was  he  now  ? 
At  the  story  * of  how  the  sweet  Miranda 
came  to  grow  up  in  exile  ? Or  listening 
to  Ariel’s  song  ? Or  watching  the  prince 
approach  this  new  wonder  of  the  magic 
island  ? Her  eyes  were  full  of  triumph. 
“Ben  Jonson !”  she  had  said. 

But  suddenly  he  closed  the  sheets  to- 
gether. 

“It  were  unmannerly  so  to  keep  you 
waiting,”  said  he. 

“Nay,  heed  not  that,  good  sir,”  she 


said,  instantly.  “I  pray  you  go  on  with 
the  reading.  How  like  you  it  ? Tis  a 
pretty  story,  methinks ; but  my  father  hath 
been  so  busy  of  late — what  with  acres,  and 
tithes,  and  sheep,  and  malt,  and  the  like 
— that  perchance  he  hath  not  given  all  his 
mind  to  it.” 

“ It  is  not  for  one  such  as  I,  fair  Mistress 
Judith,” said  he,  with  much  modesty,  “to 
play  the  critic  when  it  is  your  father’s 
writing  that  comes  forward.  Beshrew 
me,  there  be  plenty  of  that  trade  in  Lon- 
don, and  chiefly  the  feeble  folk  that  he 
hath  driven  from  our  stage.  No,  Bweet 
lady ; rather  consider  me  one  of  those  that 
crowd  to  see  each  new  piece  of  his,  and 
are  right  thankful  for  aught  he  pleaseth 
to  give  us.” 

‘ 4 Is  that  so  ?”  said  she ; and  she  regarded 
him  with  much  favor,  which  he  was  not 
slow  to  perceive. 

“Why,”  said  he,  boldly,  “what  needs 
your  father  to  heed  if  some  worshipful 
Master  Scoloker  be  of  opinion  that  the 
play  of  the  Prince  Hamlet  belongeth  to 
the  vulgar  sort,  and  that  the  prince  was 
but  moon-sick;  or  that  some  one  like  Mas- 
ter Greene — God  rest  his  soul,  wherever 
it  be!— should  call  him  an  upstart  crow, 
and  a Johannes  factotum,  and  the  like ! 
’Tis  what  the  people  of  England  think  that 
is  of  import ; and  right  sure  am  I what  they 
would  say— that  there  is  no  greater  writer 
than  your  father  now  living  in  the  land.” 

“Ah,  think  you  so ?”  she  said, quickly, 
and  her  face  grew  radiant,  as  it  were,  and 
her  eyes  were  filled  with  gratitude. 

“This  Master  Greene,”  he  continued, 
“was  ever  gibing  at  the  players,  as  I 
have  heard,  and  bidding  them  be  more 
humble,  for  that  their  labor  was  but 
mechanical,  and  them  attracting  notice 
through  wearing  borrowed  plumes.  Nay, 
he  would  have  it  that  your  father  was  no 
more  than  that — poor  man,  he  lived  but 
a sorry  life,  and  ’twere  ill  done  to  cherish 
anger  against  him;  but  I remember  to 
have  seen  the  apology  that  he  that  pub- 
lished the  book  made  thereafter  to  your 
father— in  good  truth  it  was  fitting  and 
right  that  it  should  be  printed  and  given 
to  the  world;  and  though  I forget  the 
terms  of  it,  ’twas  in  fair  praise  of  Master 
William  Shakespeare’s  gentle  demeanor, 
and  his  uprightness  of  conduct,  and  the 
grace  of  his  wit.” 

“ Could  you  get  that  for  me,  good  sir?” 
said  she,  eagerly.  “Is’t  possible  that  I 
could  get  it  ?” 
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And  then  she  stopped  in  some  embar- 
rassment, for  she  remembered  that  it  was 
not  becoming  she  should  ask  this  stranger 
for  a gift.  “Nay,  sir,  ’twould  be  of  little 
use  to  me,  that  have  no  skill  of  reading.” 

“But  I pray  you,  sweet  Mistress  Ju- 
dith, to  permit  me  to  bring  you  the  book ; 
’twill  be  something,  at  least,  for  you  to 
keep  and  show  to  your  friends — ” 

“ If  I might  show  it  to  Prudence  Shawe, 
I could  return  it  to  you,  good  sir,”  said 
she.  And  then  she  added, 4 4 Not  that  she — 
no,  nor  any  one  in  Stratford  town — would 
need  any  such  testimony  to  my  father’s 
qualities,  that  are  known  to  all.” 

“At  least  they  seem  to  have  won  him 
the  love  and  loyalty  of  his  daughter,” 
said  he,  gallantly;  “and  they  know  most 
about  a man  who  live  nearest  him.  Nay, 
but  I will  beg  you  to  accept  the  book  from 
me  when  I can  with  safety  get  to  London 
again ; ’twill  be  a charge  I am  not  likely 
to  forget.  And  in  return,  fair  Mistress 
Judith,  I would  take  of  you  another  fa- 
vor, and  a greater.” 

“ In  what  manner,  gentle  sir  ?” 

“I  have  but  glanced  over  this  writing, 
for  fear  of  detaining  you,  and  but  half 
know  the  value  of  it,”  said  he.  “I  pray 
you  let  me  have  it  with  me  to  my  lodging 
for  an  hour  or  two,  that  I may  do  it  jus- 
tice. When  one  hath  such  a chance  come 
to  him,  ’tis  not  to  be  lightly  treated;  and 
I would  give  time  and  quiet  to  the  mak- 
ing: out  the  beauties  of  your  father’s  latest 
work.” 

She  was  at  first  somewhat  startled  by 
this  proposal,  and  almost  involuntarily 
was  for  putting  forth  her  hand  to  receive 
the  sheets  again  into  safe  - keeping ; but 
then  she  asked  herself  what  harm  there 
could  be  in  acceding  to  his  request.  She 
was  eagerly  anxious  that  he  should  un- 
derstand how  her  father — even  amidst 
those  multifarious  occupations  that  were 
entailed  on  him  by  his  prominent  posi- 
tion in  the  town — could,  when  he  chose, 
sit  down  and  write  a tale  far  exceeding  in 
beauty  and  interest  any  of  the  mummer- 
ies that  the  court  people  seemed  to  talk 
about.  Why  should  not  he  have  a few 
hours’  time  to  study  this  fragment  withal  ? 
Her  father  was  gone  to  Warwick  for  the 
day.  Nay,  more,  she  had  taken  so  small 
a portion  of  what  had  been  cast  aside  that 
she  knew  the  absence  of  it  would  not  be 
noticed,  however  long  it  might  be  kept. 
And  then  this  young  gentleman,  who  was 
so  civil  and  courteous,  and  who  spoke  so. 


well  of  her  father,  was  alone,  and  to  be 
pitied  for  that  he  had  so  few  means  of  be- 
guiling the  tedium  of  his  hiding. 

“ In  the  afternoon,”  said  he,  seeing  that 
she  hesitated,  “I  could  with  safety  leave  it 
at  your  grandmother’s  cottage,  and  then, 
perchance,  you  might  send  some  one  for 
it.  Nay,  believe  me,  sweet  Mistress  Ju- 
dith, I know  the  value  of  that  I ask ; but 
I would  fain  do  justice  to  such  a trea- 
sure.” 

“ You  would  not  fail  me,  sir,  in  leaving 
it  at  the  cottage  ?”  said  she. 

“ You  do  me  wrong,  Mistress  Judith,  to 
doubt — in  good  sooth  you  do.  If  you  can 
find  a trusty  messenger — ” 

“Nay,  but  I will  come  for  it  myself, 
good  sir,  and  explain  to  my  grandmother 
the  nature  of  the  thing,  lest  she  suspect 
me  of  meddling  with  darker  plots.  Let 
it  be  so,  then,  good  sir,  for  now  I must 
get  me  back  to  the  town.  I pray  you  for- 
get not  to  leave  the  package;  and  so — 
farewell !” 

“But  my  thanks  to  you,  dear  lady — ” 

“Nay,  sir,”  said  she,  with  a bright  look 
of  her  eyes,  “bethink  you  you  have  not 
yet  fairly  made  out  the  matter.  Tarry 
till  you  have  seen  whether  these  sheets 
be  worth  the  trouble — whether  they  re- 
mind you  in  aught  of  the  work  of  your 
friend  Master  Jonson— and  then  your 
thanks  will  be  welcome.  Give  ye  good- 
day,  gentle  sir.” 

There  was  no  thought  in  her  mind  that 
she  had  done  anything  imprudent  in  trust- 
ing him  with  this  portion  of  the  play  for 
the  matter  of  an  hour  or  two;  it  was  but 
a small  equivalent,  she  recollected,  for  his 
promise  to  bring  her  from  London  the  re- 
tractation or  apology  of  one  of  those  who 
had  railed  at  her  father,  or  abetted  in  that, 
and  found  himself  constrained  by  his  con- 
science to  make  amends.  And  now  it  oc- 
curred to  her  that  it  would  look  ill  if,  hav- 
ing come  out  to  gather  some  wild  flowers 
for  the  little  table  in  the  summer-house, 
she  returned  with  empty  hands;  so,  as  she 
proceeded  to  walk  leisurely  along  the 
winding  path  leading  back  to  the  town, 
she  kept  picking  here  and  there  such  blos- 
soms as  came  within  her  reach.  If  the 
nosegay  promised  to  be  somewhat  large 
and  straggling,  at  least  it  would  be  sweet- 
scented,  and  she  felt  pretty  sure  that  her 
father  would  be  well  content  with  it.  At 
first  she  was  silent,  however;  her  wonted 
singing  was  abandoned  ; perchance  she 
was  trying  to  recall  something  of  the  lines 
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that  Master  Leofric  Hope  had  repeated  to 
her  with  so  marked  an  emphasis. 

“And  what  said  he  of  our  English 
roses  ?”  she  asked  herself,  with  some  faint 
color  coming  into  her  face  at  the  mere 
thought  of  it. 

But  then  she  forcibly  dismissed  these 
recollections,  feeling  that  that  was  due  to 
her  own  modesty,  and  busied  herself  with 
her  blossoms  and  sprays;  and  presently, 
as  she  set  out  in  good  earnest  for  the  town, 
she  strove  to  convince  herself  that  there 
was  nothing  more  serious  in  her  brain  than 
the  tune  of  “Green-sleeves” : 

w Green-sleeves  y now  farewdi , adieu  ; 

God  I pray  to  prosper  thee  ; 

For  I am  still  thy  lover  true — 

Come  once  again  and  love  me!” 


CHAPTER  XVII. 

WILD  WORDS. 

Her  light-heartedness  did  not  last  long. 
In  the  wide  clear  landscape  a human  fig- 
ure suddenly  appeared,  and  the  briefest 
turn  of  her  head  showed  her  that  Tom 
Quiney  was  rapidly  coming  toward  her 
across  the  fields.  For  a second  her  heart 
stood  still.  Had  he  been  riding  home  from 
Ludington?  OrfromBidford?  Was  it  pos- 
sible that  he  had  come  over  Bardon  Hill, 
and  from  that  height  espied  the  two  down 
by  the  river?  She  could  not  even  tell 
whether  that  was  possible,  or  what  he  had 
done  with  his  horse,  or  why  he  had  not  in- 
terfered sooner,  if  he  was  bent  on  interfer- 
ing. But  she  had  an  alarmed  impression 
that  this  rapid  approach  of  his  boded  trou- 
ble, and  she  had  not  long  to  wait  before 
that  fear  was  confirmed. 

“Judith,  who  is  that  man  ?”  he  demand- 
ed, with  a fury  that  was  but  half  held  in. 

She  turned  and  faced  him. 

“I  knew  not,”  she  said,  coldly  and 
slowly,  “that  we  were  on  a speaking  plat- 
form.” 

“ ’Tis  no  time  to  bandy  words,”  said  he ; 
and  his  face  was  pale,  for  he  was  evidently 
striving  to  control  the  passion  with  which 
his  whole  figure  seemed  to  quiver  from 
head  to  heel.  “Who  is  that  man  ? I ask. 
Who  is  he,  that  you  come  here  to  seek 
him,  and  alone  ?” 

4 4 1 know  not  by  what  right  you  put  such 
questions  to  me,”  she  said;  but  she  was 
somewhat  frightened. 

“By  what  right?  And  you  have  no 
regard,  then,  for  your  good  name  ?” 


There  was  a flash  in  her  eyes.  She  had 
been  afraid:  she  was  no  longer  afraid. 

“My  good  name?”  she  repeated.  “I 
thank  God  ’tis  in  none  of  your  keeping!” 

In  his  madness  he  caught  her  by  the 
wrist 

“You  shall  tell  me — ” 

“Unhand  me,  sir!”  she  exclaimed;  and 
she  threw  off  his  grasp,  while  her  cheeks 
burned  with  humiliation. 

“Nay,  I quarrel  not  with  women,”  said 
he.  “ I crave  your  pardon.  But,  by  God, 
I will  get  to  know  that  man's  name  and 
purpose  here  if  I rive  it  from  his  body !” 

So  he  strode  off  in  the  direction  that 
Leofric  Hope  had  taken;  and  for  a mo- 
ment she  stood  quite  terror-stricken  and 
helpless,  scarcely  daring  to  think  of  what 
might  happen.  A murder  on  this  fair 
morning?  This  young  fellow,  that  was 
quite  beside  himself  in  his  passion  of  jea- 
lous anger,  was  famed  throughout  the 
length  and  breadth  of  Warwickshire  for 
his  wrestling  prowess.  And  the  other — 
would  he  brook  high  words  ? These  things 
flashed  across  her  mind  in  one  bewilder- 
ing instant;  and  in  her  alarm  she  forgot 
all  about  her  pride.  She  called  to  him, 

“ I pray  you — stay !” 

He  turned  and  regarded  her. 

“Stay,”  said  she,  with  her  face  afire. 
44 1 — I will  tell  you  what  I know  of  him— 
if  you  will  have  it  so.” 

He  approached  her  with  seeming  re- 
luctance, and  with  anger  and  suspicion  in 
his  lowering  look.  He  was  silent,  too. 

“Indeed,  there  is  no  harm,”  said  she 
(and  still  with  her  face  showing  her  mor- 
tification that  she  was  thus  forced  to  de- 
fend herself).  “ ’Tis  a young  gentleman 
that  is  in  some  trouble — his  lodging  near 
Bidford  is  also  a hiding,  as  it  were — and — 
and  I know  but  little  of  him  beyond  his 
name,  and  that  he  is  familiar  with  many 
of  my  father’s  friends  in  London.” 

“And  how  comes  it  that  you  seek  him 
out  here  alone ?”  said  he.  “That  is  a be- 
coming and  maidenly  thing!” 

44 1 promised  you  I would  tell  you  what 
I know  of  the  young  gentleman,”  said 
she,  with  scornful  lips.  “ I did  noUprom- 
ise  to  stand  still  and  suffer  your  inso- 
lence.” 

“Insolence!”  he  exclaimed,  as  if  her 
audacity  bewildered  him. 

“How  know  you  that  I sought  him 
out!”  she  said,  indignantly.  “May  not 
one  walk  forth  of  a summer  morning 
without  being  followed  by  suspicious  eyes 
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—I  warrant  me,  eyes  that  are  only  too 
glad  to  suspect!  To  think  evil  is  an  easy 
thing,  it  seems,  with  many:  I wonder,  sir, 
you  are  not  ashamed.” 

“You  brave  it  out  well,”  said  he,  sul- 
lenly; but  it  was  evident  that  her  courage 
had  impressed  him,  if  it  still  left  him  an- 
gered and  suspicious. 

And  then  he  asked: 

“How  comes  it  that  none  of  your 
friends  or  your  family  know  ought  of  this 
stranger  ?” 

“I  marvel  you  should  speak  of  my 
family,”  she  retorted.  “I  had  thought 
you  were  inclined  to  remain  in  ignorance 
of  them  of  late.  But  had  you  asked  of 
Prudence  Shawe  she  might  have  told  you 
something  of  this  young  gentleman;  or 
had  you  thought  fit  to  call  in  at  my  grand- 
mother's cottage,  you  might  perchance 
have  found  him  seated  there,  and  a wel- 
come guest  at  her  board.  Marry,  ’tis  eas- 
ier far  to  keep  aloof  and  to  think  evil,  as 
one  may  see.” 

And  then  she  added : 

“Well,  sir,  are  you  satisfied?  May  I 
go  home  without  farther  threats  ?” 

“I  threatened  you  not,  Judith,”  said  he, 
rather  more  humbly.  4 4 1 would  have  my 
threats  kept  for  those  that  would  harm 
you.” 

44 1 know  of  none  such,”  she  said,  dis- 
tinctly. 44  And  as  for  this  young  gentle- 
man—that  is  in  misfortune — such  as  might 
happen  to  any  one— and  not  only  in  hid- 
ing, but  having  intrusted  his  secret  to  one 
or  two  of  us  that  pity  him  and  see  no 
harm  in  him — I say  it  were  a cruel  and 
unmanly  thing  to  spy  out  his  conceal- 
ment, or  to  spread  the  rumor  of  his  being 
in  the  neighborhood.” 

“Nay,  you  need  not  fear  that  of  me, 
Judith,”  said  he.  44  Man  to  man  is  my 
way,  when  there  is  occasion.  But  can 
you  marvel  if  I would  have  you  for  your 
own  sake  avoid  any  further  meetings  with 
this  stranger  ? If  he  be  in  hiding,  let  him 
remain  there,  in  God’s  name;  I for  one 
will  set  no  beagles  to  hunt  him  out.  But 
as  for  you,  I would  have  you  meddle  with 
no  such  dangerous  traps.” 

“Good  sir,”  said  she,  “I  have  my  con- 
duct in  my  own  keeping,  and  can  answer 
to  those  that  have  the  guardianship  of 
me.” 

He  did  not  reply  to  this  rebuke.  He 
said: 

44  May  I walk  back  to  the  town  with 
you,  Judith?” 


“You  forget,”  she  said,  coldly,  “that 
if  we  were  seen  together  the  gossips  might 
say  I had  come  out  hither  to  seek  you,  and 
alone.” 

But  he  paid  no  heed  to  this  taunt. 

“I  care  not,”  said  he,  with  an  affecta- 
tion of  indifference,  “ what  the  gossips  in 
Stratford  have  to  talk  over.  Stratford 
and  I are  soon  to  part.” 

“What  say  you?”  said  she,  quickly — 
and  they  were  walking  on  together  now, 
the  Don  leisurely  following  at  their  heels. 

44  Nay,  ’tis  nothing,”  said  he,  carelessly; 
“there  are  wider  lands  beyond  the  seas, 
where  a man  can  fight  for  his  own  and 
hold  it.” 

44  And  you  ?”  she  said.  “You  have  it 
in  your  mind  to  leave  the  country  ?” 

“Marry,  that  have  I!”  said  he,  gayly. 
44  My  good  friend  Daniel  HuJA  hath  gotten 
together  a rare  regiment,  and  I doubt  not 
I shall  be  one  of  the  captains  of  them  ere 
many  years  be  over.” 

Her  eyes  were  downcast,  and  he  could 
not  see  what  impression  this  piece  of 
news  had  made  upon  her — if,  indeed,  he 
cared  to  look.  They  walked  for  some 
time  in  silence. 

44 It  is  no  light  matter,”  said  she  at 
length,  and  in  rather  a low  voice,  “to 
leave  one’s  native  land.” 

“As  for  that,”  said  he,  44 the  land  will 
soon  be  not  worth  the  living  in.  Why, 
in  former  times,  men  spoke  of  the  merry 
world  of  England.  A merry  world? — I 
trow  the  canting  rogues  of  preachers  have 
left  but  little  merriment  in  it;  and  now 
they  would  seek  to  have  all  in  their  pow- 
er, and  to  flood  the  land  with  their  whin- 
ing and  psalm-singing,  till  we  shall  have 
no  England  left  us,  but  only  a vast  con- 
venticle. Think  you  that  your  father 
hath  any  sympathy  with  these?  I tell 
you  no;  I take  it  he  is  an  Englishman, 
and  not  a conventicle-raan.  ’Tis  ho  long- 
er the  England  of  our  forefathers  when 
men  may  neither  hawk  nor  hunt,  and 
women  are  doomed  to  perdition  for  wor- 
shipping the  false  idol  starch,  and  the 
very  children  be  called  in  from  their 
games  of  a Sunday  afternoon.  God-a- 
mercy,  I have  had  enough  of  Brother 
Patience -in -suffering,  and  his  dominion 
of  grace  1” 

This  seemed  to  Judith  a strange  reason 
for  his  going  away,  for  he  had  never  pro- 
fessed any  strong  bias  one  way  or  the 
other  in  these  religious  dissensions;  his 
chief  concern,  like  that  of  most  of  the 
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young  men  in  Stratford,  lying  rather  in 
the  direction  of  butt  - shooting,  or  wres- 
tling, or  having  a romp  with  some  of  the 
wenches  to  the  tune  of  “ Packington’s 
Pound.” 

“Nay,  as  I hear,”  said  he,  “there  be 
some  of  them  in  such  discontent  with  the 
King  and  the  Parliament  that  they  even 
talk  of  transplanting  themselves  beyond 
seas,  like  those  that  went  to  Holland: 
’twere  a goodly  riddance  if  the  whole 
gang  of  the  sour- faced  hypocrites  went, 
and  left  to  us  our  own  England.  And  a 
fair  beginning  for  the  new  country  across 
the  Atlantic — half  of  them  these  Puritan- 
ical rogues,  with  their  fastings  and  preach- 
ments; and  the  other  half  the  constable’s 
brats  and  broken  men  that  such  as  Hutt 
are  drafting  out:  a right  good  beginning, 
if  they  but  keep  from  seizing  each  other 
by  the  throat  in  the  end ! No  matter:  we 
should  have  our  England  purged  of  the 
double  scum !” 

“ But,”  said  Judith,  timidly, u methought 
you  said  you  were  going  out  with  these 
same  desperate  men  ?” 

“I  can  take  my  life  in  my  hand  as  well 
as  another,”  said  he,  gloomily.  And  then 
he  added:  “They  be  none  so  desperate, 
after  all.  Broken  men  there  may  be 
amongst  them,  and  many  against  whom 
fortune  would  seem  to  have  a spite:  per- 
chance their  affairs  may  mend  in  the  new 
country.” 

“But  your  affairs  are  prosperous,”  Ju- 
dith said — though  she  never  once  regarded 
him.  “Why  should  you  link  yourself 
with  such  men  as  these  ?” 

“ One  must  forth  to  see  the  world,”  said 
he;  and  he  went  on  to  speak  in  a gay  and 
reckless  fashion  of  the  life  that  lay  before 
him,  and  of  its  possible  adventures  and 
hazards  and  prizes.  “And  what,”  said 
he,  “if  one  were  to  have  good  fortune  in 
that  far  country,  and  become  rich  in  land, 
and  have  good  store  of  corn  and  fields  of 
tobacco;  what  if  one  were  to  come  back 
in  twenty  years’  time  to  this  same  town 
of  Stratford,  and  set  up  for  the  trade  of 
gentleman  ?” 

4 4 Twenty  years  ?”  said  she,  rather  breath- 
lessly. “’Tis  a long  time;  you  will  find 
changes.” 

“None  that  would  matter  much,  me- 
thinks,”  said  he,  indifferently. 

“There  be  those  that  will  be  sorry  for 
your  going  away,”  she  ventured  to  say — 
and  she  forced  herself  to  think  only  of 
Prudence  Shawe. 


“ Not  one  that  will  care  a cracked  three- 
farthings  I”  was  the  answer. 

“ You  do  ill  to  say  so — indeed  you  do  I” 
said  she,  with  just  a touch  of  warmth  in 
her  tone.  “ You  have  many  friends ; you 
serve  them  ill  to  say  they  would  not  heed 
your  going.” 

“Friends?”  said  he.  “Yes,  they  will 
miss  me  at  the  shovel-board,  or  when  there 
is  one  short  at  the  catches.” 

“There  be  others  than  those,”  said  she, 
with  some  little  hesitation. 

“ Who,  then  ?”  said  he. 

I “You  should  know  yourself,”  she  an- 
swered. “Think  you  that  Prudence,  for 
one,  will  be  careless  as  to  your  leaving 
the  country  ?” 

“Prudence?”  said  he,  and  he  darted 
a quick  glance  at  her.  “Nay,  I confess 
me  wrong,  then;  for  there  is  one  that 
hath  a gentle  heart,  and  is  full  of  kind- 
ness.” 

“Right  well  I know  that — for  who 
should  know  better  than  I ?”  said  Judith. 
“As  true  a heart  as  any  in  Christendom, 
and  a prize  for  him  that  wins  it,  I war- 
rant you.  If  it  be  not  won  already,”  she 
added,  quickly.  “As  to  that,  I know  not.” 

They  were  now  nearing  the  town — they 
could  hear  the  dull  sound  of  the  mill,  and 
before  them  was  the  church  spire  among 
the  trees,  and  beyond  that  the  gray  and 
red  huddled  mass  of  houses,  bams,  and 
orchards. 

“And  when  think  you  of  going?”  she 
said,  after  a while. 

“I  know  not,  and  I care  not,”  said  he, 
absently.  4 4 When  I spoke  of  my  acquaint- 
ances being  indifferent  as  to  what  might 
befall  me,  I did  them  wrong,  for  in  truth 
there  be  none  of  them  as  indifferent  as  I 
am  myself.” 

44 ’Tis  not  a hopeful  mood,”  said  she, 

44  to  begin  the  making  of  one’s  fortunes  in 
a new  country  withal.  I pray  you,  what 
ails  this  town  of  Stratford,  that  you  are 
not  content  ?” 

4 4 It  boots  not  to  say,  since  I am  leaving 
it,” he  answered.  “Perchance  in  times 
to  come,  when  I am  able  to  return  to  it,  I 
shall  be  better  content.  And  you  ?” 

44  And  I?”  she  repeated,  with  some  sur- 
prise. 

4 4 Nay,  you  will  be  content  enough,” 
said  he,  somewhat  bitterly.  “Mother 
Church  will  have  a care  of  you.  You 
will  be  in  the  fold  by  then.  The  faithful 
shepherd  will  have  a charge  over  you,  to 
keep  you  from  communication  with  the 
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children  of  anger  and  the  devil,  that  rage 
without  like  lions  seeking  to  destroy.” 

“I  know  not  what  you  mean,”  said 
she,  with  a hot  face. 

“Right  well  you  know,” said  he,  cool- 
ly; but  there  was  an  angry  resentment 
running  through  his  affected  disdain  as 
he  went  on : “ There  be  those  that  protest, 
and  go  forth  from  the  Church.  And  there 
be  those  that  protest,  and  remain  within, 
eating  the  fat  things,  and  well  content 
with  the  milk  and  the  honey,  and  their 
stores  of  com  and  oil.  Marry,  you  will 
be  well  provided  for — the  riches  of  the 
next  world  laid  up  in  waiting  for  you, 
and  a goodly  share  of  the  things  of  this 
world  to  beguile  the  time  withal.  Nay,  I 
marvel  not;  ’tis  the  wisdom  of  the  serpent 
along  with  the  innocence  of  the  dove. 
What  matters  the  surplice,  the  cross  in 
baptism,  and  the  other  relics  of  popery, 
if  conformity  will  keep  the  larder  full  ? 
Better  that  than  starvation  in  Holland, 
or  seeking  a home  beyond  the  Atlantic, 
where,  belike,  the  children  of  the  devil 
might  prove  overrude  companions.  I 
marvel  not,  I ; ’tis  a foolish  bird  that  for- 
sakes a warm  nest.” 

And  now  she  well  knew  against  whom 
his  bitter  speech  was  levelled;  and  some 
recollection  of  the  slight  he  had  put  upon 
her  in  the  church-yard  came  into  her 
mind,  with  the  memory  that  it  had  never 
been  atoned  for.  And  she  was  astounded 
that  he  had  the  audacity  to  walk  with  her 
now  and  here,  talking  as  if  he  were  the 
injured  one.  The  sudden  qualm  that  had 
filled  her  heart  when  he  spoke  of  leaving 
the  country  was  put  aside ; the  kindly  ref- 
erence to  Prudence  was  forgotten;  she 
only  knew  that  this  sarcasm  of  his  was 
very  much  out  of  place,  and  that  this  was 
far  from  being  the  tone  in  which  he  had 
any  right  to  address  her. 

“I  know  not,”  said  she,  stiffly,  “what 
quarrel  you  may  have  with  this  or  that  sec- 
tion of  the  Church ; but  it  concerns  me  not. 
I pray  you  attack  those  who  are  better 
able  to  defend  themselves  than  I am,  or 
care  to  be.  Methinks  your  studies  in  that 
line  have  come  somewhat  late.” 

* 4 Tis  no  greater  marvel,  ” said  he, 4 4 than 
that  you  should  have  joined  yourself  to 
the  assembly  of  the  saints:  it  was  not  al- 
ways so  with  you.” 

“I?”  she  said;  but  her  cheeks  were 
burning;  for  well  she  knew  that  he  re- 
ferred to  his  having  seen  her  with  the 
parson  on  that  Sunday  morning,  and  she 


was  far  too  proud  to  defend  herself. 
4 4 Heaven  help  me  now,  but  I thought  I 
was  mistress  of  my  own  actions !” 

4 4 In  truth  you  are,  Mistress  Judith,” 
said  he,  humbly  (and  this  was  the  first 
time  that  he  had  ever  addressed  her  so, 
and  it  startled  her,  for  it  seemed  to  sug- 
gest a final  separation  between  them — 
something  as  wide  and  irrevocable  as 
that  twenty  years  of  absence  beyond  the 
seas).  And  then  he  said,  “I  crave  your 
pardon  if  I have  said  ought  to  offend  you ; 
and  would  take  my  leave.” 

“God  be  wi’  you,”  said  she,  civilly; 
and  then  he  left,  striking  across  the  mea- 
dows toward  the  BidfOrd  road,  and,  as  she 
guessed,  probably  going  to  seek  his  horse 
from  whomsoever  he  had  left  it  with. 

And  as  she  went  on,  and  into  the  town, 
she  was  wondering  what  Prudence  had 
said  to  him  that  should  so  suddenly  drive 
him  to  think  of  quitting  the  country. 
All  had  seemed  going  well.  As  for  Mas- 
ter Leof ric  Hope,  his  secret  was  safe ; this 
late  companion  of  hers  seemed  to  have 
forgotten  him  altogether  in  his  anger 
against  the  good  parson.  And  then  she 
grew  to  think  of  the  far  land  across  the 
ocean,  that  she  had  heard  vaguely  of  from 
time  to  time;  and  to  think  how  twenty 
years  could  be  spent  there;  and  what 
Stratford  would  be  like  when  that  long 
space  was  over. 

“Twenty  years,”  she  said  to  herself, 
with  a kind  of  sigh.  “There  are  many 
things  will  be  settled,  ere  that  time  be 
passed,  for  good  or  ill.” 


CHAPTER  XVIII. 

A CONJECTURE. 

When  she  got  back  to  New  Place  she 
found  the  house  in  considerable  commo- 
tion. It  appeared  that  the  famous  divine 
Master  Elihu  Izod  had  just  come  into  the 
town,  being  on  his  way  toward  Leicester- 
shire, and  that  he  had  been  brought  by  the 
gentleman  whose  guest  he  was  to  pay  a 
visit  to  Judith’s  mother.  Judith  had  re- 
marked ere  now  that  the  preachers  and 
other  godly  persons  who  thus  honored  the 
New  Place  generally  made  their  appear- 
ance a trifling  time  before  the  hour  of  din- 
ner; and  now,  as  she  reached  the  house, 
she  was  not  surprised  to  find  that  Pru- 
dence had  been  called  in  to  entertain  the 
two  visitors — who  were  at  present  in  the 
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garden — while  within-doors  her  mother 
and  the  maids  were  hastily  making  such 
preparations  as  were  possible.  To  this 
latter  work  she  quickly  lent  a helping 
hand  ; and  in  due  course  of  time  the 
board  was  spread  with  a copious  and  sub- 
stantial repast,  not  forgetting  an  ample 
supply  of  wine  and  ale  for  those  that  were 
that  way  inclined.  Then  the  two  gentle- 
men were  called  in,  Prudence  was  easily 
persuaded  to  stay,  and,  after  a lengthened 
grace,  the  good  preacher  fell  to,  season- 
ing his  food  with  much  pious  conversa- 
tion. 

At  such  times  Judith  had  abundant  op- 
portunities for  reverie,  and  for  a general 
review  of  the  situation  of  her  own  affairs. 
In  fact,  on  this  occasion  she  seemed  in  a 
manner  to  be  debarred  from  participation 
in  these  informal  services  at  the  very  out- 
set. Master  Izod,  who  was  a tall,  thin, 
dark,  melancholy-visaged  man  — unlike 
his  companion,  Godfrey  Buller,  of  the 
Leas,  near  to  Hinckley,  who,  on  the  con- 
trary, was  a stout,  yeoman-like  person, 
whose  small  gray  absent  eyes  remained 
motionless  and  vacant  in  the  great  breadth 
of  his  rubicund  face — had  taken  for  his 
text,  as  it  were,  a list  he  had  found  some- 
where or  other  of  those  characters  that 
were  entitled  to  command  the  admiration 
and  respect  of  all  good  people.  These 
were  : a young  saint ; an  old  martyr;  a 
religious  soldier ; a conscionable  states- 
man ; a great  man  courteous  ; a learned 
man  humble ; a silent  woman;  a merry 
companion  without  vanity ; a friend  not 
changed  with  honor;  a sick  man  cheer- 
ful ; a soul  departing  with  comfort  and 
assurance.  And  as  Judith  did  not  make 
bold  to  claim  to  be  any  one  of  these— 
nor,  indeed,  to  have  any  such  merits  or 
excellences  as  would  extort  the  approval 
of  the  membership  of  the  saints  — she 
gradually  fell  away  from  listening ; and 
her  mind  was  busy  with  other  things  ; 
and  her  imagination,  which  was  vivid 
enough,  ihtent  upon  other  scenes.  One 
thing  that  had  struck  her  the  moment 
she  had  returned  was  that  Prudence 
seemed  in  an  unusually  cheerful  mood. 
Of  course  the  arrival  of  two  visitors  was 
an  event  in  that  quiet  life  of  theirs ; and 
qo  doubt  Prudence  was  glad  to  be  ap- 
pointed to  entertain  the  strangers — one 
of  them,  moreover,  being  of  such  great 
fame.  But  so  pleased  was  she,  and  so 
cheerful  in  her  manner,  that  Judith  was 
straightway  convinced  there  had  been 


no  quarrel  between  her  and  Tom  Quiney. 
Nay,  when  was  there  time  for  that  ? He 
could  scarcely  have  seen  her  that  morn- 
ing; while  the  night  before  there  had  cer- 
tainly been  no  mention  of  his  projected 
migration  to  America,  else  Prudence  would 
have  said  as  much.  What,  then,  had  so 
suddenly  driven  him  to  the  conclusion 
that  England  was  no  longer  a land  fit  to 
live  in  ? And  why  had  he  paid  Prudence 
such  marked  attention — why  had  he  pre- 
sented her  with  the  spaniel-gentle  and 
offered  her  the  emblazoned,  missal — one 
evening,  only  to  resolve  the  next  morn- 
ing that  he  must  needs  leave  the  country  ? 
Nay,  why  had  he  so  unexpectedly  broken 
the  scornful  silence  with  which  he  had  re- 
cently treated  herself  ? He  had  given  her 
to  understand  that,  as  far  as  he  was  con- 
cerned, she  did  not  exist.  He  seemed  de- 
termined to  ignore  her  presence.  And  yet 
she  could  not  but  remember  that,  if  this 
contemptuous  silence  on  his  part  was 
broken  by  the  amazement  of  his  seeing 
her  in  the  company  of  a stranger,  his  sus- 
picions in  that  direction  were  very  speed- 
ily disarmed.  A few  words,  and  they  fled. 
It  was  his  far  more  deadly  jealousy  of  the 
parson  that  remained ; and  was  like  to  re- 
main, for  she  certainly  would  not  stoop  to 
explain  that  the  meeting  in  the  church- 
yard was  quite  accidental.  But  why 
should  he  trouble  his  head  about  either 
her  or  the  parson  ? Had  he  not  betaken 
himself  elsewhere — and  that  with  her 
right  good  will  ? Nay,  on  his  own  con- 
fession he  had  discovered  how  kind  and 
gentle  Prudence  was : there  was  a fit  mate 
for  him— one  to  temper  the  wildness  and 
hot-headedness  of  his  youth.  Judith  had 
never  seen  the  sea,  and  therefore  had  nev- 
er seen  moonlight  on  the  sea ; but  the  near- 
est to  that  she  could  go,  in  thinking  of 
what  Prudence's  nature  was  like,  in  its 
restful  and  sweet  and  serious  beauty,  was 
the  moonlight  she  had  seen  on  the  river 
Avon  in  the  calm  of  a summer’s  night, 
the  water  unbroken  by  a ripple,  and  not 
a whisper  among  the  reeds.  Could  he  not 
perceive  that  too,  and  understand  ? 

As  for  herself,  she  knew  that  she  could 
at  any  moment  cut  the  knot  of  any  com- 
plications that  might  arise  by  allowing 
Master  Walter  to  talk  her  over  into  mar- 
rying him.  Her  father  had  assured  her 
that  the  clear-headed  and  energetic  young 
parson  was  quite  equal  to  that.  Well,  it 
was  about  time  she  should  abandon  the 
frivolities  and  coquetries  of  her  youth; 
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and  her  yielding  would  please  many  good 
people,  especially  her  mother  And  sister, 
' and  obtain  for  herself  a secure  and  estab- 
lished position,  with  an  end  to  all  these 
quarrels  and  jealousies  and  uncertainties. 
Moreover,  there  would  be  safety  there. 
For,  if  the  truth  must  be  told,  she  was  be- 
coming vaguely  and  uncomfortably  con- 
scious that  her  relations  with  this  young 
gentleman  who  had  come  secretly  into  the 
neighborhood  were  no  longer  what  they 
had  been  at  first.  Their  friendship  had 
ripened  rapidly;  for  he  was  an  audacious 
personage,  with  plenty  of  self-assurance; 
and  with  all  his  professions  of  modesty 
and  deference,  he  seemed  to  know  very 
well  that  he  could  make  his  society  agree- 
able. Then  those  lines  he  had  repeated: 
why,  her  face  grew  warm  now  as  she 
thought  of  them.  She  could  not  remem- 
ber them  exactly,  but  she  remembered 
their  purport;  and  she  remembered,  too, 
the  emphasis  with  which  he  had  declared 
that  the  bonniest  of  our  English  roses  were 
those  that  grew  in  the  country  air.  Now 
a young  man  cut  off  from  his  fellows  as 
he  was  might  well  be  grateful  for  some 
little  solace  of  companionship,  or  for  this 
or  the  other  little  bit  of  courtesy;  but  he 
need  not  (she  considered)  show  his  grati- 
tude just  in  that  way.  Doubtless  his  flat- 
tery might  mean  little;  the  town  gentle- 
men, she  understood,  talked  in  that  strain ; 
and  perhaps  it  was  only  by  an  accident 
that  the  verses  were  there  in  the  book;  but 
still  she  had  the  uneasy  feeling  that  there 
was  something  in  his  manner  and  speech 
that,  if  encouraged,  or  suffered  to  continue 
without  check,  might  lead  to  embarrass- 
ment. That  is  to  say,  if  she  continued  to 
see  him;  and  there  was  no  need  for  that 
She  could  cut  short  this  acquaintance  the 
moment  she  chose.  But  on  the  one  hand 
she  did  not  wish  to  appear  uncivil ; and  on 
the  other  she  was  anxious  that  he  should 
see  the  whole  of  this  play  that  her  father 
had  written — thrown  off,  as  it  were,  amid 
file  various  cares  and  duties  that  occupied 
his  time.  If  Master  Leofric  Hope  talked 
of  Ben  Jonson  when  he  came  into  the 
country,  she  would  have  him  furnished 
with  something  to  say  of  her  father  when 
he  returned  to  town. 

These  were  idle  and  wandering  thoughts ; 
and  in  one  respect  they  were  not  quite  hon- 
est. In  reality  she  was  using  them  to  cloak 
and  hide,  or  to  drive  from  her  mind  alto- 
gether, a suspicion  that  had  suddenly  oc- 
curred to  her  that  morning,  and  that  had 


set  her  brain  afire  in  a wild  way.  It  was 
not  only  the  tune  of  “Green-sleeves”  that 
was  in  her  head  as  she  set  off  to  walk  home, 
though  she  was  trying  to  force  herself  to 
believe  that.  The  fact  is  this:  when  Mas- 
ter Leofric  Hope  made  the  pretty  speech 
about  the  country  roses,  he  accompanied 
it,  as  has  been  said,  by  a glance  of  only 
too  outspoken  admiration ; and  there  was 
something  in  this  look — apart  from  the 
mere  flattery  of  it — that  puzzled  her.  She 
was  confused,  doubtless;  but  in  her  confu- 
sion it  occurred  to  her  that  she  had  met 
that  regard  somewhere  before.  She  had 
no  time  to  pursue  this  fancy  further;  for 
in  order  to  cover  her  embarrassment  she 
had  betaken  herself  to  the  sheets  in  her 
satchel ; and  thereafter  she  was  so  anxious 
that  he  should  think  well  of  the  play  that 
all  her  attention  was  fixed  on  that.  But 
after  leaving  him,  and  having  had  a min- 
ute or  two  to  think  over  what  had  happen- 
ed, she  recalled  that  look,  and  wondered 
why  there  should  be  something  strange 
in  it.  And  then  a startling  fancy  flashed 
across  her  mind— the  wizard!  Was  not 
that  the  same  look — of  the  same  black  eyes 
— that  she  had  encountered  up  at  the  cor- 
ner of  the  field  above  the  Weir  Brake  ? — 
a glance  of  wondering  admiration,  as  it 
were  ? And  if  these  two  were  one  and  the 
same  man  ? Of  course  that  train,  being  lit, 
ran  rapidly  enough:  there  were  all  kinds 
of  parallels— in  the  elaborate  courtesy,  in 
the  suave  voice,  in  the  bold  and  eloquent 
eyes.  And  she  had  no  magical  theory  to 
account  for  the  transformation— it  did  not 
even  occur  to  her  that  the  wizard  could 
have  changed  himself  into  a young  man 
— there  was  no  dismay  or  panic  in  that  di- 
rection : she  instantly  took  it  for  granted 
that  it  was  the  young  man  who  had  been 
personating  the  wizard.  And  why? — to 
what  end,  if  this  bewildering  possibility 
were  to  be  regarded  for  an  instant  ? The 
sole  object  of  the  wizard’s  coming  was  to 
point  out  to  her  her  future  husband.  And 
if  this  young  man  were  himself  the  wiz- 
ard ? A trick  to  entrap  her  ? 

'Ariel  himself  could  not  have  flashed 
from  place  to  place  more  swiftly  than 
this  wild  conjecture;  but  the^  next  mo- 
ment she  had  collected  herself.  Her  com- 
mon-sense triumphed.  She  bethought 
her  of  the  young  man  she  had  just  left — 
of  his  respectful  manners — of  the  letter 
he  had  brought  for  her  father — of  the  cir- 
cumstances of  his  hiding.  It  was  not 
possible  that  he  had  come  into  the  neigh- 
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borhood  for  the  deliberate  purpose  of 
making  a jest  of  her.  Did  he  look  like 
one  that  would  play  such  a trick;  that 
would  name  himself  as  her  future  hus- 
band; that  would  cozen  her  into  meet- 
ing him  ? She  felt  ashamed  of  herself 
for  harboring  such  a thought  for  a single 
instant.  Her  wits  had  gone  wool-gather- 
ing! Or  was  it  that  Prudence's  fears  had 
so  far  got  hold  of  her  brain  that  she  could 
not  regard  the  young  man  but  as  some- 
thing other  than  an  ordinary  mortal  ? In 
fair  justice,  she  would  dismiss  this  absurd 
surmise  from  her  mind  forthwith;  and  so 
she  proceeded  with  her  gathering  of  the 
flowers;  and  when  she  did  set  forth  for 
home,  she  had  very  nearly  convinced  her- 
self that  there  was  nothing  in  her  head 
but  the  tune  of  4 4 Green-sleeves.  ” Nay,  she 
was  almost  inclined  to  be  angry  with  Pru- 
dence for  teaching  her  to  be  so  suspicious. 

Nevertheless,  during  this  protracted 
dinner,  while  good  Master  Izod  was  en- 
larging upon  the  catalogue  of  persons 
worthy  of  honor  and  emulation,  Judith 
was  attacked  once  more  by  the  whisper- 
ings of  the  demon.  For  a while  she 
fought  against  these,  and  would  not  ad- 
mit to  herself  that  any  further  doubt 
remained  in  her  mind;  but  when  at  last 
she  found  herself,  despite  herself,  going 
back  and  back  to  that  possibility,  she 
took  heart  of  grace  and  boldly  faced  it. 
What  if  it  were  true  ? Supposing  him 
to  have  adopted  the  disguise,  and  passed 
himself  off  as  a wizard,  and  directed  her 
to  the  spot  where  she  should  meet  her 
•future  husband  — what  then?  What 
ought  she  to  do  ? How  ought  she  to  re- 
gard such  conduct  ? As  an  idle  frolic  of 
youth  ? Or  the  device  of  one  tired  of  the 
loneliness  of  living  at  the  farm,  and  de- 
termined at  all  hazards  to  secure  com- 
panionship ? Or  a darker  snare  still — 
with  what  ultimate  aims  she  could  not 
divine  ? Or  again  (for  she  was  quite 
frank),  if  this  were  merely  some  one  who 
had  seen  her  from  afar,  at  church,  or  fair, 
or  market,  and  considered  she  was  a good- 
looking  maid,  and  wished  to  have  further 
acquaintance,  and  could  think  of  no  oth- 
er method  than  this  audacious  prank  ? 
She  had  heard  of  lovers’  stratagems  in 
plenty;  she  knew  of  one  or  two  of  such 
that  had  been  resorted  to  in  this  same 
quiet  town  of  Stratford.  And  supposing 
that  this  last  was  the  case,  ought  she  to 
be  indignant  ? Should  she  resent  his 
boldness  in  hazarding  such  a stroke  to 


win  her?  And  then,  when  it  suddenly 
occurred* to  her  that,  in  discussing  this 
possibility,  she  was  calmly  assuming  that' 
Master  Leofric  Hope  was  in  love  with  her 
— he  never  having  said  a word  in  that  di- 
rection, and  being  in  a manner  almost  a 
stranger  to  her— she  told  herself  that  no 
audacity  on  his  part  could  be  greater  than 
this  on  hers;  and  that  the  best  thing  she 
could  do  would  be  to  get  rid  once  and  for- 
ever of  such  unmaidenly  conjectures. 
No;  she  would  go  back  to  her  original 
position.  The  facts  of  the  case  were  sim- 
ple enough.  He  would  have  brought  no 
letter  to  her  father  had  he  been  bent  on 
any  such  fantastic  enterprise.  Was  it 
likely  he  would  suffer  the  thralldom  of 
that  farm-house,  and  live  away  from  his 
friends  and  companions,  for  the  mere 
chance  of  a few  minutes’  occasional  talk 
with  a Stratford  wench  ? As  for  the  simi- 
larity between  his  look  and  that  of  the 
wizard,  the  explanation  lay  no  doubt  in 
her  own  fancy,  which  had  been  excited 
by  Prudence’s  superstitious  fears.  And  if 
in  his  courtesy  he  had  applied  to  herself 
the  lines  written  by  the  young  Devon- 
shire poet— well,  that  was  but  a piece  of 
civility  and  kindness,  for  which  she  ought 
to  be  more  than  usually  grateful,  seeing 
that  she  had  not  experienced  too  much  of 
that  species  of  treatment  of  late  from  one 
or  two  of  her  would-be  suitors. 

She  was  awakened  from  these  dreams 
by  the  conversation  suddenly  ceasing; 
and  in  its  place  she  heard  the  more  sol- 
emn tones  of  the  thanksgiving  offered  up 
by  Master  Izod : 

“The  God  of  glory  and  peace,  who 
hath  created,  redeemed,  and  presently  fed 
us,  be  blessed  forever  and  ever  I So  be  it. 
TheGod  of  all  power,  who  hath  called  from 
death  that  great  pastor  of  the  sheep,  our 
Lord  Jesus,  comfort  and  defend  the  flock 
which  He  hath  redeemed  by  the  blood  of 
the  eternal  testament;  increase  the  num- 
ber of  true  preachers ; repress  the  rage  of 
obstinate  tyrants;  mitigate  and  lighten 
the  hearts  of  the  ignorant;  relieve  the 
pains  of  such  as  be  afflicted,  but  specially 
of  those  that  suffer  for  the  testimony  of 
Thy  truth;  and  finally,  confound  Satan 
by  the  power  of  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ. 
Amen.” 

^ And  then,  as  the  travellers  were  contin- 
uing their  journey  forthwith,  they  pro- 
posed to  leave;  and  Master  Buller  ex- 
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pressed  his  sorrow  that  Judith’s  father 
had  not  been  at  home  to  have  made  the 
friendship  of  a man  so  famous  as  Master 
Izod;  and  the  good  parson,  in  his  turn,  as 
they  departed,  solemnly  blessed  the  house 
and  all  that  dwelt  therein,  whether  pre- 
sent or  absent.  As  soon  as  they  were 
gone,  Judith  besought  her  mother  for  the 
key  of  the  summer-house,  for  she  wished 
to  lay  on  her  father’s  table  the  wild  flow- 
ers she  had  brought;  and  having  obtained 
it,  she  carried  Prudence  with  her  into  the 
garden,  and  there  they  found  themselves 
alone,  for  goodman  Matthew  had  gone 
home  for  his  dinner. 

“Dear mouse, ’’said she, quickly,  “what 
is  it  hath  happened  to  Tom  Quiney  ?” 

“I  know  not,  Judith,”  the  other  said, 
in  some  surprise. 

“ It  is  in  his  mind  to  leave  the  country.” 

44 1 knew  not  that.” 

44 1 dare  be  sworn  you  did  not,  sweet- 
heart,” said  she,  4 4 else  surely  you  would 
have  told  me.  But  why  ? What  drives 
him  to  such  a thing?  His  business  pros- 
pers well,  as  I hear  them  say;  and  yet 
must  he  forsake  it  for  the  company  of 
those  desperate  men  that  are  going  away 
to  fight  the  Indians  beyond  seas.  No- 
thing will  content  him.  England  is  no 
longer  England;  Stratford  is  no  longer 
Stratford.  Mercy  on  us,  what  is  the 
meaning  of  it  all  ?” 

44  In  truth  I know  not,  Judith.” 

Then  Judith  regarded  her. 

“Good  cousin,  I fear  me  you  gave  him 
but  a cold  welcome  yesternight.” 

“I  welcomed  him  as  I would  welcome 
any  of  my  brother's  friends,”  said  Pru- 
dence, calmly  and  without  embarrassment. 

44 But  you  do  not  understand,”  Judith 
said,  with  a touch  of  impatience.  44  Bless 
thy  heart!  young  men  are  such  strange 
creatures;  and  must  have  all  to  suit  their 
humors;  and  are  off  and  away  in  their 
peevish  fits  if  you  do  not  entertain  them, 
and  cringe,  and  say  your  worship  to  every 
sirrah  of  them ! Oh,  they  be  mighty  men 
of  valor  in  their  own  esteem;  and  they 
must  have  us  poor  handmaidens  do  them 
honor;  and  if  all  be  not  done  to  serve,  His 
boot  and  spur  and  off  to  the  wars  with 
them,  and  many  a fine  tale  thereafter 
about  the  noble  ladies  that  were  kind  to 
them  abroad.  Marry ! they  can  crow 
loud  enough ; His  the  poor  hens  that  durst 
never  utter  a word;  and  all  must  give 
way  before  his  worship!  What,  then? 
What  did  you  do  ? Was  not  the  claret  to 


his  liking?  Did  not  your  brother  offer 
him  a pipe  of  Trinidado?” 

44  Indeed,  Judith,  it  can  not  be  through 
ought*  that  happened  last  night,  if  he  be 
speaking  of  leaving  the  country,”  Pru- 
dence said.  44 1 thought  he  was  well  con- 
tent, and  right  friendly  in  his  manner.” 

“But  you  do  not  take  my  meaning,” 
Judith  said.  44  Dear  heart,  bear  me  no 
ill-will;  but  I would  have  you  a little 
more  free  with  your  favors.  You  are  too 
serious,  sweet  mouse.  Could  you  not  pluck 
up  a little  of  the  spirit  that  the  pretty  Rosa- 
lind showed — do  you  remember? — when 
she  was  teasing  Orlando  in  the  forest?  In 
truth  these  men  are  fond  of  a varying 
mood ; when  they  play  with  a kitten  they 
like  to  know  it  has  claws.  And  again,  if 
you  be  too  civil  with  them,  they  presume, 
and  would  become  the  master  all  at  once  ; 
and  then  must  everything  be  done  to  suit 
their  lordships’  fantasies,  or  else  ’tis  up  and 
away  with  them,  as  this  one  goes.” 

44 1 pray  you,  Judith,”  her  friend  said, 
and  now  in  great  embarrassment,  “for- 
bear to  speak  of  such  things : in  truth,  my 
heart  is  not  set  that  way.  Right  well  I 
know  that  if  he  be  leaving  the  country, 
His  through  no  discontent  with  me,  nor 
that  he  would  heed  in  any  way  how  I re- 
ceived him.  Nay,  His  far  otherwise;  it  is 
no  secret  whom  he  would  choose  for  wife. 
If  you  are  sorry  to  hear  of  his  going  away 
from  his  home,  you  know  that  a word 
from  you  would  detain  him.” 

“Good  mouse,  the  folly  of  such 
thoughts!”  Judith  exclaimed.  “Why, 
when  he  will  not  even  give  me  a 4 Good- 
day  to  you,  wench’ ! ” 

44  You  best  know  what  reasons  he  had 
for  his  silence,  Judith ; I know  not.” 

“ Reasons  ?”  said  she,  with  some  quick 
color  coming  to  her  face.  44  We  will  let 
that  alone,  good  gossip.  I meddle  not 
with  any  man's  reasons,  if  he  choose  to  be 
uncivil  to  me;  God  help  us,  the  world  is 
wide  enough  for  all !” 

44  Did  you  not  anger  him,  Judith,  that 
he  is  going  away  from  his  home  and  his 
friends  ?” 

44  Anger  him?  Perchance  his  own  sus- 
picions have  angered  him,”  was  the  an- 
swer ; and  then  she  said,  in  a gentler  tone : 
“But  in  truth,  sweetheart,  I hope  he  will 
change  his  mind.  Twenty  years — for  so 
he  speaks — is  a long  space  to  be  avray  from 
one's  native  land ; there  would  be  many 
changes  ere  he  came  back.  Twenty  years, 
he  said.” 
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Judith  rather  timidly  looked  at  her 
companion,  but  indeed  there  was  neither 
surprise  nor  dismay  depicted  on  the  pale 
and  gentle  face.  Her  eyes  were  absent,  it 
is  true,  but  they  did  not  seem  to  crave  for 
sympathy. 

“’Tis  strange,”  said  she.  “He  said 
nought  of  such  a scheme  last  night,  though 
he  and  Julius  spoke  of  this  very  matter 
of  the  men  who  were  preparing  to  cross 
the  seas.  I know  not  what  can  have 
moved  him  to  such  a purpose.” 

“Does  he  imagine,  think  you,”  said  Ju- 
dith, “ that  we  shall  all  be  here  awaiting 
him  at  the  end  of  twenty  years,  and  as  we 
are  now  ? Or  is  he  so  sure  of  his  own  life  ? 
— they  say  there  is  great  peril  in  the  new 
lands  they  have  taken  possession  of  beyond 
sea,  and  that  there  will  be  many  a bloody 
fight  ere  they  can  reap  the  fruit  of  their 
labors  in  peace.  Nay,  I will  confess  to 
thee,  sweet  mouse,  I like  not  his  going. 
Old  friends  are  old  friends,  even  if  they 
have  wayward  humors;  and  fain  would 
I have  him  remain  with  us  here  in  Strat- 
ford— ay,  and  settled  here,  moreover,  with 
a sweet  Puritan  wife  by  his  side,  that  at 
present  must  keep  everything  hidden. 
Well,  no  matter,”  she  continued,  lightly. 
“I  seek  no  secrets — except  those  that  be 
in  the  oaken  box  within  here.” 

She  unlocked  the  door  of  the  summer- 
house, and  entered,  and  put  the  flowers  on 
the  table.  “Tell  me,  Prue,”  said  she, 
“may  we  venture  to  take  some  more  of 
the  play,  or  must  I wait  till  I have  put 
back  the  other  sheets  ?” 

“You  have  not  put  them  back  ?” 

“In  truth,  no,” said  Judith,  carelessly. 
“I  lent  them  to  the  young  gentleman, 
Leofric  Hope.” 

“Judith!”  her  friend  exclaimed,  with 
frightened  eyes. 

“ What,  then  ?” 

“ To  one  you  know  nothing  of  ? You 
have  parted  with  these  sheets — that  are  so 
valuable  ?” 

“Nay,  nay,  good  mouse,”  said  she; 
“you  know  the  sheets  are  cast  away  as 
useless.  And  I but  lent  them  to  him  for 
an  hour  or  two  to  lighten  the  tedium  of 
his  solitude.  Nor  was  that  all,  good  Prue, 
if  I must  tell  thee  the  truth : I would  fain 
have  him  know  that  my  father  can  do 
something  worth  speaking  of  as  well  as 
his  friend  Ben  Jonson,  and  perchance  even 
better:  what  think  you  ?” 

“You  have  seen  him  again,  then? — 
this  morning  ?” 


“ Even  so,”  Judith  answered,  calmly. 

“Judith,  why  will  you  run  into  such 
danger  ?”  her  friend  said,  in  obvious  dis- 
tress. “ In  truth  I know  not  what  ’twill 
come  to.  And  now  there  is  this  farther 
bond  in  this  secret  commerce — think  you 
that  all  this  can  remain  unknown  ? Your 
meeting  with  him  must  come  to  some  one’s 
knowledge — indeed  it  must,  sweetheart.” 

“Nay,  but  this  time  you  have  hit  the 
mark,”  said  Judith,  complacently.  “If 
you  would  assure  yourself,  good  Prue, 
that  the  young  gentleman  is  no  grisly 
ghost  or  phantom,  methinks  you  could 
not  do  better  than  ask  Tom  Quiney,  who 
saw  him  this  very  morning — and  saw  us 
speaking  together,  as  I guess.” 

“He  saw  you  !”  Prudence  exclaimed. 

‘ ‘ And  what  said  he  ?” 

“He  talked  large  and  wild  for  a space,” 
said  Judith,  coolly,  “ but  soon  I persuaded 
him  there  was  no  great  harm  in  the 
stranger  gentleman.  In  sooth  his  mind 
was  so  full  of  his  own  affairs — and  so  bit- 
ter against  all  preachers,  ministers,  and 
pastors — and  he  would  have  it  that  Eng- 
land was  no  longer  fit  to  live  in — marry, 
he  told  me  so  many  things  in  so  few  min- 
utes that  I have  half  forgotten  them!” 

And  then  it  suddenly  occurred  to  her 
that  this  fantasy  that  had  entered  her 
mind  in  the  morning,  and  that  had  haunt- 
ed her  during  Master  Elihu  Izod's  dis- 
course, would  be  an  excellent  thing  with 
which  to  frighten  Prudence.  ’Twas  but 
a chimera,  she  assured  herself;  but  there 
was  enough  substance  in  it  for  that.  And 
so,  when  she  had  carefully  arranged  the 
flowers  on  the  table,  and  cast  another 
longing  look  at  the  oaken  chest,  she  lock- 
ed the  door  of  the  summer-house,  and  put 
her  arm  within  the  arm  of  her  friend,  and 
led  her  away  for  a walk  in  the  garden. 

“Prudence,”  said  she,  seriously,  “I 
would  have  you  give  me  counsel.  Some 
one  hath  asked  me  what  a young  maiden 
should  do  in  certain  circumstances  that  I 
will  put  before  you ; but  how  can  I tell, 
how  can  I judge  of  anything,  when  my 
head  is  in  a whirligig  of  confusion  with 
parsons’  arguments,  and  people  leaving 
the  country,  and  I know  not  what  else  ? 
But  you,  good  mouse — your  mind  is  ever 
calm  and  equable — you  can  speak  sweet 
words  in  Israel — you  are  as  Daniel  that  was 
so  excellent  a judge  even  in  his  youth — ” 

“Judith!”  the  other  protested;  but  in- 
deed Judith’s  eyes  were  perfectly  grave 
and  apparently  sincere. 
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“Well,  then,  sweetheart,  listen:  let  us 
say  that  a young  man  has  seen  a young 
maiden  that  is  not  known  to  him  but  by 
name — perchance  at  church  it  may  have 
been,  or  as  she  was  walking  home  to  her 
own  door.  And  there  may  be  reasons 
why  he  should  not  go  boldly  to  her  fa- 
ther s house,  though  he  would  fain  do  so ; 
his  fancy  being  taken  with  her  in  a small 
measure,  and  he  of  a gentle  disposition, 
and  ready  to  esteem  her  higher  than  she 
deserved.  And  again  it  might  be  that  he 
wished  for  private  speech  with  her — to 
judge  of  her  manners  and  her  inclinations 
—before  coming  publicly  forward  to  pay 
court  to  her:  but  alack,  I can  not  tell  the 
story  as  my  father  would ; ’tis  the  veriest 
skeleton  of  a story,  and  I fear  me  you 
will  scarce  understand.  But  let  us  say 
that  the  young  man  is  bold  and  ingenious, 
and  bethinks  him  of  a stratagem  whereby 
to  make  acquaintance  with  the  damsel. 
He  writes  to  her  as  a wizard  that  has  im- 
portant news  to  tell  her;  and  begs  her  to 
go  forth  and  meet  him ; and  that  on  a cer- 
tain morning  he  will  be  awaiting  her  at 
such  and  such  a place.  Now  this  maiden 
that  I am  telling  you  of  has  no  great  faith 
in  wizards,  but  being  curious  to  see  the 
juggling,  she  goes  forth  to  meet  him  as  he 
asks—’ 

“Judith,  I pray  you  speak  plain ; what 
is't  you  mean  ?”  Prudence  exclaimed;  for 
she  had  begun  to  suspect. 

“You  must  listen,  good  mouse,  before 
you  can  give  judgment,”  said  Judith, 
calmly;  and  she  proceeded:  “Now  you 
must  understand  that  it  was  the  young 
gentleman  himself  whom  she  met,  though 
she  knew  it  not;  for  he  had  dressed  him- 
self up  as  an  ancient  wizard,  and  he  had 
a solemn  manner,  and  Latin  speech,  and 
what  not.  Then  says  the  wizard  to  her, 

4 1 can  show  you  the  man  that  is  to  be  your 
lover  and  sweetheart  and  husband;  that 
will  win  you  and  wear  you  in  the  time 
coming;  and  if  you  would  see  him,  go  to 
such  and  such  a cross-road,  and  he  will  ap- 
pear.' Do  you  perceive,  now,  sweet  mouse, 
that  it  was  a safe  prophecy,  seeing  that  he 
had  appointed  himself  to  be  the  very  one 
who  should  meet  her  ?” 

Prudence  had  gradually  slipped  her 
aim  away  from  that  of  her  friend,  and 
now  stood  still,  regarding  her  breathless- 
ly, while  Judith,  with  eyes  quite  pldcid 
and  inscrutable,  continued  her  story: 

“Twas  a noteworthy  stratagem,  and 
successful  withal ; for  the  maiden  goes  to 


the  cross-road,  and  there  she  meets  the 
young  gentleman — now  in  his  proper  cos- 
tume. But  she  has  no  great  faith  in 
magic;  she  regards  him  not  as  a ghost 
summoned  by  the  wizard;  she  would 
rather  see  in  this  meeting  an  ordinary  ac- 
cident ; and  the  young  man  being  most 
courteous  and  modest  and  civil-spoken, 
they  become  friends.  Do  you  follow  the 
story?  You  see,  good  mouse,  there  is 
much  in  his  condition  to  demand  sym- 
pathy and  kindness— he  being  in  hiding, 
and  cut  off  from  his  friends;  and  she, 
not  being  too  industrious,  and  fond  rather 
of  walking  in  the  meadows  and  the  like, 
meets  him  now  here,  now  there,  but  with 
no  other  thought  than  friendliness.  I 
pray  you,  bear  that  in  mind,  sweetheart; 
for  though  I esteem  her  not  highly,  yet 
would  I do  her  justice:  there  was  no 
thought  in  her  mind  but  friendliness,  and 
a wish  to  be  civil  to  one  that  seemed  grate- 
ful for  any  such  c6mmunion.  And  then 
one  morning  something  happens — beshrew 
me  if  I can  tell  thee  how  it  happened,  and 
that  is  the  truth — but  something  happens — 
an  idea  jumps  into  her  head— she  suspects 
that  this  young  gentleman  is  no  other 
than  the  same  who  was  the  wizard,  and 
that  she  has  been  entrapped  by  him,  and 
that  he,  having  played  the  wizard,  would 
now  fain  play  the  lover — ” 

“Judith,  is’t  possible! — is’t  possible!” 
u Hold,  cousin,  hold ; your  time  is  not 
yet.  I grant  you  ’tis  a bold  conjecture, 
and  some  would  say  not  quite  seemly  and 
becoming  to  a maiden,  seeing  that  he  had 
never  spoken  any  word  to  her  of  the  kind; 
but  there  it  was  in  her  head — the  suspicion 
that  this  young  gentleman  had  tricked 
her,  for  his  own  amusement,  or  perchance 
to  secure  her  company.  Now,  sweet  judge 
in  Israel,  for  your  judgment!  And  on 
two  points,  please  you.  First,  supposing 
this  conjecture  to  be  false,  how  is  she  to 
atone  to  the  young  gentleman?  And 
how  is  she  to  punish  herself  ? And  how 
is  she  to  be  anything  but  uneasy  should 
she  chance  to  see  him  again  ? Nay,  more, 
how  is  she  to  get  this  evil  suspicion  ban- 
ished from  her  mind,  seeing  that  she  dare 
not  go  to  him  and  confess,  and  beg  him 
for  the  assurance  that  he  had  never  heard 
of  the  wizard?  Then  the  second  point: 
supposing  the  conjecture  to  be  true,  ought 
she  to  be  very  indignant?  How  should 
she  demean  herself  ? Should  she  go  to 
him  and  reproach  him  with  his  trea- 
chery ? She  would  never  forgive  it,  dear 
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mouse,  would  she,  even  as  a lover’s  strat- 
agem ?” 

“Judith,  I can  not  understand  you;  I 
can  not  understand  how  you  can  even  re- 
gard such  a possibility,  and  remain  con- 
tent and  smiling — ” 

“ Then  I ought  to  be  indignant  ? — good 
cousin,  I but  asked  for  your  advice,”  Ju- 
dith said.  “I  must  be  angry;  I must 
fret  and  fume,  and  use  hot  language,  and 
play  the  tragedy  part?  In  good  sooth, 
when  I think  on’t,  ’twas  a piece  of  bold- 
ness to  put  himself  forward  as  my  future 
husband — it  was  indeed — though  ’twas 
cunningly  contrived.  Marry,  but  I under- 
stand now  why  my  goodman  wizard  would 
take  no  money  from  me;  ’twas  myself 
that  he  would  have  in  payment  of  his 
skill;  and  ‘gracious  lady’  and  ‘sweet 
lady,’  these  were  the  lures  to  lead  me  on ; 
and  his  shepherd’s  dial  placed  on  the 
ground!  Then  off  go  beard  and  cloak, 
and  a couple  of  days  thereafter  he  is  a 
gay  young  gallant;  and  ‘ sweet  lady’  it  is 
again — or  ‘ fair  lady,’  was’t  ? — ‘ know  you 
one  Master  Shakespeare  in  the  town?’ 
And  such  modesty,  and  such  downcast 
eyes,  and  an  appeal  for  one  in  misfortune : 
Heaven  save  us,  was  it  not  well  done? 
Modesty ! By  my  life,  a rare  modest  gen- 
tleman! He  comes  down  to  Stratford, 
armed  with  his  London  speech  and  his 
London  manners,  and  he  looks  around. 
Which  one,  then  ? which  of  all  the  maid- 
ens will  his  lordship  choose  for  wife? 
‘Ohl’  saith  he,  ‘there  is  Judith  Shake- 
speare; she  will  do  as  well  as  another; 
perchance  better,  for  New  Place  is  the  fair- 
est house  in  the  town,  and  doubtless  she 
will  have  a goodly  marriage  portion.  So 
now  how  to  secure  her?  how  to  charm 
her  away  from  any  clownish  sweetheart 
she  may  chance  to  have  ? Easily  done,  i’ 
faith! — a country  wench  is  sure  to  be- 
lieve in  magic;  ’tis  but  raising  my  own 
ghost  out  of  the  ground,  and  a summons 
to  her,  and  I have  her  sure  and  safe,  to  win 
and  to  wear,  for  better  or  worse!’”  She 
looked  at  Prudence.  ‘ ‘ Heaven’s  blessings 
on  us  all,  good  Prue,  was  there  ever  poor 
maiden  played  such  a scurril  trick  ?” 

“Then  your  eyes  are  opened,  Judith?” 
said  Prudence,  eagerly;  “you  will  have 
nought  more  to  do  with  such  a desperate 
villain  ?” 

Again  Judith  regarded  her,  and  laughed. 

“ I but  told  a story  to  frighten  thee,  good 
heart,”  said  she.  “A  desperate  villain? 
Yes,  truly;  but  ’tis  I am  a desperate  vil- 
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lain  to  let  such  rascal  suspicions  possess 
me  for  an  instant.  Nay,  good  mouse, 
think  of  it ! — is't  possible  that  one  would 
dare  so  much  for  so  poor  a prize  ? That 
the  young  gentleman  hath  some  self-as- 
surance, I know;  and  he  can  quickly 
make  friends;  but  do  you  think,  if  any 
such  dark  design  had  been  his,  he  would 
have  entered  my  grandmother’s  cottage, 
and  ate  and  drank  there,  and  promised  to 
renew  his  visit  ? Sweet  judge  in  Israel, 
your  decision  on  the  other  point,  I pray 
you!  What  penance  must  I do  for  let- 
ting such  cruel  thoughts  stray  into  my 
brain  ? How  shall  I purge  them  away  ? 
To  whom  must  I confess  ? Nay,  methinks 
I must  go  to  the  young  gentleman  him- 
self, and  say:  ‘Good  sir,  I have  a friend 
and  gossip  that  is  naiped  Prudence  Shawe, 
who  hath  a strange  belief  in  phantom- 
men  and  conspirators.  I pray  you  par- 
don me  that  through  her  my  brain  is  some- 
what distraught;  and  that  I had  half  a 
mind  to  accuse  you  of  a plot  for  stealing 
me  away — me,  who  have  generally  this 
stout  mastiff  with  me.  I speech  you,  sir, 
steal  me  not — nay,  forgive  me  that  I ever 
dreamed  of  your  having  any  such  purpose. 
’Tis  our  rude  country  manners,  good  sir, 
that  teach  a maid  to  believe  a man  may 
not  speak  to  her  without  intent  to  marry 
her.  I pray  you  pardon  me— my  heart  is 
kneeling  to  you,  could  you  but  see— and 
give  me  such  assurance  that  you  medi- 
tated no  such  thing  as  will  bring  me  back 
my  scattered  senses.’  Were  not  that  well 
done  ? Shall  that  be  my  penance,  good 
mouse  ?” 

“ Dear  Judith,  tell  me  true,”  her  friend 
said,  almost  piteously,  “do  you  suspect 
him  of  having  played  the  wizard  to  cheat 
you  and  entrap  you  ?” 

“Good  cousin,”  said  she,  in  her  frank- 
est manner,  “I  confess:  I did  suspect — for 
an  instant.  I know  not  what  put  it  into 
my  head.  But  sure  I am  I have  done 
him  wrong — marry,  ’twere  no  such  deadly 
sin  even  had  he  been  guilty  of  such  a 
trick;  but  I believe  it  not— nay,  he  is  too 
civil  and  gentle  for  a jest  of  the  kind. 
When  I see  him  again  I must  make  him 
amends  for  my  evil  thinking:  do  not#I 
owe  him  as  much,  good  gossip  ?” 

This  was  all  she  could  say  at  present, 
for  Matthew  gardener  here  made  his  ap- 
pearance, and  that  was  the  signal  for  their 
withdrawing  into  the  house.  But  that 
afternoon,  as  Judith  bethought  her  that 
Master  Leofric  Hope  would  be  coming  to 
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her  grandmother’s  cottage  with  the  man- 
uscript he  had  promised  to  return,  she  be- 
came more  and  more  anxious  to  see  him 
again.  Somehow  she  thought  she  could 
more  effectually  drive  away  this  disquiet- 
ing surmise  if  she  could  but  look  at  him, 


and  regard  his  manner,  and  hear  him 
speak.  As  it  turned  out,  however,  it  was 
not  until  somewhat  late  on  in  the  evening 
that  she  found  time  to  seek  out  little  Wil- 
lie Hart,  and  propose  to  him  that  he  should 
walk  with  her  as  far  as  Shottery. 


(Eiiitor’s  Cast;  Cjjnir. 


ONE  of  the  effects  of  the  universal  publicity 
of  the  day  is  that  club9  are  calling  upon 
the  courts  to  settle  the  quarrels  of  club  mem- 
bers, although  a club  is  in  its  idea  the  most 
exclusive  of  realms.  A club,  indeed,  may  be 
defined  as  a society  of  like-minded  gentlemen. 
Its  fundamental  law,  like  all  laws  of  social  in- 
tercourse, is  more  unwritten  than  written.  It 
contemplates  the  social  assembly  of  gentlemen 
of  a common  interest  and  taste,  and  the  vol- 
untary withdrawal  of  any  one  who  openly  vio- 
lates the  canons  of  good- breeding.  If  a mem- 
ber so  far  forgets  himself  as  to  assault  another 
member,  either  with  opprobrious  epithets  or 
actual  blows,  when  he  comes  to  himself  he 
should  at  once  offer  his  resignation ; and  for 
two  reasons.  The  first  is  that  he  has  plainly 
insulted  the  club  by  ungentlemanly  conduct; 
and  the  second  is  that  he  should  be  unwilling 
to  remain  a member  of  the  society  if  he  holds 
the  opinion  of  another  member  which  he  has 
expressed,  yet  a person  whom  the  club  thinks 
to  be  good  enough  for  its  membership. 

To  the  public  nothing  can  be  more  unim- 
portant than  the  quarrel  of  two  members  of  a 
club,  and  nothing  was  therefore  more  amusing 
a few  months  since  than  to  see  such  a squab- 
ble treated  at  length  as  a piece  of  interesting 
news.  Beyond  the  club  and  the  small  circle 
of  personal  acquaintance,  the  fact  that  Mr.  A. 
had  called  Mr.  B.  a puppy, and  that  Mr.  B.  had 
called  Mr.  A.  a liar,  and  that  they  had  scowl- 
ed, grappled,  and  tumbled  down  the  stairs 
together,  is  stuff  less  valuable  than  the  police 
reports.  It  is  hardly  possible  to  conceive  of 
persons  of  less  interest  to  the  public  than  gen- 
tlemen— usually  very  young  gentlemen — who 
quarrel  in  clubs.  But  having  quarrelled,  the 
club  instinct  should  lead  them  to  take  them- 
selves off.  To  insist  upon  staying  to  be  form- 
ally requested  to  resign,  or  to  be  expelled  and 
then  refuse  to  go,  is  so  droll  a procedure  that 
it  seems  to  threaten  the  existence  of  clubs. 
‘•To  take  the  law  of  ” a club,  and  to  insist 
upon  remaining  in  a society  which  distinctly 
and  formally  declares  that  your  room  is  bet- 
ter than  your  company,  is  an  act  which  might 
bring  the  old  habitues  of  White’s  and  Brookes's 
to  revisit  the  glimpses  of  the  moon  to  see 
what  kind  of  men  had  followed  them. 

It  has  been  decided,  however,  in  England, 
that  a member  must  be  re-instated  who  has 
been  expelled  without  an  opportunity  of  be- 
ing heard.  But  as  the  courts  can  not  compel 
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social  intercourse  between  persons  who  do  not 
desire  it,  the  return  of  the  expelled  member  to 
the  club  under  such  circumstances  is  both  a 
common  misfortune  and  a comedy.  But  it  is 
easy  to  carry  the  theory  of  a club  farther  than 
the  actual  facts  will  authorize.  A club,  as  we 
said,  is  a society  of  like  - minded  gentlemen. 
But,  in  fact,  there  are  a great  many  clubs 
which  can  not  be  so  described.  A club  which 
would  be  finely  housed  and  luxuriously  ap- 
pointed incurs  necessarily  very  large  expenses, 
and  a large  membership  is  necessary  in  order* 
to  supply  adequate  revenue.  It  is  this  neces- 
sity which  changes  the  character  of  clubs  by 
changing  the  condition  of  membership. 

# Many  an  old  club-man,  as  he  sits  musing 
amid  the  later  splendors  of  its  estate,  recalls 
the  earlier  days  of  its  happy  moderation  with 
the  ardor  of  BGranger  in  remembering  his  attic. 
He  does  not  personally  know  all  the  members 
now  as  then.  The  peculiar  character  and 
tone  of  the  club  is  not  the  same.  That  dis- 
tinctive cachet,  as  in  the  days  when  he  had  re- 
cently left  Pari9  he  was  wont  to  say,  as  if— 
pardon! — his  native  tongue  were  slipping  a 
little  from  his  grasp — that  cachet  is  certainly 
changed.  The  excellent  man  yonder,  you  say, 
is  in  the  cheese  line?  Yes;  ah!  well,  the 
cari  luoghi  and  the  belli  giomi  are  faded  a lit- 
tle, are  fast  vanishing ! 

Or  is  the  veteran  mistaking  a lament  over 
his  lost  youth  for  the  threnody  of  a changed 
club?  Is  it  the  club-man  and  not  the  club 
that  is  translated  ? However  that  may  be,  he 
is  not  mistaken  in  thinking  that  never  in  that 
ancient  day  of  his  youth  would  a fellow-mem- 
ber have  asked  a court  of  justice  to  keep  him 
iu  a smoking-room  or  a chatting-room  or  a 
reading-room  where  he  was  not  wanted ; or 
invoke  it  to  interpret  the  rules  of  the  club  re- 
specting its  own  members.  He  may  well  feel 
that  if  a club  is  a luxurious  lounging-liouse 
and  nothing  else,  and  that  a member  is  not  to 
be  disturbed  except  upon  strictly  legal  com- 
pulsion, like  the  occupant  of  a seat  at  the 
opera,  d la  bonne  heure , as  they  used  to  say  in 
Paris  iu  his  time,  then  the  social  bond  which 
was  the  old  charm  of  a club  is  gone.  A club 
regulated  by  the  courts  is  not  the  club  that 
the  veteran  knew.  Men  who  blackguard  each 
other  in  the  club  - house,  and  appeal  to  the 
courts  to  preveut  them  from  being  expelled, 
are  not  the  club-men  of  his  youth.  The  club 
palace  may  be  finer,  but  the  club  pleasure  is 
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less.  Three  blackballs  used  to  make  a gen- 
tleman wince,  and  gentlemen  only  were  held 
to  be  clubbable  men.  But  the  order  of  a court 
to  decide  who  is  clubbable — does  Dr.  Johnson 
hear  that  ? 

New  times,  muses  the  veteran,  as  he  hums 
the  melody  of  an  old  opera — new  times,  new 
men,  new  clubs.  


The  newspapers  are  so  full  of  stories  of 
crime  and  suffering  that  many  a reader  shakes 
his  head  in  wonder  whether  the  world  is  not 
getting  more  wretched  as  it  grows  older.  Yet, 
if  this  impression  becomes  strong  and  dis- 
turbing, the  remedy  is  history.  Turn  to  the 
tale  of  other  times,  and  be  consoled.  The  war 
for  the  union,  for  instance,  in  this  country  was 
a civil  war  exciting  the  most  bitter  passions, 
and  waged  with  relentless  determination 
upon  both  sides.  Yet  those  who  recall  it 
and  those  wrho  read  of  it  know  that  the  march 
of  the  armies  was  followed  close  by  sympathy 
and  intelligence,  and  every  form  of  relief  for 
suffering.  Whatever  could  be  done  to  miti- 
gate the  inevitable  misery  was  done.  Con- 
trast with  the  story  of  the  Sanitary  Commis- 
sion and  the  Christian  Commission  and  the 
vast  system  of  local  committees  of  assistance 
and  succor  which  left  no  individual  soldier 
uncared-for,  the  awful  tale  of  the  Thirty  Years’ 
War,  the  unspeakable  suffering,  desolation, 
and  crime  which  seemed  almost  to  extinguish 
civilization  in  Germany,  and  in  the  contrast 
humanity  in  these  days  will  seem  almost  to 
have  taken  war  itself  under  its  protection. 

Or  go  with  John  Howard  to  the  jails  of  a 
century  ago  in  England,  or  explore  the  Lon- 
don prisons  of  the  middle  of  the  last  century 
as  they  are  described  in  the  novels  of  the 
time,  or  in  Lecky’s  review  of  the  eighteenth 
century,  or  later  in  the  life  of  Elizabeth  Fry,  or 
in  the  old  memoirs,  and  compare  the  universal 
public  apathy  with  the  wise  humanity  and  care- 
ful knowledge  of  to-day.  There  is  a certain 
proportion  in  the  general  social  condition  at 
any  particular  time  and  in  any  place.  If  it  is 
very  bad  in  one  way,  it  is  seldom  very  good 
In  any  other,  and  wrhen  the  prison  was  worst, 
so  was  the  palace.  In  Lecky  and  Fielding 
and  Smollett  the  tale  of  the  Fleet  is  well  com- 
pleted by  Hervey’s  memoirs  of  St.  James’s. 
The  recent  revelations  of  the  Ludlow  Street 
Jail  in  New  York,  indeed,  and  much  that  is 
disclosed  of  the  management  of  county  jails 
and  poor-houses,  are  doubtless  repulsive,  and 
show  how  much  yet  remains  to  do.  But  the 
significant  fact  is  that  such  revelations  are 
made  at  all,  for  in  the  old  day  the  situation 
was  accepted  as  a matter  of  course ; and  not 
only  that  they  are  made,  but  that  they  in- 
stantly arouse  an  indignant  protest,  and  a 
movement  of  relief  to  correct  an  abuse  which 
is  felt  to  be  disgraceful  to  the  age,  not  to  be 
characteristic  of  it. 

Indeed,  the  distinction  of  the  nineteenth 
century,  which  is  now  drawing  to  a close,  is  a 
spirit  of  practical  humanity — the  study  and 


care  and  skill  with  which  intelligent  sym- 
pathy has  sought  to  relieve  and  to  prevent 
suffering  and  poverty  and  crime — a spirit  in- 
finitely patient,  not  to  be  balked  or  dismayed 
or  diverted,  which  reverses  Cain’s  question 
and  gladly  owns  that  it  is  its  brother's  keep- 
er. This  is  a truth  which  must  strongly  im- 
press the  observer  of  the  work  of  any  efficient 
board  of  charity,  or  of  any  good  special  in- 
stitution for  relief,  in  any  of  the  States  of  this 
country. 

The  very  organized  impostures  and  paro- 
dies of  such  institutions  which  are  merely 
swindles  for  personal  advantage,  and  which 
we  have  more  than  once  mentioned  as  exist- 
ing abundantly  in  New  York,  are  a striking 
tribute  to  the  universal  prevalence  of  this  hu- 
mane spirit.  Its  best  result,  however,  is  not 
sentimental  effusion,  but  scientific  organiza- 
tion. It  has  led  to  a science  of  the  relief  of 
suffering,  and  of  pauper  and  penal  treatment. 
It  deals  with  the  social  difficulties,  with  every 
form  of  physical  and  mental  and  moral  dep- 
rivation, with  poverty  and  crime  in  all  their 
aspects,  as  a surgeon  deals  with  the  human 
body  that  requires  his  care,  with  coolness,  pre- 
cision, and  knowledge,  recognizing  that  no- 
thing more  effectually  obstructs  the  good 
work  of  relief  than  hysterics,  or  au^kind  of 
unrestrained  emotion. 

This  view  is  very  vividly  suggested  by  a 
late  paper  of  the  director  of  the  Perkins  In- 
stitution for  the  Blind,  at  South  Boston.  This 
is  the  famous  institution  which  was  so  long 
under  the  control  of  Dr.  Howe,  and  which 
is  now  managed,  with  Dr.  Howe’s  devotion, 
intelligence,  and  interest,  by  his  son-in-law, 
Mr.  Anagnos.  In  the  fifty-second  report  of 
the  institution,  which  is  just  issued,  Mr.  Anag- 
nos makes  a very  earnest  and  eloquent  plea 
for  a Kindergarten  for  the  blind.  And  in  no 
department  has  the  modern  spirit  shown  it- 
self more  attractively  than  in  the  care  of  the 
blind.  Its  methods  may  be  truly  said  to  have 
restored  or  given  to  the  blind  the  pleasure  of 
life,  and  the  miracle  has  been  accomplished 
mainly  by  an  intelligent  provision  of  employ- 
ment, and  teaching  the  sightless  that  they  are 
not  left  by  Providence  to  a soul-consuming 
despair. 

Sorrowful  as  the  misfortune  of  blindness  is, 
it  is  doubly  so  to  the  children  of  the  very  poor. 
They  are  abandoned  as  helpless  and  hopeless, 
and  they  grow  up  neglected  but  surrounded 
with  every  pernicious  influence,  half  fed,  half 
clothed,  hearing  the  sounds  of  a pleasure  in 
which  they  can  take  no  part,  condemned  to 
an  ignorance  and  inactivity  and  desolation  in 
which  their  poor  little  hearts  break  and  their 
brains  reel  and  sink  into  imbecility.  To  take 
the  blind  children  and  train  them  for  four  or 
five  of  their  tender  years  in  useful  work  and 
knowledge  is  to  suffer  them  to  come  unto 
Him  who  bade  His  disciples  feed  His  lambs. 

The  key  of  the  value  of  Froebel’s  Kinder- 
garten system  is  that  the  natural  play  and  ac- 
tivity of  childhood  is  turned  to  useful  account. 
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Mr.  Anagnos  says  that  the  average  intelligence 
and  mental  activity  of  children  taught  in  the 
Kindergarten  are  much  greater  than  those  of 
pupils  who  enter  primary  schools  without  such 
training.  Froebel’s  system  has  the  advantage 
for  the  blind  that  it  especially  trains  the  senses, 
and  peculiarly  the  sense  of  touch.  During 
the  last  three  years  the  results  of  this  system 
among  the  blind  children  have  been  “truly 
marvellous,”  and  an  admirable  description  of 
most  touching  and  inspiring  facts  is  given  by 
Miss  Poulssen,  a graduate  of  the  school  and  a 
skillful  teacher. 

The  plan  of  Mr.  Anagnos  is  a primary  school 
for  sightless  children,  with  a board  of  trustees 
of  public-spirited  citizens,  the  school  to  be 
situated  in  the  neighborhood  of  Boston,  with 
nothing  eleemosynary  in  its  title,  charter,  or 
regulations.  It  should  be  free  from  political 
or  sectarian  influence,  open  to  all  sightless  chil- 
dren, and  to  a small  number  of  seeing  ones  as 
companions  and  playmates.  By  the  age  of 
twelve  they  would  be  amply  trained  in  Froe- 
bel's  system,  and  in  the  way  to  help  them- 
selves. It  is  a proposition  so  timely  and  hu- 
mane, and  one  well-endowed  and  wisely  man- 
aged institution  of  the  kind  would  so  stimulate 
the  establishment  of  others,  that  the  enterprise 
appeals  most  strongly  to  the  philanthropic 
and  generous  everywhere.  Nowhere  could  it 
begin  so  prosperously  as  in  a community  fa- 
miliar with  the  great  success  of  the  Perkins 
Institution,  and  where  it  would  have  the  great 
advantage  of  that  institution  as  its  immediate 
neighbor.  

The  old  debate  upon  international  copy- 
right was  renewed  this  winter  by  the  bill  intro- 
duced in  Congress  by  Mr.  Dorshcimer,  but  which 
the  middle  of  April  saw  still  slumbering  in 
that  limbo  where  so  many  good  propositions 
repose.  The  mystery  of  Congressional  pro- 
cedure is  past  finding  out.  A member  of  Con- 
gress once  complained  ruefully  to  the  Easy 
Chair  that  it  took  all  the  salary  of  his  term  to 
pay  the  expenses  of  his  election,  and  all  its 
time  to  learn  the  way  of  doing  business.  “ I 
was  a poorer  and  a w iser  man,”  he  said,  “ when 
I was  defeated  for  a renomination.  But  I 
thought  with  grim  delight  of  the  fate  that 
awaited  my  successor.”  Mr.  Dorshcimer  is  not 
responsible  for  the  long  slumber  of  his  bill, 
and  indeed,  when  these  w ords  are  read,  it  may 
have  been  discussed  and  its  fate  decided. 

It  was  natural  that  Mr.  Dorsheimer,  who  is 
a man  of  educated  tastes  and  sympathies,  and 
who  believes  that  the  laborer  is  worthy  of 
his  hire,  should  have  wished  to  associate  his 
name  with  an  enterprise  already  associated 
with  the  names  of  Everett  and  Clay,  and  with 
ft  cause  which  has  had  the  most  distinguished 
Americans  for  its  friends.  Free  trade  and 
sailors1  rights  was  a patriotic  war-cry  seventy 
years  ago,  and  justice  and  authors’  rights  is  a 
good  patriotic  cry  for  a statesman  to-day.  But 
the  battle-field  is  the  floor  of  Congress  itself. 
There  is  no  doubt  that  public  opinion  at  large 


would  instantly  declare,  were  it  polled,  that 
even  “littery  fellers”  had  rights  which  ought 
to  be  respected,  and  that  Scott  and  Dickens 
and  Thackeray,  and  any  Shakespeare  or  Mil- 
ton,  or  Bacon  or  Newton,  who  might  appear, 
ought  not  to  be  robbed  without  pity  lor  no 
other  offense  than  writing  books  which  every- 
body wished  to  read. 

Yet  during  the  effort  which  was  made  by 
Mr.  Dorsheimer  to  bring  his  bill  before  the 
House,  the  opposition  took  substantially  the 
ground  that  this  great  and  glorious  country 
could  not  spare  time  upon  its  triumphant  way 
to  chaffer  with  authors.  It  evidently  thinks 
that  if  people  choose  to  write  books,  they  must 
do  so  at  their  peril.  With  such  immense  op- 
portunities in  mining  and  manufacturing  of 
every  kind,  if  a man  prefers  to  write  a Mao 
beth  or  a Paradise  Lost,  a Novum  Organon  or 
a Gibbon’s  History,  he  must  take  the  conse- 
quences. A man  of  mind  so  perverse,  with 
Congress  warning-  him  to  beware,  who  might 
manage  a railroad,  and  who  deliberately  elects 
to  write  the  Heart  of  Mid -Lothian,  or  The 
Newcomes,  or  David  Copper  field,  can  not  reason- 
ably ask  for  clemency,  and  ought  to  expect 
that  his  foolish  work  will  be  confiscated  for 
the  public  benefit. 

Knowledge,  Mr.  Speaker,  must  not  be  taxed. 
The  great  and  glorious  American  people  are 
levers  of  the  universe ; and  to  what  purpose 
do  they  maintain  the  public  schools  if,  having 
taught  the  country  to  read,  they  make  reading 
dear  by  paying  authors  ? Sir,  fame  is  the  shin- 
inggoal  of  the  “ littery”  man.  He  does  not  work 
for  vulgar,  sordid  gain.  His  reward  is  the  con- 
sciousness that  the  immortal  productions  of 
his  genius  are— are,  I say — appropriated  by 
his  grateful  fellow-men  without  money  and 
without  price. 

That  was  the  lofty  argument  which  opposed 
Mr.  Dorsheimer’s  bill.  We  shall  yet  hear  its 
later  strain,  that  the  foreign  author  is  honored 
when  his  work  is  reprinted — not  at  his  ex- 
pense, sir;  no  sir,  not  at  all,  but  at  American 
risk,  by  American  enterprise ; and  he  has  the 
happy  consciousness  that  far  over  the  ocean, 
sir,  which  the  poet  describes  in  poetry  for  which 
no  proud  American  ever  paid  him  a Conti- 
nental penny,  as  “ deeply,  darkly,  beautifully 
blue” — I say,  sir,  the  consciousness  of  knowing 
that  far  over  that  ocean  he  is  read  and  ad- 
mired by  a great  people  who  mix  no  dross 
with  their  delight,  and  no  pelf  with  their 
praise. 

This  was  the  noble  strain  of  opposition. 
Deprived  of  its  sheeny  vans  of  rhetoric,  the 
assertion  was  this:  if  a man  three  thousand 
miles  from  America  writes  in  our  language  a 
book  which  is  so  great  a work  of  genius,  or 
so  inspiring  and  useful  and  helpful  or  enter- 
taining, that  it  is  sure  to  be  read  by  everybody 
in  this  country,  then  the  moment  a copy  reaches 
our  shores  we  will  multiply  it,  and  furnish  it 
to  the  whole  country  without  so  much  as  thank 
ye.  The  man  is  paid  for  it  three  thousand 
miles  off,  where  he  writes  it,  isn’t  he  ? Well, 
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that  ought  to  content  him,  if  he  is  such  a mer- 
cenary writer  that  he  wants  money.  Do  you 
say  that  he  is  entitled  to  compensation  upon 
equal  terms  from  everybody  who  profits  by  his 
labor,  and  that  if  one  man  pays  him  for  twenty 
years  a consideration  for  that  profit,  everybody 
who  enjoys  under  the  same  conditions  ought 
to  pay  the  same  consideration  ? All  I have  to 
say  to  that  is  that  you  are  talking  metaphysics, 
and  that  England  doesn’t  make  laws  for  Amer- 
ica. This  great  country,  sir,  is  going  to  have 
cheap  reading.  No  taxes  on  knowledge ! — no 
taxes  on  knowledge  1 

This  strenuous  orator  forgets  that  although 
America  wants  cheap  goods,  and  although 
stolen  goods  are  cheap,  yet  that  America  does 
not  wish  to  steal  in  order  to  secure  cheapness. 
Nor  can  he  be  allowed  to  escape  by  saying  that 
the  laws  of  England  and  of  America  acknow- 
ledge no  other  authors  right  in  publication 
than  the  concession  of  a monopoly  for  a speci- 
fied term,  not  for  his  own  benefit,  but  for  the 
advantage  of  the  public.  That  is  true ; but 
the  public  advantage  is  the  advantage  of 
everybody  who  is  benefited,  not  of  the  inhab- 
itants of  the  Strand,  or  of  Middlesex,  or  of 
England,  but  of  the  realm,  of  the  language,and 
wherever  the  work  is  reproduced.  If  the  theo- 
ry of  copyright  be  correct — not  that  it  is  a nat- 
ural right  of  the  author,  but  a bounty  to  induce 
him  to  write  and  benefit  his  reader — then  ev- 
ery country  which  is  benefited  is  equally  inter- 
ested to  encourage  him ; and  the  more  he  is 
encouraged  the  better  he  will  write  and  the 
more  benefit  he  will  confer. 

But  whatever  may  be  the  just  interpretation 
of  the  law,  and  the  theory  of  bounty  is  evi- 
dently the  constitutional  theory  in  this  coun- 
try, there  is  still  the  feeling  that  it  is  inex- 
pressibly mean  to  use  the  fruit  of  another 
man’s  skill  and  labor  and  effort  without  mak- 
ing him  the  least  acknowledgment.  And  if 
the  inexpressibly  mean  could  possibly  be  mean- 
er, it  would  become  so  when  this  appropria- 
tion of  another  man's  diligence  and  toil  is  ac- 
companied with  swaggering  rhetoric  about 
taxing  knowledge  and  the  necessity  of  cheap 
reading.  Is  cheap  reading  a greater  necessity 
than  cheap  bread  ? and  does  the  tumid  orator 
propose  to  rob  the  baker? 

Mr.  Dorsheimer's  bill  has  been  approved, 
with  some  suggestions  of  amendment,  by  the 
great  body  of  authors  and  publishers  in  the 
country.  It  will  remove  what  has  been  long 
felt  to  be  a reproach.  It  will  bind  in  still 
closer  comity  the  two  great  English-speaking 
nations;  and  should  it  become  law,  it  will 
be  an  unfading  laurel  upon  the  brow  of  its 
author. 


The  narrow  streets  of  the  “ superb  Genoa” 
are  very  striking  and  picturesque  to  the  young 
American  who  sees  them  for  the  first  time, 
especially  if,  like  the  Easy  Chair,  he  sees  them 
before  he  has  become  accustomed  to  the  as- 
pect of  foreign  cities.  There  arc  streets  of 


palaces  in  that  city  which  the  traveller  never 
forgets.  So  in  Venice  there  are  the  narrow 
ways,  so  narrow  and  so  still  that  they  seem 
almost  to  steal  along  between  the  high  houses, 
and  to  be  fitting  avenues  of  the  mystery  and 
crime  and  romance  which  are  associated  with 
the  city  in  the  sea. 

But  in  both  those  cities  the  streets  are  sun- 
less, and  there  is  almost  a gloomy  shade,  which 
is  welcome  only  in  the  burning  summer 
weather.  Such  shaded  streets  health  does 
not  love,  and  an  invalid  whose  windows  open 
only  upon  the  unsunned  rays  must  long  for 
a glimpse  of  the  bright  open  sky  with  the 
yearning  of  Austin  Dobson’s  ballad  of  the 
thrush  in  the  cage  upon  the  city  street : 

“Sing  on:  what  though  thou  beat 
On  that  dull  bar,  thy  foe ! 

Somewhere  the  green  boughs  meet 
Beyond  the  roofs  a-row ; 

Somewhere  the  blue  skies  show; 

Somewhere  no  black  walls  crush 
Poor  hearts  with  helpless  woe — 

Sing  on — sing  on,  0 thrush  !” 

It  is  not,  however,  of  streets,  but  of  houses 
that  we  meau  to  speak,  and  of  the  huge  tow- 
ering houses  which  in  New  York  are  begin- 
ning to  overhang  the  streets  witli  gloom,  and 
which,  as  they  multiply,  will  injure  both  the 
cheerfulness  and  the  healthfulness  of  the  city. 
They  are  already  among  the  most  striking 
objects  to  strangers.  The  palaces  in  the  Ital- 
ian cities  are  massive  and  often  picturesque, 
but  they  arc  seldom  very  lofty.  It  is  very 
hard  for  the  Fire  Department  to  deal  with  a 
fire  in  the  upper  part  of  a building  which  is 
sixty-five  or  seventy  feet  in  height,  but  there 
are  more  than  a hundred  in  the  city  which 
exceed  eighty  feet,  and  already,  in  1883,  there 
were  nine  between  one  hundred  and  one  hun- 
dred and  fifty  feet,  and  two  between  one  hun- 
dred and  fifty  and  one  hundred  and  sixty  feet. 
These  are  facts  which  reveal  a wholly  new 
situation;  for  the  population  of  the  apart- 
ment-houses is  computed  to  be  not  less  than 
twenty -five  thousand,  and  the  St.  George, 
whose  burning,  although  happily  without  loss 
of  lifp,  produced  such  consternation  and  ap- 
prehension, was  as  fire-proof,  according  to  In- 
spector Esterbrobk,  as  hundreds  of  them. 

How  fire-proof  the  St.  George  was  appears 
from  the  fact  that  a lady  returning  from  mar- 
ket saw  that  the  house  was  on  fire,  and  knew 
that  her  young  children  were  upon  the  sixth 
floor.  She  hurried  in  at  the  street  door,  and 
happily  found  her  husband  and  children,  who 
had  just  descended,  having  left  their  rooms 
immediately  upon  discovering  the  fire.  But 
the  husband,  instantly  endeavoring  to  return 
to  his  rooms,  was  stopped  by  the  smoke  on 
the  second  floor,  and  everything  was  lost. 
Yet  the  fire  occurred  in  the  morning.  Had  it 
taken  place  at  night,  the  tragedy  would  have 
been  indescribable.  This  fire  evidently  ap- 
prised the  community  of  a new  peril.  The 
papers  at  once  sounded  the  alarm,  and  de- 


Digitized  by 


Go  gle 


Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


EDITOR’S  EASY  CHAIR. 


151 


manded  further  legislation  to  protect  human 
life. 

It  is  undoubtedly  the  interest  of  a man  who 
hires  a flat  to  ascertain  whether  it  is  fire- 
proof, but  the  safety  of  the  community  and  of 
human  life  can  not  safely  be  intrusted  alto- 
gether to  the  chance  of  his  ascertaining.  It 
19  the  interest  of  passengers  upon  a ferry-boat 
to  know  whether  it  is  safe.  But  the  commu- 
nity does  not  permit  them  to  risk  their  lives 
upon  the  chance  of  knowing,  and  requires 
that  official  inspectors,  who  are  responsible 
for  the  discharge  of  their  duty,  shall  certify 
the  safety  of  the  boat,  and  without  such  a cer- 
tificate no  such  boat  may  transport  passen- 
gers. The  reason  is  quite  as  strong  with  the 
apartment-house.  The  risk  of  life  from  fire 
in  it  is  very  great,  and  stringent  building  laws 
are  essential  to  its  safety. 

We  are  not  aware  that  the  question  has 
ever  been  judicially  decided,  what  is  a fire- 
proof house.  But  Inspector  Esterbrook  is  re- 
ported to  have  given  a very  good  definition  of 
such  a house.  It  is  one,  he  said,  in  which  a 
man  who  lives  upon  the  top  story  when  told 
that  there  was  a tire  in  the  lower  story  would 
go  to  bed  as  quietly  a9  if  the  fire  were  in  the 
next  town.  The  community  ought  certainly 
to  require  any  man  who  proposes  to  build  a 
house  one  hundred  and  twenty  feet  high  to 
accommodate  many  families— for  some  of  the 
houses  have  nearly  "two  hundred  inhabitants — 
to  build  in  a way  which  is  a reasonable  guar- 
antee of  the  safety  of  human  life.  There  are 
buildings  in  the  city  which  are  practically 
fire-proof,  and  it  is  not  asking  too  much  to 
demand  that  the  huge  caravansaries  be  made 
so,  even  although  the  C09t  of  building  be  in- 
creased. 

The  architects  and  the  builders  whose  views 
have  been  elicited  by  the  destruction  of  the 
St.  George  are  of  opinion  that  the  Legislature 
will  move  only  in  response  to  an  emphatic 
public  opinion.  But  their  own  feeling  should 
assure  them  of  the  existence  of  such  an  opin- 
ion. The  court,  as  the  old  judge  thought, 
might  be  presumed  to  know  some  law.  A 
legislator  may  be  presumed  to  have  some  com- 
mon-sense. And  as  the  story  of  the  burning 
of  the  St.  George  is  now  familiar,  legislative 
action  will  doubtless  be  taken,  unless,  as  the 
Inspector  says,  a holocaust  of  victims  be  neces- 
sary to  produce  the  law. 


Mr.  Gladstone,  at  the  age  of  seventy- three, 
Prime  Minister  of  England,  and  the  chief  of 
English  statesmen,  no  less  eminent  for  weight 
of  personal  character  and  accomplished  schol- 
arship than  for  his  extraordinary  mastery  of 
public  affairs  and  his  Parliamentary  eloquence, 
is  a fine  illustration  of  the  English  genius  in 
its  most  characteristic  form.  There  is  a cer- 
tain sturdiness  in  Mr.  Gladstone’s  nature  show- 
ing itself  in  every  way,  except  his  reputed  sen- 
sitiveness to  personal  criticism,  which  is  in 
singular  contrast  with  the  Oriental  character  | 
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of  Lord  Beaconsfield,  so  long  his  chief  oppo- 
nent. It  was  the  want  of  this  quality  quite 
as  much  as  an  alien  genius  which  made  the 
late  minister  so  apparently  un-English.  No 
one,  indeed,  cultivated  English  ways  more  as- 
siduously, or  celebrated  with  more  gusto  the 
distinctive  English  life,  than  Lord  Beacons- 
field, and  he  identified  himself  with  the  bu- 
colic party — the  squire,  the  country  gentle- 
man— and  he  seemed  in  every  manner  resolved 
— if  resolution  would  accomplish  it — to  be  an 
Englishman. 

But  the  contrast  between  him  and  Mr. 
Gladstone  wa9  as  apparent  in  every  aspect  as 
it  is  in  the  remarkable  caricatures  of  Punch , 
in  which,  if  Gladstone  has  sometimes  the  air 
of  a prig,  Disraeli  has  always  the  air  of  Cagli- 
ostro.  When  Disraeli  was  at  the  head  of  the 
ministry,  the  feeling  was  unavoidable  that  it 
was  an  accomplished  foreign  talent  that  was 
governing  England.  But  with  Gladstone,  it 
is  England  governing  herself.  Much  more 
than  in  any  chief  minister  the  English  con- 
science is  felt  in  Gladstone.  In  Lord  Sid- 
mouth  and  Mr.  Percival,  the  two  most  ordi- 
nary and  commonplace  of  Prime  Ministers, 
there  was  the  conventional  English  respecta- 
bility and  morality.  But  in  Gladstone  it  is 
the  power  of  rectitude  which  is  remarkable. 
He  believes  in  honest  dealing,  and  in  subordi- 
nating public  policy  to  the  moral  law.  He 
may  not  like  to  be  personally  criticised,  but 
he  is  not  ashamed  to  be  called  sdntimcntal  in 
his  regard  for  the  moral  honor  as  well  as  for 
the  “ interest”  of  England. 

Nothing  could  be  more  distasteful  to  Mr. 
Gladstone  than  the  Egyptian  complication. 
Nothing  could  have  been  more  delightful  to 
Lord  Beaconsfield.  The  vagueness  of  the  ob- 
ject to  be  attained  by  warlike  operations,  the 
difficulty  of  a possible  protectorate  of  the 
country,  the  desire  to  respect  the  rights  of  a 

Eeople  so  remote  from  English  sympathy  and 
abits,  naturally  oppress  Mr.  Gladstone,  thus 
necessarily  engaged  in  transactions  in  which 
his  country  should  never  have  been  involved. 
But  they  would  have  been  exciting  chapters 
of  romance  to  Lord  Beaconsfield,  and  he  would 
have  endeavored  to  turn  the  situation  to  the 
most  dazzling  account. 

Coping  at  once  with  the  elusive  situation 
in  Egypt,  with  the  franchise  in  England,  and 
with  the  discontent  of  Ireland,  and  goaded  by 
a Tory  party  not  greatly  led,  but  officered  by 
a brilliant  cynic,  a worthy  squire,  and  a non- 
descript madcap,  only  a chief  of  the  sturdiest 
moral  and  mental  quality  could  hold  at  sev- 
enty-three a position  which  nobody  else  could 
fill.  It  is,  as  we  said,  his  character  no  less 
than  his  genius  which  will  give  him  a great 
place  in  English  history.  With  the  conquer- 
ing Chatham  and  the  accomplished  Canning, 
with  William  Pitt  and  Sir  Robert  Peel,  Glad- 
stone must  always  be  mentioned  as  an  Eng- 
lish statesman  and  minister  who  showed  in 
his  public  and  private  life,  in  his  masterly 
grasp  of  affairs,  in  his  ascendency  over  a great, 
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intelligent,  and  progressive  party,  in  bis  high 
moral  tone  and  his  immense  accomplishment, 
the  power  which  any  intelligent  country  would 
wish  to  see  conducting  its  affairs. 

This  is  the  year  in  which  the  other  great 
English-speaking  nation  calls  one  of  its  citi- 
zens to  the  Chief  Executive  Magistracy.  Hap- 
py that  country  if  it  summon  to  that  office  a 
statesman,  so  commanding,  conscientious,  and 
courageous,  and  a man  so  spotless  as  the  Eng- 


lish Prime  Minister ! Looking  at  Gladstone, 
and  then  across  the  sea  at  our  Presidential 
contest,  the  Englishman  may  be  pardoned  if 
he  is  not  quite  ready  to  abandon  a political 
system  which  brings  so  great  a man  as  Glad- 
stone into  the  direction  of  the  government, 
and  even  the  American  may  wonder  whether 
his  system  of  selecting  the  Chief  Magistrate  is 
surer  than  the  English  method  to  bring  the 
real  chief  of  a party  to  the  executive  chair. 


Cilifnt's  1’itrnirij  Httorii. 


THE  literary  merits  of  Queen  Victoria’s  new 
book,  Mare  Leaves  from  the  Journal  of  a Life 
in  the  Highlands ,*  arc  of  the  most  modest  kind. 
Its  style  is  unadorned  to  plainness,  and  not  a 
little  monotonous ; its  matter,  though  sensible, 
is  devoid  of  originality  or  depth  of  thought, 
and  the  reader  will  look  in  vain  through  its 
pages  for  any  gleam  of  imagination  or  any  ex- 
hibition of  poetical  sensibility.  And  yet  the 
book  is  not  wanting  in  attractiveness  even 
from  the  literary  stand-point.  If  its  style  is 
plain  and  repetitious,  it  is  clear,  concise,  intel- 
ligible, and  never  ungraceful,  and  it  is  marked 
throughout  by  a tone  of  quiet,  unassuming, 
and  simple  dignity.  So,  also,  if  its  matter  be- 
trays no  faculty  for  deep  or  lofty  thinking, 
and  is  overladen  on  the  one  hand  with  tristful 
aud  somewhat  trite  ejaculatory  references  to 
Prince  Albert,  and  on  the  other  with  unneces- 
sarily multiplied  recognitions  and  acknow- 
ledgments of  John  Brown’s  petty  hut  useful 
services  aud  functions,  it  is  compact  with  ster- 
ling good  sense,  with  clear  intuitions  of  char- 
acter, with  sound  judgments  of  men  and  things, 
aud  with  unvarying  gentleness,  kindliness,  and 
steadfastness;  and  its  even  tenor  is  often  alle- 
viated by  brief  and  unlabored  passages  finely 
descriptive  of  the  picturesque  natural  objects 
and  social  incidents  peculiar  to  Scottish  scen- 
ery and  society.  One  very  pleasing  feature 
of  the  volume  is  its  absolute  freedom  from  bit- 
terness and  cynicism  and  ill-nature.  Indeed, 
its  sweetness  and  equability  of  temper  and  its 
delicate  consideration  for  the  feelings  of  others 
is  one  of  its  special  charms.  Nor  is  it  lacking 
in  occasional  touches  of  dry  and  genial  humor, 
though  this  is  exorcised  with  delicate  reserve. 
After  all  is  said,  however,  the  chief  attractive- 
ness of  the  book  does  not  depend  upon  its  slen- 
der literary  qualities,  but  upon  the  fullness 
with  which  it  admits  the  ontside  world — u the 
million” — behind  the  scenes  of  royalty,  aud 
vouchsafes  us  a sight  of  the  diurnal  doings,  oc- 
cupations, diversions,  haps  and  mishaps,  of  one 
who  was  born  in  the  royal  purple,  and  who  is 
still  wearing  it,  not  only  royally,  but  with  wo- 

J More  Leaves  from  the  Journal  of  a Life  in  the  High- 
lands. From  1862  to  1882.  With  Portraits  and  Illus- 
trations. 16mo,  pp.  170.  New  York : Harper  and  Bro- 
thers. 

The  Same.  “Franklin  Square  Library."  4to,pp.42. 
New  York : Harper  and  Brothers. 


manly  gentleness  and  dignity.  Some  of  its  rev- 
elations of  the  domestic  aud  iuuer  life  of  the 
Queen  and  her  household,  and  of  her  daily 
round,  are  very  tender  and  touching ; and  even 
those  which  are  the  most  commonplace  are  of 
a kind  to  gratify  the  curiosity  and  excite  the 
interest  of  that  large  body  of  people,  even  in 
republican  America,  who,  consciously  or  uucon- 
sciously,  recognize  aud  reverence  “ the  divini- 
ty that  doth  hedge  a king.” 


It  is  no  disparagement  to  say  of  Mr.  Eu- 
gene Schuyler’s  Historical  Biography  of  Peter 
the  Great9  that  it  is  less  brilliant  and  ornate 
as  a portraiture  of  character,  less  dramatic  in 
its  narrative,  less  skillful  in  its  groupings  and 
descriptions,  and  less  richly  endowed  with  phi- 
losophic historical  insight  than  similar  works 
that  have  proceeded  from  the  pens  of  Lord 
Macaulay  and  our  own  gifted  countrymen  Mr. 
Prescott  and  Mr.  Motley.  That  his  literary 
workmanship  is  inferior  to  and  will  scarcely 
provoke  comparison  with  that  of  these  great 
writers  is  due  not  so  nincli  to  his  defects  as 
a writer  as  to  their  incontestable  superiority 
to  all  others  in  this  department  of  literature. 
But  if  it  must  he  admitted  that  he  is  surpassed 
by  these  and  some  others  that  might  bo  named 
in  the  faculty  of  making  a character  seem  to 
live  and  move  before  us,  or  of  picturing  inci- 
dents and  events  as  if  they  were  being  really 
enacted  before  our  eyes,  or  of  extracting  from 
history  the  vital  principles  that  underlie  aud 
give  significance  to  it,  he  is  at  least  exceeded 
by  none  in  the  diligence  of  his  research,  in  the 
intelligence  with  which  it  was  prosecuted,  in 
the  fullness  and  minuteness  of  his  recital  of 
facts  and  descriptions  of  incidents  and  occur- 
rences, or  in  the  amplitude  aud  variety  of  the 
materials  he  has  gathered  to  illustrate  the 
character  aud  doings  of  the  remarkable  per- 
sonage whose  career  lie  depicts,  and  by  means 
of  which  he  is  enabled  to  give  a comprehensive 
view  of  the  state  of  the  Russian  Empire,  its 
government  and  people,  during  the  rapid  de- 
velopment that  signalized  the  transitional  pe- 
riod in  its  history  which  was  coincident  with 


* Peter  the  Great , Emperor  of  Jtussia.  A Study  of 
Historical  Biography.  By  Eugene  Schuyler.  Ph.D., 
LL.D.  Copiously  Illustrated.  In  Two  Volumes,  8vo, 
pp.  451  ana  460.  New  York : Charles  Scribner’s  Sons. 
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the  reign  of  this  phenomenal  personage,  and 
indeed  was  the  natural  and  inevitable  outcome 
of  it.  In  these  important  respects  Mr.  Schuy- 
ler's work  is  worthy  of  very  high  praise.  With 
his  book  before  him  the  intelligent  reader  will 
have  no  difficulty  in  arriving  at  a just  esti- 
mate of  the  faults  and  virtues,  the  vices,  weak- 
nesses, and  greatnesses,  the  genius  and  talents, 
the  temper  and  disposition,  of  the  last  and 
greatest  of  the  Czars,  and  of  his  wonderful  ca- 
pacity for  good  and  evil,  for  organ izati an,  and 
for  the  development  of  the  national  energies 
and  power;  and  he  will  be  enabled  very  sat- 
isfactorily to  gauge  the  nature  and  genius  of 
the  Russian  people,  to  fathom  the  depths  and 
shoals  of  Russiau  society  and  Russian  institu- 
tions, and  to  comprehend  the  portentous  com- 
bination of  barbarism  and  civilization  which 
distinguishes  the  social  and  political  institu- 
tions of  Russia  at  this  day,  and  stamps  its 
millions  a peculiar  and  exclusive  people. 


Among  English  and  American  scholars  there 
is  do  higher  authority  on  the  history  and  prog- 
ress of  sculpture  in  Italy  during  the  Renais- 
sance than  our  fellow-countryman  Mr.  Charles 
C.  Perkins.  His  researches  have  been  so  exten- 
sive, his  knowledge  is  so  large  and  accurate, 
and  his  criticisms  and  opinions  have  been  so 
sound  and  discriminating,  that  all  who  have 
studied  or  written  upon  the  subject  of  the  re- 
naissance of  Italian  art  since  the  publication; 
some  years  ago,  of  his  sterling  works,  Tuscan 
Sculptors  and  Italian  Scutytors,  recognize  his 
pre-eminence  in  this  department  of  historical 
investigation,  and  refer  to  his  writings  asstaud- 
ard  authorities.  In  especial,  one  of  the  most 
distinguished  of  these  later  writers,  Mr.  John 
Addington  Symonds,  in  the  preface  to  one  of 
the  volumes  in  his  masterly  series  on  The  Re- 
naissance in  Italy , being  the  oue  devoted  to  the 
consideration  of  The  Fine  Arts  in  Italy , has  cor- 
dially acknowledged  his  indebtedness  to  the 
“two  important  works  of  Mr.  Perkins”  above 
named.  And  indeed  it  needs  a glance  only  at 
Mr.  Symonds’s  treatment  of  the  historical  por- 
tions of  his  subject  to  discern  how  largely  he 
has  profited  by  Mr.  Perkins's  researches,  while 
the  many  analogies  that  are  perceptible  be- 
tween the  tasteful  and  tempered  judgments 
and  criticisms  of  the  earlier  and  the  later 
writer  show  that  Mr.  Perkins's  opinions  and 
conclusions  on  art,  and  on  artists  and  their  pro- 
ductions, have  not  been  without  influence  upon 
the  mimi  of  the  candid  and  cultured  English 
scholar,  wherever  they  have  traversed  common 
ground.  Mr.  Perkins  has  now  prepared,  large- 
ly from  materials  already  made  use  of  in  his 
former  works,  and  largely  from  new  matter 
that  has  been  added  to  the  common  stock  of  in- 
formation since  their  publication,  an  exceeding- 
ly valuable  supplementary  volume,  whose  title, 
A Historical  Hand-Book  of  Italian  Sculpture ,* 

3 A Historical  Hand-Book  of  Italian  Sculpture.  By 
Charles  C.  Perkins.  Illustrated.  8vo,  pp.432.  New 

York : Charles  Scribner's  Sons. 


very  accurately  defines  its  ssope  and  office, 
if  a larger  signification  is  accorded  to  the 
term  “ hand-book”  than  is  usually  associated 
with  it,  since  it  is  not  a mere  elementary  man- 
ual or  synoptical  summary,  iu  which  names, 
dates,  facts,  and  events  are  recapitulated  in 
bald  outline,  but,  on  the  contrary,  is  a full  and 
rounded  epitome,  replenished  with  historical 
and  biographical  details  illustrating  the  mod- 
ern beginnings  and  progress  of  sculpture,  and 
enriched  with  brief  and  well-considered  opin- 
ions, criticisms,  and  judgments  upon  the  con- 
dition aud  character  of  the  art  in  its  several 
stages,  os  exhibited  by  the  productions  of  the 
artists  who  flourished  in  each  of  them.  Mr. 
Perkins's  volume  is  an  intelligent  and  in- 
structive guide  to  all  the  best  examples  of 
the  art  that  are  extant  in  collections  or  edi- 
fices, or  of  which  there  is  any  record  in  en- 
gravings or  in  authentic  works  on  art. 


In  the  preparation  of  bis  new  volume,  Trav- 
els in  Mexico , and  Life  among  the  Mexicans ,3 4  Mr. 
Frederick  A.  Ober  has  brought  into  play  the 
same  practiced  eye  as  a naturalist,  the  same 
zestful  powers  of  observation  as  a traveller, 
and  the  same  faculty  for  picturesque  descrip- 
tion that  served  him  so  w ell  and  w ere  such  im- 
portant factors  in  the  preparation  of  his  for- 
mer attractive  hook,  Camps  in  the  Caribhees . 
His  present  volume  comprises  the  record  of  his 
travels  in  Yucatan,  Southern  and  Central  Mex- 
ico, and  those  bordering  States  of  onr  own 
country  which  have  a close  relation  to  Mexico 
from  their  having  originally  formed  a portion 
of  its  territory,  from  the  similarity  of  their  cli- 
mate, productions,  natural  features,  and  his- 
toric remains,  and  also  from  their  proximity, 
and  their  importance  as  natural  avenues  for 
the  opening  of  closer  relations  between  the 
two  countries,  through  the  agency  of  railroad, 
mining,  and  other  commercial  or  industrial  en- 
terprises. A thousand  miles  of  these  travels — 
being  that  portion  of  them  which  extended 
through  Yucatan  and  Central  and  Southern 
Mexico — were  made  on  horseback  by  Mr.  Ober, 
which  gave  him  an  opportunity  for  a close 
and  comparatively  leisurely  observation  of  the 
country  through  which  ho  passed,  aud  for  a 
careful  study  of  its  people,  its  flora  and  fauna, 
its  volcanoes  and  other  natural  features,  and 
its  historic  remains.  His  descriptions  of  these 
old-new  fields  are  exhaustive  of  tlieir  material 
resources,  and  are  interspersed  with,  and  ren- 
dered highly  attractive  by,  bis  indulgence  in 
his  taste  for  natural  history,  and  for  explora- 
tions and  researches  among  the  antiquities  in 
which  they  abound.  In  his  descriptions  of 
these  antiquities  Mr.  Ober  reproduces  much 
with  w'hich  we  have  been  made  familiar 
by  Humboldt,  Catherwood,  Stephens,  Squier, 


* Travels  in  Mexico,  and  Life  among  the  Mexicans.  By 
Frederick  A.  Ober.  I.  Yucatan.  II.  Central  and 
Southern  Mexico.  III.  The  Border  States.  With  ISO 
Illustrations.  Larjte  8vo,  pp.  672.  Boston : Estes  and 
Laurlat.  New  York : Western  W.  Wilson. 
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Brantz  Meyer,  and  other  travellers,  supple- 
mented by  much  more  which  is  the  fruit  of  his 
own  observations  and  explorations.  These  an- 
tiquarian and  arch eBologi cal  researches,  though 
deeply  interesting,  were  incidental,  however,  to 
his  principal  object  in  the  volume,  which  is  to 
draw  attention  to  the  present  of  this  important 
region,  its  inexhaustible  material  capabilities 
and  resources,  and  the  inviting  opportunities 
it  offers  to  pioneers,  settlers,  miners,  agricul- 
turists, capitalists,  and  men  of  enterprise  gen- 
erally, in  the  work  of  the  development  aud 
u opening  up”  of  its  territory  to  the  trade,  com- 
merce, aud  industries  of  the  United  States  and 
the  other  more  energetic  nations.  Mr.  Obelus 
accounts  of  the  resources  of  Mexico  aud  the  re- 
gion forming  the  border  States ; of  the  recent- 
ly perfected  railway  system,  which  has  pene- 
trated Mexico  and  Central  America  over  ten 
thpusand  miles,  much  of  it  traversing  portions 
of  the  country  that  are  seldom  visited  and  are 
but  little  known ; and  of  the  people,  the  scen- 
ery, the  mountains  and  plains,  the  lakes  aud 
volcanoes,  the  ruins  and  pyramids,  the  products 
of  the  soil,  the  minerals  and  mines,  and  the  sa- 
lubrious spots  for  those  who  are  seeking  health 
or  pleasure — are  invaluable  for  their  stores  of 
copious  and  exact  information,  and  at  the  same 
time  rich  in  spirited  incidents  of  travel  aud  ad- 
venture, and  in  picturesque  descriptions  of  men 
and  manners,  of  life  among  the  aborigines,  and 
of  curious  or  stupendous  natural  objects.  The 
volume  is  an  important  contribution  to  the  al- 
ready large  catalogue  of  recent  publications 
bearing  upon  a portion  of  the  continent  which 
promises  to  occupy  the  attention  and  engage 
the  energies  of  the  coming  generation  of  Ameri- 
cans and  Englishmen  to  the  utmost.  The  work 
is  profusely  and  admirably  illustrated,  mainly 
from  photographs  aud  sketches  made  by  the 
author,  and  is  equipped  with  excellent  maps. 


The  favor  with  which  The  Franklin  Square 
Song  Collection  was  received  on  its  publication 
some  three  years  ago  has  encouraged  its  com- 
piler, Mr.  J.  P.  McCaskey,  to  prepare  another 
similar  collection*  on  the  same  popular  and 
eclectic  plan.  Like  its  predecessor,  the  new 
collection  consists  very  largely  of  a tasteful 
selection  from  the  fine  old  familiar  tunes,  glees, 
ballads,  carols,  songs,  and  hymns  which  are  en- 
deared to  ns  by  their  associations,  and  whose 
rich  or  plaintive  melodies  have  stood  the  test 
of  time  through  many  generations.  Besides 
these  it  also  contains  a number  of  choice  airs 
and  songs  and  sacred  melodies  of  a more  re- 
cent date,  by  composers  who  have  known  how 
to  touch  the  popular  heart.  The  entire  collec- 
tion, both  music  aud  words,  is  made  up  of  two 
hundred  selections  of  that  chaste  and  moving 
kind  which  is  suitable  for  use  in  homes  and 
schools,  in  the  nursery  aud  at  the  fireside,  on 


* Franklin  Square  Song  Collection.  Two  Hundred  Fa- 

vorite Songs  and  Hymns  for  Schools  and  Homes,  Nurs- 
ery and  Fireside.  No.  2.  Selected  by  J.  P.  McCaskey. 
8vo,  pp.  176.  New  York : Harper  and  Brothers. 


innocent  festal  occasions  and  for  family  and 
social  worship.  In  connection  with  these  old 
and  new  favorites  the  compiler  has  utilized 
the  space  before  and  after  each  of  them  so  that 
no  fragment  of  a page  may  be  lost,  by  the  in- 
troduction of  well-chosen  bits  of  suggestive 
and  instructive  reading  matter,  embodying 
some  of  the  best  thoughts  of  eminent  writers 
and  composers  on  musical  subjects,  together 
with  brief  and  appropriate  anecdotes  of  great 
musicians,  and  pithy  historical  or  biographical 
incidents  of  their  lives  aud  careers.  The  two 
volumes  form  a musical  repertory  of  great  ex- 
tent and  the  most  sterling  quality. 


How  much  of  the  value  of  what  we  eat  is 
destroyed  or  impaired  by  the  manner  in  which 
it  is  prepared  for  the  table,  how  often  it  is 
converted  into  slow  but  sure  poison  by  the 
process  of  cooking,  and  how  greatly,  in  either 
case,  it  contributes  to  physical  ill  health  aud 
to  mental  and  moral  impairment,  few  persons 
stop  to  consider;  and  yet  the  fact  is  patent 
to  every  intelligent  physician,  and  might  be 
equally  so  to  every  man  of  ordinary  common- 
sense  if  he  would  give  the  subject  the  consid- 
eration it  deserves.  It  is  safe  to  say  that  a 
very  considerable  proportion — perhaps  a moi- 
ety— of  the  nervous  and  stomach  disorders 
with  which  our  countrymen  and  country-wo- 
men Are  plagued,  of  the  feebleness,  lassitude, 
‘indigestion,  and  lack  of  vitality  that  we  expe- 
rience, and  of  the  fretfulness,  discontent,  ill- 
nature,  and  mental  and  moral  obliquity  of 
which  we  are  the  seemingly  causeless  victims, 
is  chargeable  directly  upon  the  food  we  eat, 
not  because  the  food  itself  is  intrinsically  un- 
wholesome, but  because  it  has  been  so  pre- 
pared as  inevitably  to  become  so.  We  are 
therefore  always  disposed  not  only  to  extend 
a hearty  welcome  to  a really  good  cookery 
book,  but  to  rank  its  author  among  our  phi- 
lanthropists and  public  benefactors,  the  more 
especially  if  the  book  be  one  that  is  adapted 
for  popular  use,  and  teaches  us,  simply  and  in- 
telligently, how  to  convert  plain,  cheap,  and 
even  contemned  edibles  into  relishing,  whole- 
some, nutritious,  aud  elegant  viands.  After 
having  subjected  a book  of  this  kind,  entitled 
The  Virginia  Cookery  Book*  which  the  Messrs. 
Harper  have  wisely  included  in  their  popular 
“Franklin  Square  Library,”  to  the  crucial  test 
of  trial  by  our  own  household  diviuities,  we 
give  it  our  grateful  and  unqualified  commen- 
dation. The  book  has  been  compiled  by  Mrs. 
Mary  Stuart  Smith,  or  rather  by  two  ladies  of 
Virginia,  who,  under  cover  of  her  name,  lay  its 
excellent  recipes  before  their  u sisters  in  our 
American  households,”  coupled  with  the  as- 
surance that  “ they  have  been  constantly  used 
in  the  families  of  Virginia  for  many  years  back, 
and  have  been  tested  by  the  experience  of  sev- 
eral generations.”  Our  readers  will  find  many 

* Virginia  Cookery  Book.  Compiled  by  Mary  Stuart 
Smith.  “ Franklin  Square  Library.**  4to,  pp.  70.  New 
York : Harper  and  Brothers. 
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excellent  dishes  in  this  collection  which  have 
the  rare  merit  of  being  savory  and  gustfnl,  and 
yet  adapted  to  the  means  of  housekeepers  with 
whom  economy  is  a prime  consideration. 


An  exceedingly  interesting  contribution  has 
been  made  to  onr  knowledge  of  the  history 
and  character  of  the  American  Indians  by  a 
very  full  and  exhanstive  compilation  of  Indian 
Myths,1 * * * * *  prepared  by  Ellen  Russell  Emerson. 
The  volnme  consists  of  a large  collection  of 
myths,  traditions,  legends,  stories,  allegories, 
apologues,  and  symbols,  illustrative  of  the  re- 
ligions conceptions  and  beliefs  of  the  Indians; 
their  poetical  association  of  things  seen  and 
natural  with  those  that  are  unseen  and  super- 
natant! ; their  intellectual,  social,  and  political 
condition;  their  methods  of  communicating 
their  conceptions  of  the  grand,  the  sublime, 
the  beautiful,  and  the  preternatural,  by  figura- 
tive symbols  and  pictorial  representations ; and 
the  analogies  that  exist  between  these  and  the 
corresponding  myths,  traditions,  words,  sym- 
bols, and  written  or  pictorial  representations 
that  have  been  discovered  in  the  literature 
and  remains  of  other  primeval  peoples,  more 
especially  those  of  Hindostan,  Egypt,  Persia, 
Assyria,  and  China.  Many  of  these  analogies 
are  very  striking,  and  fairly  vindicate  the  posi- 
tions advanced  by  the  author  in  support  of 
the  evident  capacity  of  the  Indian  race  for  in- 
tellectual and  moral  culture,  and  in  proof  of 
the  unity  of  the  human  race,  and  the  common 
origin  of  their  religions  conceptions  and  be- 
liefs. The  treatment  of  the  subject  is  popular, 
yet  with  a sufficient  infusion  of  the  scientific 
to  command  the  attention  of  scholars  without 
perplexing  the  intelligeut  general  reader;  and 
it  comprehends  the  ascertained  myths,  tradi- 
tions, etc.,  that  have  been  or  continue  to  be 
prevalent  among  the  North  American  Indians, 
arranged  under  specific  heads,  and  compared 
tinder  each  head  with  those  of  other  primitive 
peoples.  The  whole  is  illustrated  by  numer- 
ous interesting  drawings  from  prehistoric  and 
historic  remains,  and  the  results  are  summed 
up  in  a condensed  epitome  entitled  44  General 
Considerations,”  in  which  the  origin  and  na- 
ture of  the  social,  intellectual,  and  religions 
characteristics  of  the  aborigines  are  analyzed, 
and  their  analogies  and  correspondencies  with 
those  of  other  peoples  are  reviewed  and  more 
closely  traced.  A very  interesting  feature 
of  this  portion  of  the  work  is  that  which  de- 
scribes the  political  institutions  of  the  Indians; 
the  relations,  authority,  and  succession  of  their 
chiefs,  sachems,  and  kings ; the  division  of  the 
various  nations  into  clans;  the  restrictions 
and  limitations  that  existed  among  the  clans 
as  to  intermarriage  and  the  punishment  of  of- 
fenses; the  subordination  of  the  clan  to  the 

1 1ndian  Myth # ; or.  Legend#.  Tradition#,  and  Symbols 
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nation ; and  the  functions  aud  attributes  sev- 
erally of  the  clan,  the  tribe,  and  the  confeder- 
acy— the  latter  being  specially  exemplified  by 
au  ontline  of  the  celebrated  league  or  confed- 
eracy of  the  Iroquois.  In  this  section  quite 
full  accounts  are  given  of  Iudiau  councils  and 
assemblies;  considerable  abstracts  are  pre- 
sented of  their  debates,  showing  the  native  in- 
telligence of  the  Indian,  and  his  capacity  for 
organization,  statesmanship,  and  oratory ; and 
mnch  valuable  information  is  accumulated  il- 
lustrating the  tribal  dialects,  the  sensibility 
of  the  Indians  to  the  influences  of  sounds  and 
sights,  and  the  operation  of  these  influences 
upon  their  imaginations  and  beliefs,  and  also 
upon  the  formation,  composition,  pronuncia- 
tion, aud  other  characteristics  of  their  lan- 
guage. The  work  is  one  of  genuine  and  sus- 
tained interest. 


In  several  of  the  poems  contained  in  a little 
volume  entitled  The  City  of  Success,  and  Other 
Poems ,8  Mr.  Henry  Abbey  exhibits  a striking 
faculty  for  sustained  aud  ingenious  allegory. 
This  is  specially  visible  in  the  two  more  elab- 
orate poems  in  the  volume, 44  The  City  of  Suc- 
cess” and  44  Tbe  City  of  Decay.”  In  the  first 
of  these  is  symbolized,  under  a delicately  veil- 
ed romance  of  love  and  ambition,  the  race  for 
wealth,  luxury,  place,  power,  and  fame,  and  the 
unsatisfying  nature  of  each  when  the  goal  is 
won ; and  in  the  other  is  shadowed  forth  the 
indestructibility  of  truth — above  all,  of  tbe 
truth  that  streams  from  the  great  Central 
Pace  44  on  dark  Calvary  lifted  high” — amid  the 
change  and  decay  worked  by  Time  and  his 
companions,  Life  and  Death,  and  his  children, 
tbe  moments,  hours,  days,  months,  seasons, 
years,  and  centuries.  Iu  both  these  poems 
Mr.  Abbey  demonstrates  that  he  is  endowed 
with  a fertile  and  bold  though  irregular  and 
untrained  imagination  ; his  language  and  ver- 
sification are  often  rugged  and  unmelodions, 
and  the  general  effect  of  his  verse  is  cold,  and 
awakens  no  response  of  passion  or  emotion. 
In  two  of  his  less  ambitious  efforts  he  reaches 
a higher  plane,  aud  touches  the  heart  with  a 
tenderer  sympathy.  We  refer  to  the  poems 
entitled 44  A Ballad  of  Consolation”  aud  44  Lib- 
erty,” tbe  former  being  a new  aud  touching 
version  of  the  old  Spanish-Arabian  story  pre- 
served in  More’s  Dialogues , and  afterward  elab- 
orated by  Parnell  in44  The  Hermit,”  illustra- 
ting the  idea  that  under  God’s  overruling 
providence  the  most  heart-rending  calamity, 
even  the  death  of  a beloved  child,  is  often  a 
blessing  in  disguise ; and  the  latter,  a pathetic 
romance  based  on  the  unrequited  love  of  a 
beautiful  Indian  maiden  for  a young  army  of- 
ficer, whose  loyal  heart  had  been  already  sur- 
rendered to  a maiden  of  his  own  race.  Besides 
the  poems  that  we  have  singled  out  because 
of  the  germs  of  fine  promise  that  are  to  be  de- 

8 The  City  of  Success,  and  Other  Poems.  By  Henry 
Abbet.  12m o,  pp.  142.  New  York : D.  Appleton  and 
Co. 
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scried  in  them,  there  are  many  that  Mr.  Abbey 
should  have  had  the  resolution  or  the  insight 
to  suppress.  

Among  the  recent  additions  to  the  already 
extensive  literature  that  has  grown  out  of  the 
Revised  Version  of  the  New  Testament  is  a 
useful  and  pre-eminently  practical  Commenta- 
ry,9 which  has  beeu  prepared  under  the  com- 
petent editorship  of  the  Rev.  Dr.  Schaff,  de- 
signed for  the  assistance  and  instruction  of 
those  who  may  adopt  the  Revised  Version  as 
their  standard,  and  which  is  almost  equally 
applicable  to  the  needs  of  those  who  may  ad- 
here to  the  Authorized  Version,  its  chief  object 
being  to  explain  the  more  difficult  passages 
of  the  New  Testament  Scriptures,  to  interpret 
its  historical,  local,  and  Old  Testament  allu- 
sions, to  unfold  its  lessons  and  teachings,  to 
reconcile  its  apparent  discrepancies,  and  to 
vindicate  its  title  to  be  considered  a divinely 
authorized  revelation.  Of  this  Commentary 
six  volumes  are  now  published,  comprising  the 
Gospels,  the  Acts  of  the  Apostles,  and  the 
Epistle  of  St.  Paul  to  the  Romans.  Each  vol- 
ume is  accompanied  by  a complete  apparatus 
for  the  use  of  Bible  readers  and  Bible  classes, 
consisting  of  an  introduction  supplying  an  out- 
line of  the  contents  of  the  book,  an  account  of 
its  design,  composition,  and  authorship,  an  ex- 
amination of  its  credibility,  characteristics, 
evidential  value,  and  chronology,  and  excur- 
suses aud  textual  notes. 


The  fourth  volume  of  Mr.  Bancroft’s  last  re- 
vision of  his  History  of  the  United  States  of  Amer- 
ica,10 now  just  published,  covers  the  momentous 
period  from  May,  1774,  when,  the  final  estrange- 
ment of  the  colonies  having  beeu  consummated 
by  the  unwise  and  arbitrary  measures  of  the 
British  Kiug  aud  Parliament,  the  use  of  armed 
force  was  resorted  to  by  them  to  subjugate  the 
people  of  Massachusetts  Bay,  until  July  4, 1776, 
when  all  the  colonies  united  in  adopting  the 
cause  of  Massachusetts  as  the  common  cause 
of  the  people  of  America,  and  forming  them- 
selves into  a federal  union,  declared  the  colo- 
nies free,  sovereign,  and  independent,  and  for- 
ever cut  themselves  loose  from  the  ties  that 
had  bound  them  to  the  mother  country.  The 


9 The  International  Revision  Commentary  on  the  New 
Testament*  Rased  on  the  Version  of  1881.  By  English 
aud  American  Scholars  and  Members  of  the  Revision 
Committee.  Edited  by  Philip  Sciiaff,  D.D.  Vol.  I. : 
The  Gospel  According  to  Matthew.  Explained  by  PniL- 
ip  Schaff,  D.D.  16mo,  pp.  416.  Vol.  II. : The  Gospel 
According  to  Mark.  Explained  by  Matthew  B.  Rid- 
dle. D.D.  16mo,  pp.  243.  Vol.  III. : The  Gospel  Ac- 
cording to  Luke.  Explained  by  Matthew  B.  Riddle, 
D.D.  lGmo,  pp.  869.  Vol.  IV. : The  Gospel  According 
to  John.  Explained  by  William  Milligan,  D.D.,  and 
William  F.  Moulton,  D.D.  lfimo,  pp.  443.  Vol.  V. : 
The  Acts  of  the  Apostles.  Explained  by  J.  S.  Howson, 
D.D.,  and  II.  D.  M.  Spence,  M.A.  16mo,  pp.  420.  Vol. 
VI. : The  Epistle  of  Paul  to  the  Romans.  Explained  by 
Matthew  B.  Riddle,  D.D.  16mo,  pp.  256.  New  York: 
Charles  Scribner’s  Sons. 

10  History  of  the  United  States  of  America , from  the 
Discovery  of  the  Continent.  By  Gborqb  Bancroft.  The 
Author’s  Last  Revision.  Volume  IV.  8vo,  pp.  452.  New 

York : D.  Appleton  and  Co. 


eveutful  story  of  this  epochal  period,  when 
America  took  up  arms  iu  self-defense  and  ar- 
rived at  independence,  has  never  been  told  as 
eloquently  and  as  philosophically  as  by  Mr. 
Bancroft,  or  so  fully  aud  candidly.  In  this 
new  edition  some  slight  changes  have  been 
made  in  the  text,  where  fuller  information  has 
been  discovered,  or  where  new  light  has  sug- 
gested a modification  of  the  coloring.  But  in 
the  main,  although  revealing  improving  touch- 
es on  nearly  every  page,  the  history  is  substan- 
tially unchanged  in  any  prime  essential,  and 
remains  an  evidence  of  the  thoroughness  aud 
conscientiousness  of  the  author’s  researches 
while  eugaged  in  its  original  preparation. 


The  Messrs.  Harper  have  now  completed 
the  repnblication  of  the  standard  edition  of 
The  Complete  Works  of  Coleridge,11  to  which  we 
have  adverted  iu  this  Record  for  previous 
months,  by  the  issue,  in  a final  volume,  of  the 
crowning  flower  of  his  writings,  his  poetical 
and  dramatic  works.  To  enter  upon  a detailed 
criticism  of  these  would  be  an  affectation  and 
an  impertinence,  in  view  of  their  recognized 
position  in  our  literature;  hut  it  may  be  said, 
without  beiug  guilty  of  either,  that  no  modem 
poet  has  been  more  felicitous  than  he  in  the 
use  of  language,  that  few  have  produced  more 
vivid,  more  impressive,  or  more  enduring  ima- 
ginative effects,  that  still  fewer  have  equalled 
him  in  the  grace,  subtlety,  and  delicacy  of  his 
ideal  creations,  and  that  none  have  excelled 
him  in  the  cleanliness,  masculine  beauty,  and 
purity  of  his  thoughts  and  teachings.  No  col- 
lection of  poetry  can  be  complete  from  which 
his  poems  are  excluded,  and  no  education  in 
the  art  of  poetry  and  in  the  canons  of  poetical 
taste  aud  composition  can  be  considered  fully 
rounded  and  perfected  from  which  the  study  of 
his  inspiring  verse  has  been  omitted.  The  pub- 
lishers have  added  materially  to  the  value  and 
convenience  of  the  new  edition  by  appending 
to  the  final  volume  a full  aud  exhaustive  top- 
ical index,  arranged  alphabetically,  by  means 
of  which  the  great  variety  of  subjects — liter- 
ary, critical,  theological,  philosophical,  aud 
biographical  — treated  of  in  its  seven  volumes 
may  be  seen  at  a glance,  and  easily  turned  to. 


The  Messrs.  Carter  have  published  a new 
edition,  in  popular  form,  of  the  Life  and  Works 11 
of  the  late  eminent  Scottish  preacher  and  theo- 


11  The  Complete  Works  of  Samuel  Taylor  Coleridge . 
With  an  Introductory  Essay  upon  his  Philosophical 
and  Theological  Opinions.  Edited  by  Professor  W.  G. 
T.  Shedd.  In  Seven  Volumes.  Vol.  VII. : Poetical  and 
Dramatic  Works.  12mo,  pp.  728.  New  York:  Harper 
and  Brothers. 

18  The  Life  and  Works  of  Thomas  Guthrie,  D.D.  In 
Eleven  Volumes,  12mo.  Vols.  I.  and  II. : Autobiogra- 
phy and  Memoir,  pp.  424  and  494.  Vol.  III. : The  Gos- 
pel in  Ezekiel,  pp.  395.  Vol.  IV. : Christ  the  Inheritance 
of  the  Saints,  pp.  844.  Vol.  V. : The  Parables,  pp.  278. 
Vol.  VI. : Out  of  Harness,  pp.  388.  Vol.  VII. : Speaking 
to  the  Heart,  pp.  492.  Vol.  VIII. : Man  and  the  Gospel! 
pp.  478.  Vol.  IX.:  The  Way  to  Life,  pp.  336.  Vol.  X.: 
Studies  of  Character,  pp.  436.  Vol.  XI. : The  City : its 
8ins  and  Sorrows  and  Ragged  Schools,  pp.  864.  New 
York : Robert  Carter  and  Brothers. 
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logian  tbe  Rev.  Dr.  Guthrie,  which  constitutes 
quite  a library  of  Biblical  instruction  and  ex- 
position, as  well  as  of  varied  and  refined  liter- 
ary entertainment.  The  edition  is  in  eleven 
handsome  volumes,  and  it  comprises  one  of  the 
most  attractive  autobiographies  in  the  lan- 
guage, supplemented  by  an  admirably  written 
biography  by  his  sons ; a body  of  sermons  which 
are  unsurpassed  by  those  of  any  modern  preach- 
er in  eloquence,  idiomatic  purity  of  diction,  sim- 
plicity and  directness  of  style,  and  rich  in- 
stmetiveness  of  matter ; a series  of  sketches  of 
Scripture  worthies,  each  of  which  is  a portrait 
remarkable  for  its  life-likeness  and  individual- 
ity; and  a number  of  narrative,  descriptive, 
and  didactic  pieces,  briefly  but  graphically  de- 
picting some  of  the  most  pathetic,  most  hu- 
morous, and  most  invigorating  phases  of  Scot- 
tish life  and  character.  The  sermons,  which 
form  much  the  larger  part  of  the  eleven  vol- 
umes, are  noteworthy  for  their  force  and  sug- 
gestiveness, and  for  the  earnest  persuasiveness 
of  their  appeals  to  the  reason  and  conscience. 
Strong  in  their  statements  of  doctrine,  bold 
and  vigorous,  but  at  the  same  time  loving,  in 
reproof  and  admonition,  they  are  entirely  free 
from  the  hair-splitting  and  special  pleading 
with  which  pulpit  discourses  are  too  often  en- 
cumbered, and  rendered  not  only  tiresome,  but 
repellent.  

8everal  recent  repnblications  are  of  such 
a kind  that  our  readers,  especially  those  who 
are  forming  libraries,  will  doubtless  he  glad  to 
be  apprised  of  them ; hut  as  the  most  of  them 
have  already  been  noticed  in  this  department 
of  the  Magazine  upon  their  original  appear- 
ance, and  besides  are  too  well  known  to  re- 
quire elaborate  notice  at  this  time,  we  shall 
announce  them  by  their  titles  only,  as  follows : 
A u people's  editiou”  of  Ruskin’s  works,  includ- 
ing thus  far  his  Sesame  and  Lillies,1*  St . Mark’s 
Rest,1*  and  his  Oxford  lectures  on  The  Art  of 
England;1*  two  additional  volumes  — Doctor 
Johns1*  and  Bound  Together 17 — of  the  new  and 
complete  edition  of  the  writings  of  Donald  G. 
Mitchell  (Ik  Marvell);  Matthew  Arnold’s  Col- 
lected Poems,19  comprising  his  early  and  narra- 
tive poems,  liis  sonnets,  and  his  lyrical,  dra- 
matic, and  elegiac  poems ; a new  and  cheap, 
but  unabridged,  edition  of  Miss  Anne  Ayres’s 
(u Sister  Anne”)  affectionate  memorial  of  the 


n Sesame  and  Lillies.  Three  hectares  by  John  Rrs- 
xin.  Revised  and  Enlarged  Edition.  12mo,  pp.  186. 
New  York  : John  Wiley  and  Sons. 

14  St.  Mark's  Rest.  Tne  History  of  Venice.  Written 
for  the  Help  of  Travellers  who  Care  for  her  Monu- 
ments. By  John  Ruskin.  12mo,  pp.  185.  New  York: 
John  Wiley  and  Sons. 

14  The  A rt  of  England.  By  John  Ruskin.  12mo,  pp. 
31  New  York  : John  Wiley  and  Sons. 

*•  Doctor  Johns.  Being  a Narrative  of  Certain  Events 
in  the  Life  of  an  Orthodox  Minister  of  Connecticut. 


n Bound  Together.  A Sheaf  of  Papers.  By  Donald 
G.  MrmiiLL.  12mo,  pp.  201.  New  York:  Charles 
Scribner's  Sons. 


19  Poems.  By  Matthew  Arnold.  Two  Volumes, 
lQmo,  pp.  272  and  280.  New  York : Macmillan  and  Co. 


Life  and  Work  of  the  late  Rev . Dr.  Muhlenberg,19 
noticed  in  the  Record  for  August,  1880,  upon  its 
original  publication  by  tbe  Messrs.  Harper; 
Hans  Breitmann’s  Ballads ,*°  by  Charles  G.  Le- 
laud;  and  an  exquisitely  printed  “Parchment 
Library  Edition”  of  Goldsmith’s  Vicar  of  Wake- 
field,*1  with  a brief  and  tasteful  preface  and 
interesting  illustrative  notes  by  Mr.  Austin 
Dobson. 


The  greater  number  of  the  novels  and  tales 
of  the  mouth  are  by  favorite  authors,  and  al- 
though they  can  not  be  regarded  as  chefs- 
d’oeuvre,  they  are  very  attractive  specimens  of 
their  literary  workmanship.  Several  others 
are  by  less  practiced  and  less  experienced 
writers,  but  yet  are  written  with  grace  and 
spirit,  and  evince  commendable  narrative  and 
descriptive  powers.  All  are  entertaining  and 
wholesome.  The  list  comprises:  Tlte  Wizard’s 
Son,**  by  Mrs.  Oliphant ; Jack’s  Courtship**  by 
W.  Clark  Russell;  A Real  Queen,*4  by  R.  E. 
FranciUon;  The  Picture,**  by  Charles  Reade; 
Mr . Nobody  **  by  Mrs.  John  Kent  Spender;  a 
new  edition  of  Captain  Marryat’s  sea  tales, 
The  Pirate  and  The  Three  Cutters  ;a7  Bethesda ,u 
by  Barbara  Elbon  ; Her  Washington  Season*9  by 
the  author  of  Marjories  Quest ; Jack  of  All 
Trades : a Matter-of-fact  Romance,*0  by  Charles 
Reade;  The  Bowsham  Puzzle,*1  by  John  Hab- 
berton ; Faith  Thurston’s  Work , and  How  She  Did 
It,**  by  the  author  of  “ The  Wiu  and  Wear  Se- 
ries” ; and  Dr.  Bamngford’s  School,**  an  en- 
gaging story  for  boys,  by  Henry  Ogden. 


19  The  Life  and  Work qf  William  A uqustus  Muhlenberg. 
12mo,  pp.  524.  New  York  : A.  D.  F.  Randolph  and  Co. 

90  Hans  Breitmann's  Ballads.  By  Charles  G.  Ice- 
land. Complete.  12mo,  pp.  812.  Philadelphia : T.  B. 
Peterson  and  Brothers. 

91  The  Hear  qf  Wakefield.  By  Oliver  Goldsmith. 
With  a Preface  and  Notes  by  Austin  Dobson.  18mo, 
pp.  808.  New  York : D.  Appleton  and  Co. 

99  The  Wizard's  Son.  A Novel.  By  Mrs.  Oliphant. 
“ Franklin  Square  Library.1*  4to,  pp.  104.  New  York : 
Harper  and  Brothers. 

99  Jack's  Courtship:  a Sailor's  Yam  of  Lorn  and 
Courtship.  By  W.  Clark  Russell.  “Franklin  Square 
Library*”  4to,  pp.  182.  New  York : Harper  and  Bro- 
thers. 

94  A Real  Queen.  A Novel.  By  R.  E.  Francillon. 
“ Franklin  Square  Library.**  4to,  pp.  68.  New  York : 
Harper  and  Brothers. 

33  The  Picture.  A Story.  By  Charles  Reads.  16mo, 
pp.  48.  New  York  : Harper  and  Brothers. 

94  Mr.  Nobody.  A Novel.  By  Mrs.  John  Kent  Spen- 
der. “Franklin  Sou  are  Library.”  4to,  pp.  80.  New 
York  : Harper  and  Brothers. 

37  The  Pirate  and  The  Three  Cutters.  By  Captain 
Marryat,  R.N.  “ Franklin  Square  Library.’*  4to,  pp. 
40.  New  York : Harper  and  Brothers. 

38  Bethesda.  By  Barbara  Elbon.  12mo,  pp.  812. 
New  York : Macmillan  and  Co. 

33  Her  Washington  Season.  By  Js annib  Gould  Lin- 
coln. 12mo,  pp.  207.  Boston : James  R.  Osgood  and 
Co. 

30  Jack  qf  All  Trades:  a Matter-of-fact  Romance. 
Being  a Narrative  of  the  Famous  Elephant  Djek  and 
her  Keeper.  By  Charles  Reade.  16mo,  pp.  40.  New 
York  : Harper  and  Brothers. 

31  The  Bowsham  Puzzle.  A Novel.  By  John  Hab- 
berton.  16mo,  pp.  222.  New  York : Funk  and  Wag- 
nails. 

33  Faith  Thurston's  Work.  By  the  author  of  “The 
Win  and  Wear  Series.**  12mo,  pp.  829.  New  York: 
Robert  Carter  and  Brothers. 

33  Dr.  Barringford's  School ; or.  The  Long  Holiday. 
By  Henry  Ogden.  16mo,  pp.  192.  New  York : G.  P. 
Putnam’s  Sons. 
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OUR  Record  is  closed  on  the  17th  of  April. 

— The  following  bills  were  passed  in  Con- 
gress : Post-office  Appropriation,  Honse,  March 
18;  Deficiency  Appropriation,  Senate,  March 
21;  joint  resolution  re-appropriating  for  the 
aid  of  sufferers  by  the  Mississippi  River  floods 
the  $125,000  not  expended  on  the  sufferers  by 
the  floods  of  the  Ohio,  both  Houses,  March  26; 
granting  lands  to  Indians  in  severalty,  Sen- 
ate, March  26;  offering  a reward  of  $25,000  for 
the  discovery  of  the  fate  of  the  Greely  expe- 
dition, Senate,  March  28;  Trade  Dollar  Bill, 
with  amendment  striking  out  the  deducting 
clause,  House,  April  1;  Naval  Appropriation, 
amended,  Senate,  April  14;  Blair  Education, 
appropriating  $77,000,000  to  be  distributed 
among  the  States  in  proportion  to  their  illit- 
eracy on  the  basis  of  the  census  of  1880,  the 
payments  of  the  money  to  extend  over  a series 
of  eight  years,  Senate,  April  7 ; Indian  Appro- 
priation, House,  April  4. 

President  Arthur,  March  26,  sent  a special 
message  to  Congress  “urging  the  appropriation 
of  money  to  reconstruct  the  navy. 

The  House,  March  20,  unseated  Mr.  Mayo, 
Re-adjuster,  of  Virginia,  and  gave  the  place  to 
Mr.  Garrison,  Democrat. 

Hon.  A.  A.  Sargent,  Minister  to  Germany, 
was  offered  a transfer  to  the  Russian  court, 
March  26,  which  he  declined. 

The  bill  to  extend  the  period  during  which 
whiskey  can  be  kept  in  bond  was  defeated  by 
the  House,  March  27,  by  a vote  of  83  to  185. 

The  House  voted,  April  15,  by  140  to  138,  to 
consider  the  Morrison  Tariff  Bill. 

The  United  States  debt  was  reduced 
$14,233,324  18  during  the  month  of  March. 

The  Now  Jersey  State  Assembly,  March  18, 
rejected  the  proposed  prohibition  amendment 
by  a vote  of  26  to  30,  and  on  March  31  voted 
down  the  Woman’s  Suffrage  Bill  by  24  to  27. 

The  Rhode  Island  Democrats,  March  19, 
nominated  George  H.  Corliss  for  Governor. 
He  decliued,  and  Thomas  W.  Segar  was  sub- 
stituted. The  Republicans  on  the  following 
day  renominated  the  present  officers,  including 
Governor  Bourne.  The  election,  April  2,  re- 
sulted in  a majority  of  6289  for  the  Republican 
ticket. 

The  Illinois  Republican  State  Convention 
met  at  Peoria,  April  16,  and  nominated  for 
Governor  Richard  J.  Oglesby  ; Lieutenant- 
Governor,  General  J.  C.  Smith ; Secretary  of 
State,  H.  D.  Dement ; Auditor,  Charles  P. 
Swigart;  Treasurer,  Jacob  Gross;  Attorney- 
General,  George  Hunt. 

A serious  riot  growing  out  of  the  dissatis- 
faction of  the  people  with  a verdict  in  a mur- 
der case  was  begun  in  Cincinnati  March  28, 
aud  lasted  three  days.  Pnblic  buildings  were 
burned,  and  much  property  was  destroyed  by 
the  mob.  The  entire  State  militia  was  called 


out,  and  in  the  conflicts  that  followed  45  of 
the  people  were  killed  and  138  wounded. 

The  British  Honse  of  Commons,  March  18, 
passed  the  Army  Estimates  Bill,  appropriating 
£4,230,000. 

The  British  forces  defeated  the  Arabs  and 
burned  Tamanieh  March  27.  On  the  same 
day  General  Graham  received  orders  to  return 
from  the  Soudan  immediately,  and  on  April  1 
he  sailed  with  his  troops  from  Suakin  for  Suer. 

The  Italian  ministry  resigned,  March  20,  be- 
cause of  the  smallness  of  the  majority  by  which 
Siguor  Coppino  was  elected  President  of  the 
Chamber  of  Deputies. 

An  unsuccessful  attempt  was  made,  April  13, 
to  assassi  nate  the  President  of  Guatemala.  He 
was  only  slightly  wounded. 

The  French  campaign  iu  Tonquin  was  ter- 
minated, April  13,  by  the  capture  of  Hong-Hoa. 

DISASTERS. 

March  29. — Six  men  killed  by  the  explosion 
of  a nitro-glycerine  factory  at  Thompson’s 
Point,  Pennsylvania. 

April  1. — Terrific  wind-storms  in  parts  of 
the  South  and  West.  The  town  of  Oakville, 
Indiana,  entirely  destroyed,  and  four  of  the 
inhabitants  killed  aud  fifty  wounded. 

April  3. — Steamer  Rebecca  Everingham  bnrned 
on  the  Chattahoochee  River,  Alabama,  and 
many  lives  lost. — Steamer  Daniel  Steinnann 
wrecked  off  Sambro  Island,  Nova  Scotia.  One 
hundred  aud  twenty  lives  lost. 

OBITUARY. 

March  17. — In  Loudon,  England,  R.  H.  Horne, 
aged  seventy-seveu  years. 

March  19. — In  New  York,  Madame  Anna 
Bishop,  aged  seventy  years. — In  Columbus, 
Mississippi,  Bishop  H.  H.  Kavanaugb,  of  the 
Methodist  Episcopal  Church  South,  aged 
eighty -two  years. — In  Philadelphia,  M^jor- 
General  Godfrey  Wei  tzel,  aged  forty-nine  years. 

March  21. — lu  Boston,  Massachusetts,  George 
Fuller,  aged  sixty-two  years. — At  Cambridge, 
Massachusetts,  Dr.  Ezra  Abbot,  aged  sixty-live 
years. 

March  23. — In  New  York,  John  Jay  Cisco, 
aged  seventy-eight  years. 

March  24. — In  Paris,  Francois  Auguste  Marie 
Miguet,  aged  eighty-eight  years. 

Maimch  27. — In  New  York,  Augustus  Schell, 
aged  seventy-two  years. 

March  28. — At  Cannes,  Prince  Leopold,  Duke 
of  Albany,  youngest  sou  of  Queen  Victoria, 
aged  thirty-one  years. 

March  31. — In  New  York,  Frederick  Leypoldt, 
in  his  forty-ninth  year. — Iu  London,  Nicholas 
Trttbner,  aged  sixty-seven  years. 

April  4. — In  Berlin,  Gustav  Richter,  aged 
sixty-one  years. 

April  11. — In  London,  Charles  Reade,  aged 
seventy  years. 
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THE  great  question  of  the  annual  migration* 
is  npon  ns.  The  cyclic  philosophers,  if 
there  are  any,  know  that  civilization  moves  in 
a circle,  and  that  the  freedom  of  emancipated 
culture  comes  round  to  the  freedom  of  bar- 
baric life.  Originally  nomadic,  we  rove  about 
until  circumstances  and  the  accumulation  of 
onr  possessions  compel  us  to  settle  down  and 
take  root  in  one  place.  Then  the  process  of 
evolution  goes  on  as  wealth  and  uneasiness 
and  dissatisfaction  (which  are  names  for  mod- 
em culture)  increase,  until  we  become  again  in 
our  desires  nomadic.  The  cyclic  philosopher,  if 
heexists,  says  that  the  instinct  for  a fixed  home 
is  a “ middle-class”  instinct.  The  tramps  like 
to  roam,  and  the  “higher  classes”  like  also 
to  roam,  and  to  have  many  places  of  temporary 
residence.  As  we  all  belong  to  the  higher 
class  in  this  country,  we  all  like  to  move  about, 
and  we  do  move  according  to  our  several  abil- 
ities. If  we  understand  the  process  of  evolu- 
tion on  this  continent,  it  was  from  the  nomads 
to  the  dwellers  in  communal  houses  and  vil- 
lages, like  the  Pueblos,  and  then  to  the  posses- 
sion of  separate  homes,  or,  os  the  Indian  phi- 
lanthropists say  now,  to  the  holding  of  lands 
in  severalty.  As  we  become  more  highly  de- 
veloped and  prosperous,  we  go  back  to  a sort 
of  communal  existence  in  gigantic  boarding- 
houses (especially  iu  summer)  ami  an  associa- 
tion of  flats,  and  those  who  can  do  so  take  a 
step  further,  and  roam  about  in  Europe,  Africa, 
and  Florida.  The  confessed  advantage  of  a 
board ing-ho use  and  fiat  is  that  you  can  leave 
it  at  any  time  and  start  on  your  wanderings 
with  no  more  preparation  than  an  Indian  needs 
in  striking  his  wigwam,  or  a Tartar  in  saddling 
bis  horse. 

Comparatively  few  os  yet  of  the  very  highly 
civilized  can  put  themselves  on  this  absolute- 
ly nomadic  basis ; bnt  once  a year  everybody 
must  join  in  this  movement  in  some  way.  This 
is  not  the  dictate  of  fashion,  bnt  the  demand 
of  health.  Our  puny  ancestors  used  to  stay 
at  home  the  year  round,  except  for  an  occa- 
sional family  visit,  or  a modest  week  or  two  at 
some  mineral  spring,  or  a sojourn  in  the  neigh- 
borhood of  an  oyster  bed.  But  nobody  can 
live  now  without  an  absolnte  change  of  air 
and  scene  at  least  twice  a year.  Even  in  New 
England,  where  there  is  a change  of  air  every 
twenty-four  hours,  and  if  one  will  only  stay 
still  be  will  get  in  the  course  of  the  year  as 
many  different  climates  as  any  human  system 
can  digest,  there  is  a semi-annual  frenzy  for 
going  away  from  home.  Those  who  have  plea- 
sant homes  get  weary  of  the  routine  of  com- 
fortable existence  and  the  accumulating  bur- 
den of  an  exhaustive  modem  housekeeping, 
and  long  for  the  meagre  accommodations  of  a 
gigantic  boarding-house  in  some  vast  wilder- 
ness, or  in  some  caravansary  by  the  sea.  It  is 
the  communal  instinct  breaking  out  again. 
There  are  those  who  say  that  this  is  owing  to 


the  malaria,  that  people  need  to  change  the 
kind  of  malaria,  the  city  sort  for  the  country 
sort,  the  sea-side  kind  for  the  mountain,  and  so 
on.  Bat  malaria,  which  is  now  nearly  co-ex- 
tensive,  and  getting  to  be  thought  synonymous, 
with  civilization,  is  not  the  moving  cause.  It 
is  the  nervous  system,  which  is  in  the  process 
of  evolution  round  to  the  old  condition  in 
which  a man  could  not  keep  still.  It  must 
be  that  health  demands  again  an  approach  to 
the  nomadic  state.  There  are  a hundred  dis- 
eases which  wealth  allows  us  to  cultivate,  be- 
sides malaria,  that  demand  a summer  and  win- 
ter change. 

As  to  where  we  shall  go,  the  Drawer  has  no 
advice  to  give.  It  may  say,  however,  thatdt 
would  bo  well  to  try  to  think  what  the  Eng- 
lish would  do  iu  onr  circumstances,  and  then 
do  it.  If  they  would  put  on  thick  shoes  and 
short  skirts  and  go  climbing  about  the  rocky 
coast  botanizing,  that  is  the  thing  to  do.  If 
they  would  “ ride  to  bounds”  over  farms  at 
some  fashionable  watering-place,  why,  that 
would  seem  to  be  proper.  If  they  would  break 
wholly  away  from  all  chance  of  a toilet,  and 
go  “shooting”  in  the  wilderness  or  the  Rockies, 
that  would  be  a noble  course.  If  it  is  “good 
form”  to  lead  a healthful  out-door  life,  in  Hea- 
ven’s name  let  us  do  it,  either  afoot  or  a-horse- 
back,  in  a canoe  or  on  a bicycle. 


It  is  not  often  that  an  American  is  inten- 
tionally mde  to  a foreigner,  or  that  that  for- 
eigner, especially  when  he  happens  to  be  one 
of  onr  British  cousins,  is  successful  iu  return- 
ing an  unanswerable  and  unruffled  reply. 
These  two  things  happened  concurrently  at  a 
club  in  this  city  at  the  recent  celebration  of 
Evacuation-day,  in  commemoration  of  the  final 
exodus  of  the  British  garrison  a century  before. 
A young  Englishman  happens  to  be  seated  at 
breakfast  as  the  procession  pesses  by,  and  to 
him  enters  a convivial  young  American,  who, 
in  a somewhat  husky  voice,  remarks,  “I  shay, 
do  you  know  whash  thish  day  we  are  sliele- 
brating,  eh  f” 

“ Yes,”  said  the  Briton,  calmly,  as  he  scanned 
his  interlocutor  through  what  a novelist  would 
call  his  unmoved  eyeglass ; “ this  was  the  day 
when  the — ah — the  gentlemen  left  New  York.” 

The  most  patriotic  by-standers  “ could  not 
forbear  to  cheer.”  

A good  story,  and  one  as  yet  unpublished, 
was  told  abont  Henry  Irving,  the  actor,  at  a 
recent  dinner  of  Harvard  alumni  at  Buffalo. 
When  the  English  actor  visited  Boston,  Presi- 
dent and  Mrs.  Eliot  were  among  the  spectators 
at  his  first  performance,  and  in  order  to  do  due 
honor  to  the  stranger  he  was  invited  out  to 
Harvard,  shown  all  the  college  lions,  and  final- 
ly entertained  at  a luncheon  to  which  a select 
party  of  distinguished  dons  were  hidden. 

“By-the-way,  Mr.  Irving,”  said  the  Presi- 


Digitized  by 


Gck  igle 


Original  fix m ^ 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


160 


HARPER’S  NEW  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE. 


dent,  with  a praiseworthy  desire  to  open  the 
conversation  upon  a subject  of  general  inter- 
est, 44  are  you  a university  man  ?” 

44  No,  sir,”  was  the  actor’s  answer ; then,  as 
if  he  felt  that  the  reply  might  be  taken  as  in 
some  way  implying  disrespect  for  the  college, 
and  colleges  in  general,  he  added,  44  but  my 
business  manager  here  is.” 


Here  is  something  pleasant  and  useful  for 
the  doctors : 

THE  FABLE  OF  THE  LEARNED  PHYSICIAN. 

There  once  lived  in  a small  village  a certain 
physician  who  had  acquired  a reputation  for 
great  learning  and  skill.  His  practice  had 
been  at  first  confined  to  the  inhabitants  of  the 
village  and  the  surrounding  districts;  but  ru- 
mors of  his  peculiar  method  of  treatment,  and 
of  some  remarkable  cures  that  it  had  effected, 
having  spread  abroad,  patients  began  to  come 
to  him  from  points  more  and  more  distant. 

This  physician  employed  but  three  drugs — 
camomile,  sweet-oil,  and  camphor.  These,  he 
maintained,  singly,  or  combined  in  different 
proportions,  contained  all  the  medicinal  vir- 
tues, and  perhaps  a few  more  besides.  The 
extent  of  his  practice,  indeed,  may  have  been 
due  more  to  tho  novelty  of  his  treatment  than 
to  the  number  of  his  cures.  For  I have  no- 
ticed that  people  are  commonly  eager  to  be- 
lieve that  the  untried  will  accomplish  that  in 
which  the  tried  has  failed,  and  that  the  greater 
the  seeming  improbability  is  of  a new  method 
meeting  with  favorable  results,  the  greater  is 
the  confidence  of  men  in  the  superior  wisdom 
of  its  author.  However  that  may  be,  whether 
by  good  luck  or  by  sterling  merit,  the  fame  of 
this  physician  grew  rapidly,  as  also  did  his 
bank  account  and  his  hair.  During  his  life- 
time he  refused  to  reveal  to  any  one  the  secret 
of  his  success,  and  how  he  adapted  to  the  pecul- 
iar natures  of  the  thousand  and  one  diseases 
that  beset  mankind  the  few  drugs  he  em- 
ployed, but  after  his  death  the  following  ex- 
planation was  found  among  his  papers: 

44 I make  this  confession  that  learned  men 
may  not  uselessly  consume  their  time  in  seek- 
ing to  discover  what  they  imagine  to  be  the 
hidden  properties  of  camomile,  sweet-oil,  and 
camphor.  These  drngs  have,  as  far  as  I am 
aware,  no  virtues  other  than  those  already 
known  to  science.  Why,  then,  I confined  my- 
self to  them  in  my  practice  I will  briefly  ex- 
plain. 

44  I started  in  my  profession  with  no  profound 
knowledge  of  medicine,  and  feeling  my  inabil- 
ity to  sncceed  in  a large  town,  I settled  in  the 

small  village  of  F . My  practice  here  was 

at  first  very  small ; but  in  the  few  and  ordi- 
nary cases  which  came  under  my  treatment  I 
prescribed  much  the  same  as  I suppose  a more 
competent  physician  would  have  done  in  my 
place.  But  one  day  the  village  apothecary 
came  to  me  and  said : 4 Doctor,  your  patients 
bring  me  prescriptions  which  I can  not  fill  from 


my  stock.  Now  you  can  make  it  profitable  to 
me,  and  I can,  I think,  make  it  of  advantage  to 
•you,  if  you  will  not  prescribe  beyond  my  limits.’ 
4 Of  what,  then,’  I asked, 4 does  your  stock  con- 
sist ?’  He  replied,  4 Of  camomile,  sweet-oil, 
and  camphor.’  As  my  means  were  at  that  time 
narrow,  and  as  I was  modestly  aware  of  the 
danger  which  my  patients  must  incur  from  my 
insufficient  knowledge  of  medicine,  thinking 
that  I might  at  once  benefit  myself  and  my  fel- 
low-men, I acceded  to  the  apothecary’s  pro- 
posal. I have  never  had  reason  to  regret  my 
action,  for  at  the  moment  I write  I enjoy  prob- 
ably the  greatest  reputation  of  any  living  phy- 
sician.” 

This  fable  teaches  us  how  to  make  a virtue 
of  necessity.  E.  L.  Thayer. 

These  two  stories  are  said  to  be  going  the 
rounds  in  Vermont : 

In  the  days  of  stage-coaches,  when  the  now 
thriving  town  of  St.  Johnsbury  was  coming 
into  promiueuee,  awakening  the  jealousy  of 
rival  towns,  the  stage -driver  between  St. 
Johnsbury  and  Newport  was  interviewed  at 
the  latter  place  one  evening. 

44  (jetting  smart  up  Johnsbury,  ain’t  they!” 

44  Smart’s  no  name  for  it,”  was  the  reply. 
44  They’ve  built  a new  hotel  up  there,  and  use 
the  old  one  for  a pantry;  and  they’ve  got  a 
bell  in  one  of  the  churches  so  large  that  it 
takes  four  hundred  people  to  hear  it;  two 
hundred  oanH  begin  to  hear  it.” 

The  other  is  that  Wendell  Phillips  was 
waiting  for  the  train  at  Essex  Junction,  where 
passengers  exercised  at  times  great  patience. 
He  saw  a grave-yard  away  from  the  village, 
near  the  depot,  and  very  full.  He  inquired 
the  reason,  aud  a Green  Mountaineer  calmly 
informed  him  that  it  was  used  to  burg  passengers 
in  who  died  waiting  for  the  train . 


Some  years  ago  a stone-mason  employed  ex- 
Judge  Lee,  of  the  Supreme  Bench  of  Virginia, 
to  write  him  a deed,  and  was  very  greatly  sur- 
prised when  he  learned  that  the  price  was  five 
dollars.  44  What,  Judge !”  he  exclaimed, 44  you 
surely  don’t  mean  to  charge  me  five  dollars  for 
that  little  bit  of  scribbling,  do  you  f” 

44  But,  Jim,”  replied  the  Judge,  44  you  don’t 
appear  to  understand.  Remember  I am  not 
charging  you  for  the  writing  merely — not  for 
the  mechanical  execution — but  for  the  art  of 
knowing  how  to  do  it,  you  see.” 

This  explanation  was  satisfactory  to  Jim, 
and  the  price  was  no  longer  disputed. 

Some  time  after  this  the  Judge  bad  occasion 
to  have  a couple  of  grates  set  in  his  residence, 
and  Jim  was  the  man  selected  to  do  the  work. 
When  he  had  finished,  tho  Judge  inquired  the 
price,  and  was  very  promptly  informed  that  it 
was  five  dollars.  44 Five  dollars?  My  good- 
ness ! Why,  Jim,  certaiuly  not  five  dollars  for 
only  a few  hours’  work  ? Why,  that’s  enough 
to—” 
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“But  look  here,  Judge,”  interrupted  Jim — 
u look  here,  now.  Remember,  I am  not  char- 
ging you  for  the  work  merely — not  for  the  me- 
chanical execution — but  for  the  art  of  know- 
ing how  to  do  it,  you  see.” 

The  joke  was  too  highly  appreciated  by  the 
Jndge  to  admit  of  the  price  being  further  dis- 
puted, and  he  handed  Jim  five  dollars  cheer- 
fully.   

Some  time  ago,  on  a very  cold  and  stormy 
day,  an  auction  sale  was  held  at  the  New  York 
Custom-house.  Among  the  articles  sold  were 
a lot  of  old  doors,  bought  by  a gentleman  from 

Staten  Island.  Mr.  B , the  auctioneer, 

rather  surprised  at  the  purchase,  remarked : 

“T , what  are  you  going  to  do  with  those 

doors!” 

The  quick  response  was : “ Why,  Mr.  B , 

you  wouldn’t  have  a mau  out  of  doors  such 
weather  as  this !”  

ONE  AGAINST  FIVE. 

AM  IRXBQU  AM*B  ADVXNTDTt*  IM  POBTUGAL. 

The  sun  was  sinking  over  the  pretty  little 
town  of  Se tubal,  in  the  west  of  Portugal,  and 
its  last  rays  lighted  up  a very  stirring  and 
picturesque  scene.  Along  the  banks  of  the 
stream  that  ran  through  the  great  plain  be- 
yond the  town  there  seemed  to  be  a monster 
picnic  going  on,  and,  stranger  still,  a picnic 
made  up  entirely  of  soldiers.  Camp  fires  were 
sending  up  their  thin  blue  smoke  into  the 
bright  evening  sky.  Muskets  were  “ stacked” 
on  every  side  like  sheaves  of  corn,  and  men  in 
gay  uniforms  were  bustling  to  and  fro,  carry- 
ing bread  and  ration  beef,  hunting  for  fuel,  or 
fetching  water  from  the  river. 

But  the  strangest  thing  of  all  was  that  the 
men  on  one  side  of  the  stream  were  all  dressed 
in  red,  and  those  on  the  other  side  in  blue.  In 
fact,  the  French  and  English  soldiers  who  had 
been  fighting  before  Setubal  were  making 
friends  during  a short  truce,  and  having  their 
supper  together.  The  French  tried  to  talk 
English,  the  English  and  Irish  to  talk  French, 
and  many  a shout  of  good-humored  laughter 
arose  over  each  other’s  mistakes. 

A tall,  sinewy,  bright-eyed  “ Tipperary  boy” 
— one  of  the  famous  Irish  Brigade  which  ac- 
quired such  a terrible  renown  in  this  very 
war— was  dipping  his  hot  face  in  the  stream, 
when  a voice  from  the  opposite  bank  sbonted : 

“ Hoi ! Monsieur  Patreek,  you  come  here ; I 
give  you  some  suppare.” 

“Who’s  that,  annyway,  Pat!”  asked  Pat- 
rick’s rear-rank  man,  Denis  Moriarty. 

M * Who’s  that,’  is  it!  Sure  he’s  a broth  of  a 
boy  intirely,  whoever  he  is.  ’Twas  he  that  gev 
me  this  little  remimbrance  y isterday”  (pointing 
to  a fearful  gash  in  his  cheek)  ; “ and,  by  the 
same  token,  I wrote  my  name  on  that  arrum  he’s 
got  tied  up  there.  Come  an,  and  I’ll  inthrojuce 
yez  to  him.” 

A very  merry  party  the  three  made.  The 
French  trooper  wound  np  the  supper  with  a 


French  song,  and  Paddy  gave  him  one  in  Irish, 
and  they  parted  the  best  of  friends ; but  Pat 
whispered  in  Moriarty’s  ear:  “It’s  an  illigant 
supper  we’ve  bad,  Dinny ; but  thim  same  chaps 
will  be  afther  givin’  us  a hot  breakfast  in  the 
momin’.” 

(TCallaghan’s  propbocy  proved  true  enough. 
At  daybreak  the  English  outposts  were  driven 
in  by  a large  body  of  French  skirmishers,  and 
the  battle  soon  became  general  along  the  whole 
line.  The  Twenty-eighth  were  in  the  thickest 
of  the  fight,  as  usual,  and  twice  repulsed  the 
attack  of  a French  grenadier  regiment.  As 
the  enemy  fell  back  the  second  time,  the  hot 
Irish  blood  could  stand  it  no  longer,  and  out 
rushed  the  Twenty-eighth  men  in  pursuit,  al- 
though their  officers,  seeing  the  danger,  called 
loudly  to  them  to  halt. 

But  it  is  no  easy  matter  to  stop  an  Irishman 
when  in  chase  of  an  enemy,  and  the  “ boys  of 
the  ould  brigade”  followed  the  pursuit  so  far 
that  they  got  scattered,  and  fell  into  disorder. 
At  that  moment  the  French  dragoons  came 
down  upon  them  like  a whirlwind,  and  Paddy 
O’Callaghan,  after  fighting  like  a hero,  and 
knocking  down  men  right  and  left,  as  if  he 
had  been  at  Donnybrook  Fair,  found  himself 
separated  from  his  comrades,  and  right  in 
among  the  enemy. 

Just  then  a riderless  horse  came  flying  past, 
and  Pat,  making  a sudden  spring,  clutched  the 
reins,  and  was  just  going  to  scramble  on  its 
back,  when  he  heard  his  name  called,  and  look- 
ing down,  saw  at  his  feet  the  burly  form  of 
Denis  Moriarty. 

“Are  ye  hurt,  Dinny!”  asked  O’Callaglian, 
tenderly. 

“ They’ve  brnk  my  arrum,  the  vagabones !” 
growled  Moriarty,  in  a voice  boarse  with  pain. 
“ It’s  little  use  I’ll  be  now,  at  all,  at  all !” 

“ But  can  ye  sit  a horse,  me  boy!  It’s  wid 
yer  legs  ye  do  that , shure — not  wid  yer  arruras.” 

“Is  it  ‘sit  a horse’  ye  mane!”  rejoined  Mori- 
arty, disdainfully.  “ Faith,  thin,  jist  git  me 
wanst  on  the  haste’s  back,  and  av  he’s  as  wild 
as  Barney  O’Toole’s  pig,  I’ll  stick  on  him.” 

Without  another  word,  Pat  lifted  his  wound- 
ed comrade  into  the  saddle,  and  away  went  the 
horse  and  Denis,  who,  os  he  had  said,  stack  to 
his  seat  as  if  he  had  been  glued. 

But  Paddy’s  gonerous  self-devotion  seemed 
likely  to  cost  him  dear,  for  at  that  instant  five 
of  the  French  dragoons,  catching  sight  of  his 
red  jacket,  came  charging  down  upon  him  all 
at  once. 

“Five  to  wan,  is  it!”  muttered  Paddy.  “Ocli, 
it’s  sartain  the  thieves  have  larned  their  arith- 
metic, and  know  that  wan  Irish  boy  is  as  good 
as  five  Frinclimin  anny  day.  But  ye  don’t  git 
me  so  aisy,  ye  frog-aitin’  spalpeens.” 

With  one  bound  he  was  behind  the  trank  of 
a huge  cork-tree  that  stood  near,  from  which 
ready-made  intrenchment  the  barrel  of  his 
musket  poked  itself  out  so  threateningly  that 
the  Frenchmen  pulled  up  rather  hastily. 

“What’s  the  matter  wid  yez!”  shouted 
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O’Callaghan.  “Come  an,  thin,  like  dacent 
boy 8.  Don’t  ye  see  me  here  waitin’  to  spake 
wid  yez?” 

One  of  the  dragoons  fired  his  pistol,  but  the 
shot  only  drew  a taunting  laugh  from  our 
hero,  while  the  threatening  muzzle  fronted 
them  at  every  turn,  face  which  way  they  would. 
Evidently  Paddy  was  master  of  the  situation, 
and  the  mischievous  twinkle  of  his  blue  eyes 
showed  how  thoroughly  he  enjoyed  it. 

But  now  the  dragoons,  enraged  at  being 
held  at  bay  so  long  by  one  man,  divided  their 
forces,  two  wheeliug  toward  one  side  of  the 
tree  and  two  toward  the  other,  while  the  fifth 
came  straight  forward.  Matters  Beemed  like- 
ly to  go  hard  with  poor  Pat,  when  suddenly 
the  air  was  rent  with  the  war-cry  of  the  Irish 
Brigade,  “ Faugh-a-ballagli!”  (Clear  the  way), 
and  on  came  the  Twenty-eighth  once  more, 
their  long  line  of  bayonets  glittering  through 
the  smoke  like  sunbeams  breaking  a mist. 

At  sight  of  the  coming  help  Paddy’s  bold 
blood  was  up  at  once.  Out  he  darted  upon 
his  assailants  with  a flourish  of  his  musket 
and  a real  Irish  “ liurroo,”  which  was  sufficient 
to  frighten  the  whole  cavalry  of  the  Imperial 
Guard. 

It  did  scare  the  horso  of  the  nearest  French 
dragoon,  which  reared  and  fell  heavily,  rider 
aud  all.  Before  the  Frenchman  could  rise 
again  O’Callaghan’s  foot  was  on  his  breast,  aud 
held  him  there  “like  a dog  houldin’  a pig  by 
the  ear,”  as  Paddy  afterward  said,  till  the  men 
of  the  Twenty-eighth  came  up  and  helped  him 
to  secure  his  prisoner. 

“ Well  done,  my  fine  fellow,”  said  the  old 
colonel  of  the  Twenty-eighth,  when  he  heard 
the  story  of  Pat’s  exploit.  “ Hero’s  a guinea 
for  you,  and  well  you’ve  earned  it.  But  why 
didn’t  you  give  those  rascals  one  shot  at  the 
last,  when  you  had  the  chance?” 

“ Sure  for  the  best  of  all  raisons,  yer  honor,” 
answered  Pat,  with  a grin ; “ there  was  nothing 
in  the  guny  at  all , at  all.” 

And  ever  after  that  day,  when  any  man 
made  a great  show  of  learning  upon  a subject 
about  which  he  really  knew  nothing  at  all,  the 
officers  of  the  Twenty-eighth  used  to  say  that 
he  was  like  Pat  O’Callaghan’s  musket. 

The  Rev.  Mr.  B , pastor  of  a church  in 

, Connecticut,  told  a correspondent  this 

story : 

One  of  the  wealthy  fanners  of  his  parish 
had  died,  leaving  behind  him  an  afflicted 
widow,  as  ho  supposed.  Circumstances  pre- 
vented him  from  seeing  her  till  some  weeks 
had  passed,  which  seeming  neglect  troubled 
him  exceedingly.  At  length  he  called,  shrink- 
ing from  meeting  the  poor  disconsolate  woman. 

“ Madam,”  he  said,  “ I regret  exceedingly 
that  I have  not  been  able  to  come  to  you  be- 
fore in  your  great  sorrow,  but  you  have  had  ray 
warmest  sympathy.  I trust  that  your  great 
loss  will  be  more  than  made  up  to  you  by — ” 

But  before  he  had  time  to  say  more  she  broke 


in  with  this  exclamation:  “Oh,  Mr.  B— , 
that  would  be  too  much  to  expect.  I’ve  got 
to  bear  it  as  well  as  I can,  but  I think  I’ve 
found  a pretty  good  match  already.  He  isu’t 
quite  as  big  as  the  other,  but  maybe  he’ll  do 
as  much  work.” 

Mr.  B stood  aghast.  Another  husband 

already ! But  she  went  on : “ The  other  used 
to  have  balky  turns,  and  wouldn’t  pull  wellnp- 
hill.  I hope  this  oue  will  be  better  in  that 
respect.” 

“Ob,  shocking!  shocking!”  thought  Mr. 
B . “What  a monster!”  But  she  con- 

tinued : “ This  one  has  a much  handsomer  coat, 
and  some  other  points  superior  to  the  other.” 

Mr.  B felt  that  he  must  fly  from  the 

house,  when  she  added,  “ I guess  I shall  have 
a very  fair  yoke  of  oxen  again.” 

What,  then,  hod  she  been  talking  about? 
Why,  since  her  husband’s  death  she  had  lost 
one  of  her  oxen,  which  loss  had  so  effectually 
obliterated  the  other  from  her  mind  and  heart 
that  her  husband  had  passed  from  the  sceue 
entirely,  and  the  ox  had  taken  his  place,  and 
this  in  a few  short  weeks. 

Our  poor  parson  wasted  no  more  sympathy 
here,  but  took  his  leave,  disgusted  with  the 
world  in  general,  and  with  widows  in  particu- 
lar. 


PER  ASPERA  AD  ASTRA. 

A canvas-back  duck,  rarely  roasted,  between  us ; 

A bottle  of  Cliambertln,  worthy  of  praise— 

Less  noble  a wine  at  our  age  would  bemean  us; 

A salad  of  celery,  en  mayonnaise  ; 

With  the  oysters  we’ve  taken,  fresh,  cool,  and  de- 
licious— 

Naught  left  of  them  now  but  a dream  and  the 
shells; 

No  better  souper  e’en  Lucullus  could  wish  us. 

Why,  even  the  waiters  must  Bee  we  are  “swells !” 

Your  dress  was  a wonder ; your  jewels  shone  finely ; 

Your  friends  in  the  circle  all  envied  your  box 
You  tell  me  that  Nilsson  sang  quite  too  divinely. 

I know  I shall  make  on  that  last  deal  in  stocks. 
Without  waits  our  footman  to  call  us  our  carriage— 
How  slow  he  must  think  us,  out  there  In  the  cold I 
We  rode  in  a hack  on  the  day  of  our  marriage. 
Number  two-thirty-six  I was  rolling  in  gold, 

For  I’d  full  fifty  dollars ; and  don’t  you  remember 
How  we  drove  down  to  Taylor’s?— a long-cherished 
dream. 

How  proudly  I ordered— just  think,  in  December- 
Some  cakes,  and  two  plates  of  vanilla  ice-cream ! 
And  how  we  enjoyed  it  1 Your  look  was  the  proudest 
Amid  the  proud  beauties ; your  face  the  most  fair. 
I’m  rather  afraid,  too,  your  laugh  was  the  loudest : 
I know  we  shocked  every  one ; we  didn’t  care. 

Now  we’d  care  a great  deal:  with  two  boys  to 
college. 

And  daughters,  both  out,  whose  sneer  makes  you 
wince. 

We  have  tasted  the  fruit  of  society  knowledge, 
And  really  have  not  enjoyed  anything  since. 
Quite  finished  ? Now  don't  wipe  your  lips  with  the 
doyley ! 

I’m  sure  they’re  not  careful  at  all  with  the  wine— 
It  hadn’t  been  wanned ; and  the  salad  was  oily. 

I don’t  think  the  duck  was  remarkably  fine. 

Gf.orge  A Baker 
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AT  this  moment  all  eyes  are  turned 
eastward,  and  Egypt  has  become  an 
object  of  actual  and  almost  hourly  inter- 
est. The  papers  bring  us  daily  all  the 
news  that  can  be  collected  on  the  exciting 
development  of  events  in  that  hitherto 
calm  and  dreamy  land.  It  is  not  my  in- 
tention to  swell  the  volume  of  informa- 
tion which  we  already  possess  by  any 
opinions  or  political  prophecies  of  my 
own.  I only  wish  to  sketch  for  such  of 
my  readers  as  feel  more  than  a passing 
interest  in  the  land  of  Egypt  some  facts, 
traditions,  and  customs  which  may  serve 
as  background  to  the  picture  which  the 
present  unrolls  before  us.  Owing  to  my 
lengthened  stay  on  the  shores  of  the  Nile 
I have  had  ample  opportunity  of  making 
observations  and  studies  bearing  upon 
the  development  of  the  Egyptian  people. 
When  I was  a boy,  and  studying  Greek, 
one  of  the  first  sentences  I committed  to 
memory  was:  “Egypt  is  the  gift  of  the 
Nile,"  an  opinion  expressed  by  the  father 
of  history — Herodotus.  Its  meaning  was 
at  that  time  in  no  wise  clear  to  me,  and  I 
had  no  reason  then  to  suppose  that  fate 
would  put  me  in  the  way  of  testing  its 
truth. 

Many  a time  during  the  years  that  I 
spent  in  Cairo  have  I stood  on  the  im- 
mense Nile  bridge,  leading  from  the  Ori- 
ental capital  to  the  villages  on  the  west- 
ern shore  of  the  river  and  toward  the 
Pyramids,  and  have  brooded  over  the 
mysteries  of  this  wonderful  and  fasci- 
nating stream. 

In  winter  and  spring,  when  the  waters 
sink  deeper  and  deeper  in  their  bed,  and 
here  and  there  a sand  island  appeal's,  the 
river  resembles  a weary  wanderer  who  is 
straining  every  nerve  to  reach  the  longed- 
for  goal.  In  summer,  when  the  tropical 
sun  sears  and  scorches  all  exposed  to  its 
rays,  it  is  quite  the  contrary;  then  is  the 


time  when  Father  Nile,  in  proud  con- 
sciousness of  his  power  and  strength, 
tosses  his  brown  and  turbid  waves,  and 
hurries  on,  fierce  and  grumbling,  under 
the  arches  of  that  imposing  bridge,  threat- 
ening to  overthrow  it,  and  all  else,  in  his 
rapid  onward  course.  There  are  other 
bridges  spanning  arms  of  the  Nile  further 
on,  but  this  is  the  only  yoke  to  which  he 
deigns  to  bend  his  broad  back  while  yet 
an  undivided  current  sweeping  onward 
to  the  sea. 

It  is  through  the  Nile,  as  through  an 
artery,  that  the  body  of  Egypt  draws  life 
and  nourishment;  where  its  pulsations 
cease,  death — the  desert — begins.  The  soil 
is  like  a sponge,  and  during  the  time  of 
the  inundation  absorbs  such  quantities  of 
moisture  that  they  suffice  for  the  vegeta- 
tion of  the  whole  land  until  a year  later, 
when  new  floods  appear,  awaking  life,  and 
calling  forth  an  expression  of  renewed  vi- 
tality in  plants  and  animals.  “First  a 
desert,  then  a sweet  water  lake,  then  a 
blooming  garden,”  are  the  words  in  which 
Amru,  the  Mohammedan  conqueror  of  the 
land,  characterizes  in  short  and  terse  ex- 
pression its  three  most  salient  phases. 

At  a time  when  geographical  know- 
ledge was  in  its  infancy,  Herodotus  ex- 
pressed an  opinion,  which  modern  science 
lias  confirmed,  viz.,  that  not  only  the 
Delta,  but  the  whole  lower  valley  of  the 
Nile,  had  originally  been  a gulf,  filled  out 
gradually  by  the  enormous  masses  of  mud 
carried  along  and  deposited  by  the  tempes- 
| tuous  river.  Nay,  more,  lie  even  prophe- 
sied that,  should  the  river  ever  change  its 
course,  and  choose  the  Red  Sea  as  point  of 
exit,  the  same  phenomenon  would  be  re- 
peated, and  in  twenty,  or  even  ten,  thou- 
sand years  a new  and  fruitful  continent 
would  be  formed  where  now  all  is  water. 

To  give  an  approximate  idea  of  the 
quantities  deposited  by  the  Nile  during 
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the  time  of  inundation,  I will  only  men- 
tion that  in  a glass  of  water  left  standing 
for  an  hour,  from  one  to  two  inches  of 
sediment  will  he  found. 

In  the  immediate  vicinity  of  Cairo  are 
the  ruins,  scattered  over  a large  space,  of 
the  City  of  the  Sun — the  44  On”  of  the  Bible 
(Genesis,  chap,  xli.,  vs.  45-80).  It  was  the 
centre  of  Egyptian  science,  and  has  a pe- 
culiar interest  for  us  in  that  Scripture 
tells  us  that  the  wife  of  Joseph  was  born 
here;  arid  here,  no  doubt,  MoseS,  as  the 
adopted  sou  of  an  Egyptian  princess,  be- 
came acquainted  with  the  wisdom  and 
learning  of  that  time.  One  would  hardly 
think  it  possible,  'em  visiting  the  spot,  that 
it  has  once  been  the  scene  of  so  much  in- 
tellect u 


derers  once  saw  united  here,  and  which 
nowr  an?  scattered  all  over  the  world,  this 
one  alone  is  left  in  solitary  grandeur, 
a fitting  tombstone  on  the  grave  of  the 
past.  This  obelisk,  at  whose  base  a Joseph 
and  a Moses  have  wandered,  stood  before 
the  great.  Temple  of  the  Sun.  But  time 
and  the  Nile  have  been  busy  bedding  it 
deeper  and  deeper,  and  full  two  meters  of 
earth  have  accumulated  at  its  foot  in  the 
more  than  2000  years  since  the  ruin  of  He- 
liopolis. 

One  of  the  peculiarities  of  the  rivers  of 
Africa— this  land  of  mystery,  typified  by 
the  Sphinx  guarding  its  gates— is  that  they 
take  the  longest  possible  way  to  reach  the 
sea.  And  the  Nile  is  no  exception  to  this 
rule.  Its  chief  sources,  situated  the  one 
in  the  mountains  of  Abyssinia*  the  other 
in  the  vast  lakes  of  Central  Africa,  are 
cornpaniti vely  near  the  eastern  shore  of 
the  continent ; andyet,  in  spite  of  this,  and 
of  the  fact  that  the  most  southern  of  its 
sources  takes  its  start  south  of  the  equator, 
the  huge  body  of  water  turns  northward, 
a?\d  after  making  a great  circuit  only 
reaches  the  sea  at  a latitude  of  thirty-two 
degree  north.  The  distance  traversed 
by  the  Nile  on  its  hover  course,  where  on 
both  sides  there  is  desert,  and  no  tribu- 
tary'whatever,  is  one  of  about  800  geo- 
graphical miles. 

The  Nile  and  its  inundations  could  not 


al  life  and  architectural  splendor, 
for  naught  remains  of  the  far-famed 
Egyptian  university  to  speak  of  its  past 
glory  but  heaps  of  debris,  interspersed 
with  orange  groves  surrounded  by  enor- 
mous hedges  of  cactus.  The  Nile,  during 
the  inundation,  presses  forward  without 
let  or  hindemnee,  and  covers  with  its  flood 
the  place  where  schools,  temples,  and  pal 
aces  Once  stood.  There  is  but  one  grand 
and  characteristic  memento  of  the  past 
left  standing — a huge  obelisk,  the  oldest 
in  all  Egypt — a monolith  of  over  one  hun- 
dred feet  in  height,  erected  by  the  King 
LTserte«e u I.  in  the  year  2803  B.tv  Of  all 
the  family  of  obelisks  which  Greek  wan- 
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be  otherwise  than  a great  mystery  to  the 
primitive  inhabitants  of  Egypt,  who  were 
only  acquainted  with  its  lower  range,  and 
knew  nothing  of  its  sources  or  tributaries. 
Even  at  the  time  of  the  Romans,  *4  caput 
Nile  qiuerere*1  (seeking  the  source  of  the 
Nile)  was  a common  flying,  its  meaning 
being;  to  try  to  discover  something  which 
was  al»ove  and  beyond  the  pale  of  human 
knowledge  or  discovery. 

Notwithstanding  this,  there  was  in  an- 
cient times  no  lack  of  meu  who  tried  to 
ttaive  the  problem,  and  Herodotus  gives 
as,  with  more  detail  than  any  other  an- 
cient writer,  the  different  opiuions  on  the 
subject  which  were  then  current.  He 
stamps  as  merest  legend  the  conviction 
entertained  by  some  that  the  Nile  was 
derived  from  the  oceans  surrounding  the 
earth.  Another  version  was  that  the 
cold  northern  winds,  which  in  summer 
sweep  uninterruptedly  over  the  land, 
checked  the  flow  of  the  river,  aud  thus 
caused  it  to  rise  and  overflow;  but  this  he 
also  stamps  as  untenable.  On  the  other 
hand,  he  as  positively  rejects  the  theory 
held  and  defended  by  some  few  sa- 
vants of  the  ancient  time,  especially 
Anaxagoras,  and  which  we  now  know  to 
be  the  true  one,  viz.,  that  the  melting  of 
immense  masses  of  snow  accumulated  on 
the  mountains  in  Central  Africa  caused 
the  Nile  to  rise.  It  is,  above  all,  the  Blue 
Nile  which,  during  the  rains  in  Abyssinia, 
and  the  time  of  thawing  snow,  contributes 
$u  largely  to  swelling  the  tide.  Herodo- 
tus who  opposes  this  theory,  says  in  rela- 
tion to  it:  *k  How  is  it  possible  that  snow 
in  such  quantities  should  exist  in  a region 
where  the  inhabitants  are  burned  brown 
by  the  sun  ; and  where  the  winds  are 
scorching  hot  V'  He  had  heard  from 
Egyptian  priests  that  the.  origin  of  the 
Nile  was  to  be  found  in  the  deep  ravines 
or  chasms  called  Crophi  ami  Mophi; 
but  the  rise  ami  fall  of  its  waters  he  ex- 
plained as  follows:  “In  winter,  the  sun 
on  leaving  us  takes  its  course  over  the 
earth  in  more  southerly  direction.  In 
cghsequence  of  this  those  regions  become 
so  intensely  hot  that  the  waters  of  the 
Nile— only  just  appearing  on  the  surface 
of  die  earth — at  once  evaporate.  When 
the  sun  returns  to  us  in  summer,  and 
pours  its  burning  rays  over  our  land, 
those  distant  countries  in  Libya  are  com- 
paratively cool,  and  the  waters  of  the 
Nile  can.  quite  unchecked,  well  up,  accu- 
mulate, and  flow'  down  to  us.n  Thus  far 


the  speculation  of  the  learned.  Strongly 
contrasting  with  this  is  the  popular  tradi- 
tion concerning  the  Nile,  which,  in  conse- 
quence of  its  vast  influence  for  good  and 
evil,  for  plenty  or  for  famine,  attributed  to 
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it  divine  power,  and  gave  it  a prominent 
place  in  the  religious  ideas  and  observances 
of  that  day — a tradition  whose  unimpaired 
transmission  is  mainly  owing  to  the  ex- 
treme tenacity  with  which  the  Oriental 
dings  to  all  superstitions  connected  with 
hia  land  and  people. 

The  mythology  of  the  ancient  Egyp- 
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closely  that  the  Nile,  which  in  some  parts 
of  Egypt  has  a breadth  of  six  thousand 
feet,  in  this  place  is  crowded  into  a space 
of  barely  three  hundred  feet.  At  this  spot 
were  the  quarries  which  furnished  the 
building  materials  for  the  majestic  tem- 
ples, and  here,  too,  the  adoration  of  the 
“god  of  the  Nile”  was  peculiarly  fervent. 

On  the  western  rocky  projection  is  a 
very  curious  rock  temple,  and  quite  near 
by,  in  the  quarries,  are  two  stone  slabs 
(stela)  containing  the  commandment  is- 
sued by  King  Raineses  II,,  and  renewed 
by  his  son  Mcrneptah,  and  Raineses  III,, 
to  solemn ize  on  this  spot  two  feasts  in  hon- 
or of  the  Nile.  These  inscriptions  con- 
tain accounts  of  these  festivals,  and  also  a 
hymn,  which  was,  no  doubt,  sung  on  these 
occasions  in  adoration  of  the  god  Ilarpi. 
The  moment  selected  for  these  festivities 
was.  00  the  one  band,  that  at  which  the 
Nile  in  Egypt  began  to  rise;  on  the  other 
hand,  when  “the  book  of  the  Nile  was  laid 
aside,”  that  is.  when  the  feasts  which  an- 
nually accompanied  the  inundation  came 
to  a close. 

I have  repeatedly  conjured  up  before 
my  mind's  eye  the  picture  of  that  time, 
when  cm  the  heights  of  Stlsileh  the  priests 
of  the  Nile-god,  wrapped  in  gorgeous  rah 


ment,  with  hands  upraised,  chanted  the 
solemn  anthem,  while  at  their  feet,  in  the 
deep  ravine,  the  Nile  rushed  tempestu- 
ously on  toward  the  thirsting  Egyptian 
plains. 

One  of  the  grandest  and  most  wonder- 
ful pages  of  Christian  history  is  that  which 
relates  the  triumphant  march  of  the  Cross 
through  Egypt  during  the  first  centuries 
of  our  chronology. 

The  subject  so  often  and  justly  selected 
by  the  Church  for  artistic  representation, 
the  infant  Jesus  forced  to  fly  from  his  na- 
tive land  and  his  persecutors,  and  seeking 
shelter  in  Egypt,  offers  a parallel  to  the 
picture  which  history  gives  us  of  the  infant 
Church,  born  into  life  in  Bethlehem  and 
on  Golgotha,  flying  from  the  heights  of 
Juctea  and  from  the  persecutions  of  the 
“chosen  people”  into  the  wastes  and  des- 
erts of  Egypt.  The  Egyptian  religion, 
which  had,  till  then,  invariably  conquered 
all  those  who  had  through  power  of  sword 
swept  over  the  land  and  possessed  it,  the 
Ethiopians,  the  nomad  tribes  of  the  East, 
the  Persians,  Greeks,  and  Romans,  and 
had  seen  them,  one  and  all,  worshipping 
in  its  temples— this  religion  was  forced  to 
bow  before  the  image  of  the  Crucified. 


THE  NILE 


edge  of  the  sword,  threw  down  the  empty 
forms  of  doctrine,  drove  the  no  longer 
united  brethren  into  open  discord,  and  in 
its  turn,  in  place  of  the  Cross,  erected  the 
Crescent. 

All  that  remains  of  this  early  Chris- 
tian Church  are  the  Copts  of  to-day. 
They  resemble  the  petrified  image  of  spir- 
itual strife  long  past.  Their  Christian 
life  now  consists  in,  and  is  expressed  by, 
a series  of  purely  external  and  superficial 


who,  denuded  of  all  outward  power  and 
glory,  came  into  their  midst.  The  ancient 
temples,  which  for  thousands  of  years  had 
been  the  nation's  sanctuaries,  were  for- 
saken ; on  their  ruins,  in  their  vast  courts 
and  galleries,  at  their  side,  Christian 
churches  sprang  up. 

And  yet  Egypt  more  than  any  other 
country  showed  great  readiness  in  taking 
into  its  young  Christian  life  alien  ele- 
ments, which,  growing  and  developing, 
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observances,  lacking  every  element  of 
warmth  and  vitality.  And  in  their  life, 
which  bears  but  too  plainly  the  stamp  of 
long  subjection,  slavery  of  spirit  has  grown 
habitual.  Their  services,  their  small, 
humble  cliurches  and  convents,  built  of 
clay,  were  to  me  al  ways  very  touching,  re- 
membering what  they  once  wore,  and  what 
they  had  had  to  suffer. 

It  is  curious  to  note  how,  in  spite  of 
such  mighty  spiritual  revolutions,  re- 
mains of  the  old  heathen  belief  are  to  this 
day  found  in  all  classes  of  the  Egyptian 
population.  One  finds  customs,  ideas, 
and  convictions  which,  notwithstanding 
Christian  and  Moslem  influence,  date  hack 
for  more  than  six  thousand  years.  Espe- 
cially the  Nile  is  at  this  present  day 
looked  upon  through  the  medium  of  an- 
cient national  traditions,  and  is  the  ob- 


could  not  fail  to  cause  the  early  decay  of 
Christian  it  v w ithin  its  gates.  Side  by  side 
with  the  adoration  of  the  one  true  God 
sprouts,  like  a luxuriant  weed,  the  adora- 
tion of  saints,  and  finds  ample  nourish- 
ment in  the  traditions  of  the  people.  In 
place  of  the  Serapis  priests,  who  tied  from 
the  world  and  its  temptations*  came  num- 
bers of  Christian  hermits,  soon  disciplined 
aud  united  into  orders,  to  inhabit  the 
Egyptian  deserts.  A new  race  of  priests* 
formed  and  regulated  with  great  accu- 
racy. in  accordance  with  the  model  of 
a long  venerated  hierarchy,  sprang  up 
among  those  who  still  called  themselves 
' brethren/'  Strife  of  doctrim?,  whose 
subtle  questions  all  too  soon  absorbed  the 
Christian  interest,  was  often  fought  out 
with  the  sword.  But  Divine  punishment 
Was  near  at  hand  . Islamism,  with  the 
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ject  of  a custom  which  beam  the  marked 
traces  of  heathen  ideas  and  practices. 

Such  of  the  “ fellahs/’  or  peasants,  as 
have  received  some  little  culture  know 
that  the  waters  of  the  Nile  come  from  the 
l*  land  of  dark  men”—  from  the  mount- 
ains of  Abyssinia.  In  the  year  1874,  at 
the  time  of  the  war  with  Abyssinia,  it 
happened  that  the  Nile  was  slow  to  rise, 
and  I have  often  heard,  here  and  there  in 
the  villages,  the  opinion  expressed  that 
“no  doubt  the  King  of  Dabeseh  was  re- 
venging himself  on  the  Egyptians  by  pre- 
venting the  waters  of  the  Nile  from  flow- 
ing down  to  them1*;  or  that  an  ancient 
threat  of  Ethiopian  kings,  *\  e.,  to  lead  off 
the  Nile  before  its  entrance  into  Egypt, 
through  a canal  into  the  Red  Sea,  was  be- 
ing carried  out. 

But  the  inhabitants  of  the  more  isolated 
inland  villages  have  not  even  such  lights 
as  these,  and  should  you  chance  to  come 
across  such  a fellah  crouching  at  the  door 
of  his  mud  hut,  holding*  his  kef  (siesta), 
and  quietly  content,  with  as  little  mental 
exertion  as  possible,  smoking  his  water- 
pipe,  and  should  you  ask  him  as  to  his  opin- 
ion of  the  Nile  and  its  origin,  you  would 
in  most  eases  find  that  instead  of  entering 
upon  geographical  questions  and  hypoth- 
eses, he  would,  with  a grateful  glance 


your  country  also  a Nile?’*  And  great 
would  be  his  astonishment  and  surprise  on 
hearing  that  our  vegetation,  our  crops,  and 
our  orchards  are  nourished  by  water  which 
falls  from  the  clouds.  To  him  who  hard- 
ly ever  sees  rain,  and  then  only  in  a rare 
and  passing  shower,  this  seems  a very 
precarious  form  of  agriculture. 

Nothing  is  more  natural  than  that,  the 
Egyptian  peasant,  who  has  never  been  be- 
yond his  own  village,  and  whose  concep- 
t ions  of  the  vrorld,  of  men.  and  things  are 
of  the  most  limited,  should,  considering 
that  the  Nile  gives  him  all  lie  has  and  all 
he  needs,  look  upon  it  as  a direct  gift  of 
God. 

Whether  it  be  that  his  land  is  so  favor- 
ably situated  tlmt  the  Nile  flows  over  it 
at  the  time  of  inundation,  or  that  the 
water  reaches  it  through  artificial 


irriga- 
tion by  means  of  a water-wheel  worked 
by  the  camel  or  the  oxen  of  the  peasant, 
or  if  lie  1>e  very  poor,  owning  neither 
camel  nor  oxen,  and  obliged  to  puli  lip 
the  water  in  shallow  buckets  made  of 
reeds,  and  with  his  own  hand  distribute 
it  over  his . fields,  this  much  is  certain, 
that  only  in  so  far  as  the  Nile  has  blessed 
his  land  will  his  corn  or  his  cotton  grow', 
and  the  harvest  will  be  in  exact  propor- 
tion to  the  amount  of  moisture  which  the 

{and  lias  received. 

And  moi‘e  than  this,  the  Nile  gives  him 
so  much  besides.  His  but  is  built  of 
Nile  rmul.  and  thatched  with  reeds  that 
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grow  in  the  canals;  out  of  Nile  clay  is  the 
beloved  pipe,  and  also  the  water  jar  out 
of  which  he  drinks  (and  he  drinks  in- 
calculable quantities  of  water) ; and  even 
for  the  “ tarabooka,”  the  peculiar  kind  of 
kettle-drum  with  which  he  accompanies 
all  his  monotonous  songs  and  religious 
observances,  does  the  Nile  give  him  the 
clay.  I have  just  said  that  the  fellah  is 
a great  water-drinker,  and  I may  add  so 
are  all  foreigners  in  Egypt,  for  nowhere 
else  that  I know  of  is  the  water  so  clear 
and  delicious.  This  is,  no  doubt,  owing  to 
the  constant  flowing  over  a bed  of  finest 
sand  and  loam.  Filtered  or  cooled  in  a 
large  urn  of  clay,  it  becomes  perfectly 
cold,  and  is  very  refreshing. 

I can  well  understand  that  the  Bedouin 
of  the  desert,  who  for  many  months  in 
the  year  has  only  briny  springs  where- 
with to  slake  his  thirst,  and  springs,  too, 
that  give  but  little,  knows  no  greater  lux- 
ury than  to  give  his  fleet  camel  the  rein, 
and,  having  reached  the  green  and  fertile 
shores  of  the  Nile,  to  deeply  drink  of  its 
pure  and  limpid  waters. 

When  the  canals  which  furrow  the 
land  in  every  direction,  and  when  the 
pools  which  the  flood  leaves  behind  it  in 
every  hollow  and  fall  of  ground,  are  dried 
up,  when  the  cisterns  grow  empty  and  the 
women  have  far  to  go  to  fetch  the  wa- 
ter needed  for  their  household,  and  are 
seen  in  picturesque  groups  carrying  the 
large  earthen  jars  on  head  or  shoulders 
back  to  their  humble  huts,  then  is  the 
time  when  men  and  animals  thirst  and 
yearn  for  the  days  when  the  glad  tidings 
“ the  Nile  is  rising”  shall  meet  the  ear. 

The  night  of  the  17th  of  June  {i.  e.,  the 
4th  of  the  Copt  or  Christian  - Egyptian 
month  “ Bauneli”)  is  to  this  day  known  in 
popular  parlance  as  “ Leilet-en  -Mekta” 
(t.  e.,  the  night  of  the  drop).  It  is  a time- 
honored  creed,  upheld  even  now,  that  dur- 
ing this  night  a wonderful,  mysterious 
drop  from  heaven  falls  into  the  Nile.  The 
ancient  Egyptians  believed  that  it  was  a 
tear  which  Isis  wept,  and  the  astrologers 
of  the  present  time  even  pretend  to  cal- 
culate with  great  nicety  the  exact  mo- 
ment at  which  this  drop  is  said  to  fall. 
Then,  far  away  in  the  distance  where  the 
drop  fell,  the  Nile  begins  to  surge  and 
swell,  ever  nearer  and  nearer,  and  soon 
the  shores  are  too  narrow  to  hold  it. 

Many  of  the  inhabitants  of  Cairo  and 
other  towns  on  the  river  spend  this  night 
on  the  Nile  shores  or  in  adjacent  houses 


or  villas  of  their  friends.  The  women 
make  little  rolls  of  dough,  one  for  each 
member  of  the  household,  and  place  them 
on  the  “ terrace,”  or  flat  roof,  of  the  house. 
When  the  sun  rises  they  go  to  inspect 
these  rolls.  Such  as  have  burst  open 
portend  long  life,  health,  and  happiness  to 
those  whose  names  they  bear;  and  such  as 
show  but  small  or  no  signs  of  develop- 
ment signify  the  contrary. 

When  the  inundation  approaches  the 
capital — usually  at  the  end  of  June  or  the 
beginning  of  July — the  Nile  criers  (Muna- 
di-en-Nil)  begin  their  work.  These  criers 
are  men  whose  business  it  is  to  call  out,  or 
rather  to  recite,  before  the  houses  of  those 
who  wish  it,  how  much  the  Nile  has  risen 
during  the  last  twenty-four  hours.  The 
Oriental  does  everything,  no  matter  what 
it  is,  gravely,  slowly,  with  much  dignity 
and  verbosity,  and  is  never  chary  of  his 
time  or  breath.  Even  the  form  of  his 
greeting  in  the  street  is  a complicated 
ceremony  of  words  and  motions  which 
usually  takes  some  moments  to  perform. 
And  in  the  same  way  this  announcement 
of  the  river’s  rise,  which  seems  to  us  such 
a simple  matter,  is  a most  serious  affair. 

The  day  before  the  crier  begins  his  task 
he  goes  through  the  streets  accompanied  by 
a boy,  whose  part  it  is  to  act  as  chorus,  and 
to  sing  the  responses  at  the  proper  mo- 
ment. The  crier  sings: 

“God  has  looked  graciously  upon  the  fields.” 

Response:  “Oh!  day  of  glad  tidings.” 

“To-morrow  begins  the  announcement.” 

Response:  “May  it  be  followed  by  success.” 

Before  the  crier  proceeds  to  give  the  in- 
formation so  much  desired,  he  intones  with 
the  boy  a lengthy,  alternating  chant,  in 
which  he  praises  God,  implores  blessings 
on  the  Prophet  and  all  believers,  and  on 
the  master  of  the  house  and  all  his  chil- 
dren. Not  until  all  this  has  been  careful- 
ly gone  through  does  he  proceed  to  say, 
the  Nile  is  risen  so  many  inches. 

This  ceremony  is  carried  on  until  the 
month  of  September,  when  the  river  has 
reached  its  culminating  point,  and  the 
crier,  as  bringer  of  such  good  news,  nev- 
er fails  to  claim  his  “ baksheesh,”  some- 
times humbly,  and  sometimes,  too,  very 
imperiously. 

The  reports  of  these  men,  who  in  all 
Egyptian  towns  are  the  ambulant  adver- 
tisers of  the  state  of  the  Nile,  are  not  al- 
ways reliable.  This  is  partly  owing  to  the 
fact  that,  with  true  Oriental  indifference, 
they  do  not  take  the  trouble  to  acquire 
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exact  information  at  the  only  reliable 
sources,  and  also  that  the  government  in- 
tentionally spreads  false  reports  in  regard 
to  the  advance  of  the  inundation.  As  the 
land  tax  can  not  be  levied  on  certain  large 
tracts  of  land  until  the  rise  of  the  Nile 
shall  have  reached  at  least  sixteen  Egyp- 
tian yards,  it  does  not  hesitate  (a  fact  that 
has  come  within  my  own  experience)  to 
spread  false  reports;  and  although  the  im- 
position is  patent  to  all,  no  one  dares  to 
raise  his  voice  in  remonstrance. 

But  my  readers  must  not  think  that  ex- 
act measurements  in  this  important  mat- 
ter do  not  exist,  or  are  not  to  be  had.  On 
the  contrary,  there  are  most  carefully  con- 
structed Nile  measurers  in  Cairo,  near  the 
First  Cataract,  and  at  Khartoom,  at  the 
junction  of  the  Blue  and  the  White  Nile. 
The  measurer  at  Qairo  is  a very  remarkable 
building,  erected  (as  we  know  with  certain- 
ty) by  the  Caliph  Motawakil  I.,  a.d.  861, 
in  place  of  a former  measurer  destroyed 
a.d.  716  by  the  river  floods.  A detail  of 
peculiar  interest,  as  far  as  the  architecture 
is  concerned,  is  that  here,  for  the  first  time, 
is  the  Gothic  arch  employed. 

This  Nile  measurer,  called  by  the  Arabs 
“ Mekjas,”  is  situated  on  the  isle  of  Rhodda, 
quite  near  Cairo.  It  consists  of  a very 
deep  and  carefully  constructed  well,  which 
is  connected  with  the  Nile  by  a subterra- 
nean canal,  in  consequence  of  which  the 
height  of  the  water  in  the  well  is  always 
in  exact  accordance  with  that  of  the  river. 
In  the  middle  of  this  well  we  see  an  octa- 
gon pillar,  on  which  a graduated  scale 
gives  us  exact  information  as  to  the  rise  of 
the  river.  Steps  lead  down  into  the  well, 
so  that  one  can  at  any  time  reach  the  wa- 
ter’s level  and  see  for  one’s  self.  The  height 
considered  necessary  for  a favorable  in- 
undation is,  in  Cairo,  eighteen  Egyptian 
yards,  or  nine  and  a half  meters,  over  and 
above  the  lowest  water-mark.  But  the 
moment  the  flood  rises  above  twenty-two 
yards,  it  becomes  dangerous  and  devasta- 
ting. 

I wish  that  my  readers  might  enjoy, 
what  I have  often  eujoyed,  the  glorious 
view,  which  at  the  time  of  the  inundation 
is  peculiarly  fascinating,  from  the  summit 
of  the  mountains  which  bound  the  valley 
of  the  Nile  on  the  eastern  side.  Let  me 
try  to  lead  you  there,  in  fancy  at  least.  It 
is  an  excursion  which  amply  repays  any 
one  who  undertakes  it. 

At  other  times  of  the  year  the  valley 
of  the  Nile,  seen  from  this  height,  resem- 


bles a green  and  blooming  garden.  Wav- 
ing corn  fields,  deeply  green  clover  mea- 
dows, high-grown  Indian  corn  and  beans, 
sugar-cane  and  cotton  plantations,  cover 
every  inch  of  cultivated  ground,  inter- 
spersed with  groups  of  palm-trees  and 
groves  of  acacias,  in  the  midst  of  which 
the  villages  nestle.  Far  away  to  west- 
ward the  hills  of  the  Libyan  desert  frame 
the  picture,  and  the  Pyramids  of  Ghizeh 
stand  out  in  bold  profile  against  the  sky. 
If  so  be  that  the  sun  is  setting  behind  them 
at  the  time  that  your  eye  is  resting  on  this 
picture,  you  will  enjoy  a symphony  of  col- 
or such  as  once  seen  is  never  forgotten. 
The  blue-green  tints  of  the  valley  meet  and 
blend  with  the  warm  browns  and  ochres 
of  the  desert,  and  through  almost  purple 
tints  these  again  are  united  with  and  at- 
tuned to  the  deep  blue  of  the  sky. 

The  grand  simplicity  of  subject,  com- 
bined with  the — I might  say  classic — har- 
mony of  lines  and  the  marvellous  blend- 
ing of  colors,  which  go  to  make  up  the 
Egyptian  landscape,  can  not  but  fascinate 
every  artist ; and  all  who  have  once  seen 
and  studied  it  are  drawn  irresistibly  again 
and  again  to  the  deeper  study  of  these 
problems  of  art.  At  the  moment  that  I 
have  selected  for  introducing  this  picture 
to  my  readers,  the  waters  of  the  Nile, 
which  at  other  times,  hemmed  in  by  the 
high  shores,  only  resemble  a silver  ribbon 
winding  in  aud  out  among  the  green 
fields,  and  glancing  here  and  there  as  the 
sunlight  falls  upon  it — these  waters  cover 
all,  and  the  vast  plain  resembles  an  exten- 
sive lake.  The  villages,  built  on  more  ele- 
vated ground,  and  protected  by  high  dikes, 
peep  out  of  the  vast  expanse  of  water  like 
islands  in  the  sea.  The  palms,  whose 
bluish-green  feathery  crowns  are  already 
burdened  with  heavy  tassels  of  dates,  red 
or  brown  or  yellow,  are  more  than  half- 
way up  their  graceful  stems  in  water. 
Numberless  boats  and  small  craft,  with 
their  picturesque  lateen-sails,  looking  like 
sea-gulls  on  the  wing,  skim  the  water, 
speeding  before  the  north  wind,  which  at 
this  season  blows  steadily  and  strongly, 
and  sends  them  southward  heavily  laden 
with  produce  of  the  north,  whence  they 
return  with  cargoes  of  ivory,  ostrich  fea- 
thers, gum-arabic,  and,  alas!  only  too 
often,  with  slaves. 

This  is  the  time  at  which,  in  Cairo,  a 
most  curious  and  interesting  fete  is  cele- 
brated, one  which  has  its  origin  in  a hea- 
then custom,  namely,  the  so-called  “ break- 
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in*  through  of  t Ik-.-  K'ih\  ‘ <u;Ht  takes  piaeo  i xic  p'rcat  e/mit'ort  with  ship  like  eompacC 
rh»«ii  t.i\el\i-.ir!  has  r^ioliod  ^'-•ortaiu  liei^hk  rwv;>  omJ.  vcijtml  fftr  spatr-are  se*n  on 
A ca-Tt^i  trav'-^r^. Cairo  h*om-  e&s.fc  to  . the  Nile  appr*  whifijg*  the  ^pnt  a In-re  the 
l*es.L  Tins  C&hal \m  ?)v»?ed,  w)u\i;i;  tWe  rtvhal  nnd  river  meet,  ami  there  d£op  their 


KiJe  try  a fioijcl  and 

f*  4W?it/  ' ftome  uf  dn^e  dajtfi 

Imm>viU)S  !iA.‘ 

reHiafrt*  thus  closed  until  f h6  " 

Wafer  nkiek  •’■;  the  private  properly  * >f 

nts  of  Cairo. 

ibail  have  m>vhed  a desired  j 

>'Pm,  The  >vho.  >vi| !»  vhCr  famrHos  *pt\h 

d iiu<  i.i,.fi)< 

ttijpfyre rtf  Miia  dike,  which  a<ifi 

iits  the  wit*  ; on  hoard:  others  are  ehuru^'r 

d for  sW  vr>!-'  ‘ '. 
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One  large  boat  among  the  many  catches 
the  eye  in  particular;  it  is  that  called 
“ Akabeh,”  by  the  Arabs — painted  in  all 
the  colors  of  the  rainbow,  its  masts  and 
rigging  decked  with  countless  lamps  and 
flags.  This  boat  leaves  the  harbor  of  Boo- 
lak,  near  Cairo,  in  the  afternoon  (and  by 
paying  a small  sum  one  can  obtain  a pas- 
sage), and  sails  on  till  it  reaches  the  isle 
of  Rhodda,  quite  near  to  which  is  the  spot 
at  which  the  festivities  of  that  night  are 
to  take  place.  Here  it  is  made  fast  by 
heavy  cables,  and  prepares  to  remain  till 
the  morrow. 

On  the  deck  is  an  awning  under  which 
the  passengers  can  wile  away,  with  friend- 
ly cigarette  and  cooling  sherbet,  the  inter- 
vening hours.  In  the  imagination  of  the 
Egyptians  of  to-day,  this  boat  represents 
the  splendid  vessel  on  which,  in  ancient 
times,  the  “ Brideof  the  Nile”  (“  Aruseh”), 
a maiden,  beautiful  and  of  noble  birth, 
was  brought  annually  as  a sacrifice  to  the 
god,  and  who,  clothed  in  bridal  array,  was 
doomed  to  a watery  grave. 

The  Arabs  believe  that  Amru,  the  con- 
queror of  Egypt,  found  this  sacrifice  still 
existing,  and  that  only  through  Islamism 
has  it  been  abolished.  They  say  that  dur- 
ing the  year  in  which  for  the  first  time  the 
sacrifice  was  wanting  the  Nile  did  not 
rise.  On  seeing  this,  Amru  had,  by  the 
advice  of  the  Caliph  Omar,  cast  a letter 
into  the  river — a letter  with  the  follow- 
ing words:  4 ‘From  Omar,  the  servant  of 
the  Lord  and  sovereign  of  the  faithful, 
to  the  Nile  of  Egypt.  If  thou  flowest  of 
thyself,  then  cease  to  flow;  but  if  it  be 
God  the  Almighty  who  causes  thee  to 
flow,  then  we  implore  God  the  Almighty 
to  let  thee  flow.”  And  lo!  in  that  same 
night  the  Nile  rose  sixteen  yards. 

We  are  more  than  justified  in  suppos- 
ing that  this  is  merely  a pious  legend — 
one  in  which  the  popular  fondness  for 
the  wonderful  and  the  tradition  of  a sac- 
rifice to  the  Nile  have  united  in  glorify- 
ing Islam.  We  have,  moreover,  very 
reliable  sources  of  historic  information, 
through  which  we  know  that  even  in  the 
heathen  times  in  Egypt,  when  the  Greeks 
first  came  into  the  land,  the  Egyptians  no 
longer  allowed  human  sacrifices.  We 
know  from  a well -authenticated  Greek 
author  that  the  last  sacrifice  took  place  at 
Heliopolis,  quite  near  Cairo,  under  King 
Amasis,  and  that  the  custom  was  abol- 
ished by  him,  and  in  its  place  a wax  fig- 
ure was  annually  offered  to  the  Nile. 


An  Arab  scribe  states  that  in  Christian 
times,  instead  of  the  yearly  sacrifice  of  a 
maiden,  it  consisted  in  the  finger  of  a 
mummy  laid  in  a casket,  and  thus  con- 
fided to  the  deep;  but  one  finds  it  hard  to 
credit  such  a tale,  as  it  seems  almost  im- 
possible to  suppose  that  at  the  time  when 
Christianity  took  root  in  Egypt  it  should 
have  allowed  human  sacrifice,  even  in  such 
harmless  form,  to  exist. 

Credulous  tourists  are  apt  to  be  told  by 
their  guides  and  dragomans  that  even  to 
this  day  the  fiction  is  upheld,  and  a 
“grandly  attired  doll  is  brought  to  the 
altar  of  sacrifice  by  the  ‘Akabeh,’  and 
there,  under  various  ceremonies,  given  to 
the  river” ; but  such  is  not  the  case.  What, 
however,  does  take  place — and  no  doubt  it 
points  back  to  very  ancient  times,  when 
the  Egyptian  people  felt  under  obligation 
to  give  the  Nile  its  best,  its  blooming, 
graceful  womanhood — is  as  follows : Some 
few  yards  behind  the  dike  already  de- 
scribed in  the  canal  through  which  the 
water  reaches  Cairo,  the  Arabs  mould  a 
kind  of  figure  (somewhat  resembling  the 
“snow-man”  of  our  school -boy  days),  and 
plant  com  or  clover  on  the  top ; this  is  a 
practical  and  prosaic,  even  if  very  gro- 
tesque, rendering  of  the  old  fable,  and  the 
Nile,  on  bursting  the  dike,  has  but  few 
strides  to  make  before  it  encircles  this  fig- 
ure (which  the  Arabs  call  “el  Aruseh,” 
the  bride  of  the  Nile),  and  sweeps  it 
away. 

All  Orientals,  and  the  Egyptian  is  no 
exception  to  the  rule,  like  to  have  their 
merry-makings  at  night.  And  they  are 
right.  The  intense  heat  of  the  day  is 
over;  the  sun,  with  its  rays  and  its  glare, 
no  longer  wearies  eyes  and  nerves;  the 
glorious  star-lit  sky — such  a sky  as  only 
the  far  East  can  show— spreads  its  canopy 
over  all ; a soft,  balmy  breeze  comes  gen- 
tly through  the  valley,  and  blows  up- 
stream, bringing  the  cool  but  never  cold 
atmosphere  of  the  Mediterranean,  whose 
moisture  and  briny  odors  have  been  modi- 
fied by  the  long  journey  it  had  to  make 
before  reaching  the  inland  capital.  This 
is  the  time,  above  all  others,  at  which  the 
river  and  its  shores  become  the  scene  of 
animated  life.  At  regular  intervals  the 
cannon  boom,  for  without  smell  of  pow- 
der, much  shouting  and  screaming,  and 
oft-repeated  fire-works  the  proper  holiday 
mood  is  wanting.  Legions  of  small  boats, 
like  midges  glancing  over  the  water,  move 
about  in  all  directions  as  connecting  links 
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gitis  ar<-  m full  pm'fowmnrh..  AJom:  the  secretary  kikes  n place  at  his  ■side,  and  is- 
$}**»**?  luuidreds  of  tents  >t»v.  erected,  light*  prepared  to  take  notes  on  tins  most  impor- 
edl  according  to  then*  rank  apd  degree  in  Umt  u^t,  testify iiitr  tlnit  the  Kile  Isas  r>  h 
sim  social  scale,  either  by  most  primitive  ed  the  necessary  height;  far  hurling  the 
hub*  oil  iamps,  or,: pro^ressiri^  upwat^,  dike,  ami  for  the  hmd-Uix  oav .nil  the  thi* 
tO‘  luxurious  colored  lanterns,  Indies  lab  to  begin  its  work.  This  docurmot  **• 
booths  i^fre^bnients  of  all  kinds,  but  most-  settt  U*  CdnstanUiiopU*, the  rntfaiypt  the 
IV  coffee  and  sherbet,  ane  U>  be  had ; uml  titties  are  at  an  end,  *;  • ,':  * yr/V 

ben?  fiiw  finds  the  sedate  and  well  to  do  A boat  with  a sharply  built  bow  ap* 
the  .youthful,.  Uiouuh  •!  pn ;hud • sdeem  -^Uttight:  al . tlitf  d they 
ind^potid^ttt  turnkey  driver  side-  by  side,  j thin?  hH'akiti#  thremgh  the  Ihin  waif  «f 
^tiiOki»i^ ' •/'the;  eiittriiamynept  conslsU  in  .earth,,  and  adnuftiptr  the  flqorh  which 
listening  ti>  ballad  singers,  comic  &ctoh>t  tumbling  and  jfanudng.  rushes  through 
ftf  yws  and  roinane^H;,.  'the  wij%r  from  iniowlo 

and  aU  those'  artists  nuoiO’jv  to  collect  an  to  minute,  and  soon  the  rapid  rkm  of  the 
ample  public, annintf  them',  and  one  which' ; goiter  hos  s\yvp<  :<uay  nwi,  «m-  Mm  ohsta* 
•i*vVrV  sunple  in  tastes  and  -most  yr;Uef;ti  : ri.ey  S-bted  in  a ioile  boat.  whirh  d:nir.;N 
and  ap)mrtf.i^t  »c,c-  for*  wlndew is off • j:  tojeid"fche  i^bheOvef* 

yijl  ui  ,fy|]  this,  cmistantv  tmdte$&  *5nn^rt%f ciV;.  r;;  •- • f: ' Uiest?/*x4i t • rt  1 - 

uy  arid  ^(Kodijtir.;  % iiia^r  of  human  fornisy  victorious,  as.  lloa(iuy  onward  wi.tli  the 
ever  ndUnft /3*t#  itnrniluiy:  and  my  J c(ha«eHt.  hp  fe  e&frfyd  buck  io  fW  cji^r 

f»utd«rn  will  he  able.  Ui  form  some  idea  of  Many  black,  a ml  brown  Mj>u 

What  am  ib^  rfemenhj  that  to  rdnipose  j 1 v divest.  i. I le  dnscd  res  « >f  Uu*:ir , Hi  he^, sean-,v 
-very  Arab  festivity,  and  so  also  this  ty  . wajdfrokfe,  and  jump'  mb*  the  WH»er( 
*•  feast  «>f  tin1  Nile  A swimming  when!  and  wan  buig  for  jhe 

Shortly  after  mhlmght  the  Arabs  .jvtten  Ahib  Khediw  *1$hU 
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*>fr^  of  mind 

and  a*  great-  wWfg<rf  h&ud  wkfclv  once  dis- 
tinguished this  epaehm  hktorvy 
Aiiy  owe  who  -IVv-ittd/SiV 
Aliiliaintriedari^,  and  has  low!  wvmbyb  Uv 
fttudy  Isknmsm  it>  ull  Ste 

_ - w v _ r vJS$p$  >vUit«?  ^5^0 

the  earl?  inornui^  the  last  batch  fit  ruck  purtanee,  entertain  atiV  doubf  of  itiv  dt3r 
et$  gu/l  0th^v;itre-w(irk^  re  set  *otft  salvor  ^roymg,  intlnenerv  on  all  culture  and 
of  cannon  and  m-u^r-emling  shouts  artd  progress.  . Wheromi:  ver  in  its  triumphal' 
hurrahs  publish  far  and  wide  the  good  march  if  c&mo  upon . aa  existing  and  well- 
news  • that- the.  Nile  has  risen  to  its  full  latsed  civilization,  it.  never  failed;  vam- 
hVdght.  • ' pirc-likc.  <6  nap  its  vitality  and  to  ah- 

3^y^^d*>rs>  I^^  Klodlyfolloweil  me  on  sorb  its  power,  j*r(d  kirrely/Aj^o^Ao  mi- 
afvi!t)«gi|>ary  .pilgrimage  .16' the.  ino^t  an-  nihil^Ut  H**-  oTtkt^tK'e  iu  %^p  end.  It  hm- 
vient  phaws  of  human  In  story,  as  well  as  in  im  ^\si.  bgen  able  to  further  or  develop 
to  the  wlfdHy  modern  .tisjn&s,  tracing  atny  good  <>r  beautiful  iristitUfciotok  Miind 
through  all  Hie*  Venera fion,  we  may  say  bjoommc  on  ii^  way.  Mure  than  one  of 
adoniti«>n,  ^hieti  one  of  the  most  remark-  ou ty if niid  1)^U; : " tra Vel ku-s.  and 
able  natioUK  of  /tip-.  wld,  in  the  past  us  in  iiiefi  ivho  hre  H^^er  disposed  to  aflv^u<*e 
the!  pl^aeiit,  .has  offemt  to  a stream.  Not  religious  points  of  view  in  pndVn  m - >>* 
only  tlie  Scholars  df  our  day^  hut • -eVery  others,  li,ayv  yet  cypi^sikl  the  c<mvjct|on 
eultiV  filed  jtersoil  fee)*  ah  hi  >^cV  • fc  Juki  - 

uucsiimis,  aod  it  is  particularly. ' .Egypt  until 'the- be  planted  where  the  Crcr 

•>y . ■’  ; 

ject  of  ^Udy  and  attoution,  It  » ChYiffjTia]hKVa!i  l»Mt 

einatim/  problem  t* * wis  » be  source  from  that  through  the  present  mighty  crak 
which  (be  river  of  It f#>  proceeds.  in  wlcacy  in  the  heart  of  jUlmn  iuml  espetiailv  iu 
■waters  our  IhusU  |$r  know  ledge  is  siaked.  E^ypl.* -■•.-»  fuith  whose  political  dot eloj)- 
Our  civil izatioh  iftsjfy  on  the  shnuldfhg  with  its  a 

of  the  daasiv  tmiidnk  but  these  m -ib^ir’ji  diKV  rwy  which,. .(Jits  • Egypt  that 

form  haw  taken  their  first  iessmjs  of  is  now  >*> deeply  falbui  may  *\uuV  and 
philosophy,  liter,>iuiv  uui  art  from  the  mice  u hrmvr  >uu:  *imw  stand”  m the 

OrfeTJt^l^,  and.  tMq^wUy  Trow  tfxe  -of  a micwvd  Gdiri^tiun  uiuj^r 

More  and  more  do  >>tn*  studies  lend  fo  the  Neh*  fitay  brewm  tin*  thorouybbm;  on 
^how  that  i h k?HH tii& ctajf  of  .v-u 1 tbry  , fearirtg  <m waird  the- 

xv'birlL  b i < w ir i> i ^ i i t ip  trl ar^w i ^ - Tbrduy  , gtatl  iill  .vtl\&  Imre 

tii^rs?  q w 6n i - V* / ;f ^uii'd  of  ' futtcti.  mat  umigdigW  into 

ibi^  former  groudeut : uorl.irm  but  coins-  tbv  i.fHmwt  cresses  of  i.bc  * Dark 
saV  ruins,  f'iiit)  wastes  croeroil  %v M 3 1 f*a<r-  hvnt.” 


lmml/ul  of  com  into  die  river.  Former- 
ly gold,  then  of  silver,  amt 

nowy  ftltts!  are  only  given  in  »:up|5er.  fluid- 
ly have  ihc  coirib*  flashed  \n  the  snidigUt. 
Avbejv  th^  swinjmers  dive  after  ihc;n  with 
gr^i  hdmidtess.  and  happy  the  man  who 
Ttftimig  ^vith  booty.  By  ihe  rusy  U^lit  of 
inorning  the  last  batch  rOf  rock 
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THE  SILENT-  SCHOOLS 
KENDALL  GREEN. 


fmrhiuil v,  if  briefly, -the  bteory  of 

m institution  which,  aesthetically  con- 
sidered. is  the  highest  expression  of  a 
noble  philanthropic  impulse,  yet  young 
Among  us,  and  which  is,  practically  viewed, 
trie  means  of  restoring  to  society  many  val- 
uable members. 

In  the  year  1855  there  appeared  in  Wash- 
ington a rnan  professing  great  zeal  in  char- 
itable work,  who  announced  his  purpose 
to  open  a school  for  the  deaf-mute  and 
blind  children  of  the  District.  Being,  like 
most  reformers,  as  poor  in  purse  as  he  was 
rich  in  promise,  he  interested  several  in- 
thn-ntial  patrons,  hired  a house  in  the 
then  solitary  north  west  section  of  the  city, 
and  gathered  there  all  the  afflicted  chil- 
dren lie  could  find,  principally  from  among 
the  p<x>r  classes,  lie  pursued  his  way  un- 
disturbed for  some  time,  but  gradually 
horrible  stories  grew  current  about  cruel- 
ties suffered  by  those  poor  little  waifs,  and 
the  rumor  reaching  Amos  Kendall,  who 
had  been  deeply  interested  in  the  scheme 
from  the  first,  he  went  to  work  to  investi- 
gate it.  His  method  was  very  simple— 
there  was  no  red-tape  entanglement  about 
it:  be  just  took  a friend  'with  him.  went 
to  the  house,  and  finding  the  door  locked, 
broke  it  oj>en  and  walked  in.  Sterner 
men  than  thofce  two  kindly  visitors  would 
have  been  moved  at  the  sight  before  them. 
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Tint  national  dkaf-motk  coi.!.r.ciis. 

No  need  to  repeat  the  details.  Suffice  it  to 
say  that  the  villain  who  had  pretended  to 
protect  these  unfortunate  children  had 
taken  advantage  of  their  sightless  eyes 
and  dumb  lips  to  subject  them  to  every 
device  of  inhumanity.  Mr.  Kendalls 
remedy  was  as  practical  as  his  inquiry 
had  teen  prompt:  he  took  the  children  to 
his  own  home,  restored  the  majority  to 
their  parents,  and  placed  the  five  left  on 
his  hands  in  a little  frame  house  on  a two- 
acre  lot.  \vhich  formed  a part  ofhk  estate, 
situated  just  northeast  of  the  city  limits. 
To  assist  him  in  the  work  he  now  contem- 
plated, the  school  havirigteen  incorporated 
by  Congress  under  the  name  of  the  Colum- 
bia institution  for  the  Deaf  and  Dumb  and 
the  Blind,  he  sent  for  Edward  M.  Gal- 
huulet.  of  Hartford,  Connecticut  a son  of 
the  first  American  teacher  of  mutes,  and 
put  him  in  charge.  This  was  in  the  sum- 
mer of  1857.  and  for  seven  years  the  work 
of  the  young  institution  wavS  limited  to  the 
instruction  of  children  iu  primary  courses. 
In  1804,  under  the  authority  of  Congress, 
given  in  a special  act,  the  course  of  study 
was  extended  so  as  to  include  collegiate 
branches,  and  with  the  active  support  of 
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propriated  by  Con gross,  wem  relatively 
of  much  greater  importance,  because 
they  c;*me  m A the  dhypf  senadl  ' 

Resides  iat)$ 

nf  ground  with  the  iii^tUuikm 

began,  Mr,  Kemlall  ga ve  -n.  Hittetuniinl 
btigk  3&ii&Uig, •. ereciUftl .entirely" M \m 
mt  n expense  in  l^SS/tug^Uier1  with  *sfeh. 
donation^  at  different  times  as  special 
needs  arose,  m&Ymg  in  ail  a total  in 
vi»Um  of fifteen After 
Mr  iteadalta death.! which  occn^tl iw 

lSfkh  Cxmgrras appmpr ratc^l  eighty  thou 
sand  dollars  fpyibe  pur eitise: <>f  eighty 
acres  of  gi^uiul.  on  which  Mr  Kendalls 
liomp^/id  been  for  many  yours,  aiul  to 
hud  girexi  the  name  %um  ai£ 
taebiMg  to  'Ifc#  tun  pie  and  beautiful 

'fho  :m ll%e,  which  has  prayed  hvte 
nmfena]  hi  U*>  work  a§:^ll  au4  it:j;  hatae.-’ 
hixs  sent  out  two  biiTnlred  %p&  sixty 
young  htenr  ns  follows' 

New  England,  4i  \ Middie  Slater,  65; 

t.  Thirty 

y> fjA troai er^,  in  dr^f  ni  Mt^  hi^o 
.HiUonS;  lor  winch  work  their  college 
;Thdddei|«  Std^hna; separate department  training  specially  fits  threat;  live  are  eo><- 
was  ostubii^hwl,  W hi  nil  0s  called  the "Sa-  ! tireied.  a?  editors,  publishers,  ami  eontrib 
tional  Pcnf -n^ute  tAijlege.  About;  thu  same  ; utors,  with  IheraXure;  six  are  in  the -et til 
tube  .1  be  Miwi,  who  had  .hitli^rtxt.ro.rmt*d- • seircteei  one,  who  w&»  for  et0ii, 
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verbs  as  these  poor  fellows  did.  Every 
face  was  alert,  every  eye  was  listening \ 
every  right  hand  ready  to  speak  at  a 
glance  from  the  tutor. 

In  the  infancy  of  the  college,  scholar- 
ships were  endowed  by  Amos  Kendall, 
(George  W.  Riggs,  B.  B.  French,  Charles 
Knapp,  W.  W,  Corcoran,  and  Jay  Cooke 
and  Co.,  of  Washington,  EtLsou  Fessenden 
and  Thomas  Smith,  of  Hartford,  Will- 
iam Sprague*  of  Providence,  and  George 


highly  important  and  interesting  division. 
The  instruction  given  at  this  stage  is  the 
very  foundation,  the  pith,  the  key,  to  all 
future  progress.  None  but  the  most  ex- 
perienced teachers  are  assigned  to  these 
classes,  and,  indeed,  some  principals  de- 
clare the  primary  desk  to  be  the  post  of 
honor  in  deaf-mute  institutions. 

Of  every  mortal  breast,  thought  is  lord. 
He  is  born  with  the  body,  and  io!  speech, 
his  messenger,  and  hearing,  his  hand  maid  - 


THE  GYMNASIUM. 


en,  arise  to  do  his  will.  Sight  and  touch 
ara  more  humble  vassals.  Served  by 
each  in  turn,  he  emerges  from  the  nar- 
row confines  of  his  individual  realm  to 
take  his  place  among  his  kindred,  a link 
in  the  shining  chain  of  human  sympathy 
with  which  God  binds  the  world.  Not 
so  with  the  untaught  dumb,  for  though 
thought  lives  in  them,  it  is  as  a prisoner. 
While  they  vainly  beat  against  the  cage, 
without  and  beyond  in  the  clear  daylight 
the  unceasing  procession  of  humanity  pars- 
es, and  if  in  their 


Merriam,  of  Springfield,  Massachusetts. 
These  endowments  were  only  tetn|)orary, 
and  the  subsequent  liberality  of  Congress 
filled  the  place  of  private  generosity.  The 
college  library  has  recently  been  enriched 
by  a very  valuable  collection  made  by  Dr. 
Charles  Baker,  a distinguished  English 
deaf-mute  teacher.  Benue  of  the  books 
dale  back  to  1400,  and  it  is  one  of  the 
largest  ami  best  libraries,  relating  to  the 
education  of  the  deaf,  to  lie  found  in  the 
world. 

The  primary  school  at  Kendall  Green 
It  as  an  average  attendance  of  fifty  schoh 
ars.  Sometimes  men  and  women  of  full 
maturity  appear  in  these  classes,  but  they 
usually  are  formed  of  children  ranging 
from  eighteen  to  eight  years  of  age,  there 
l>eing  no  advantage  gained  by  sending 
them  very  young.  Although  necessarily 
subordinate  to  the  college,  the  school  is  a 


cak,  imperfect  way 
they  recognize  among  the  busy  multitude, 
there  a passion  that  reflects  their  own, 
here  an  emotion  they  might  share,  it  is 
but  a bint  of  the  divine  lesson  of  life.  Be- 
side inch  they  possess  nothing,  know  no- 
thirig,  hope  nothing. 

Therefore  the  first  thing  to  teach  a deaf- 
mute  child  is  that  there  is  community  of 
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I mm&m:  • 


they  low#  both  Jy'  oused  tip  to 

tlhfc  tirmb  the  *igu  fo r pvn.  TlitA  is  nut 
f 1^.:  W«fk  ixf  quo  lesson*  or  wf  one  day— 
far  from  it  ; wu  shoultt  Ik*  ti ml  looking 
on  Iniig  boftm>  *:iur  litflb  liorti  gets  fur 
ai>  on  lut»  fiog^nK  IkU  gradu- 

ally, after  mmiy  delays  anil  immment- 
blc  repetitious,  so  much  m secured.  New 
are  introduced*  then  tlicir  fpmlr 
iJM? arc  Hpm tied — 4 ‘ bi gr  pen/'  7.Kh*fco . 
5k^tVv  ‘ thg  taction  of  tfaoae  object--  ’ 

W‘  “tk  pen  writes,11  <v  the  cat  #\it&'":  tsnd 
fr%v  i##Uy,  the  varioOs  tensed  of  verte  - ^1- 
, ;-:>vays'  u most  tedious  -.sd*. 

almost  nu^ssiWe,  with  #ueh  limited 
moan*,  to  present  clearly  the  dftfVirOfk# 
between  past,  preS'ent,  future  acHoia* 
One  way  of  doing;  this  is  to  teach  tlie> pu- 
pils to  edupt  up  ib  thirty  oiie-*  the-  niim- . 
t^r  of  da y$  in  a nio.?it  b-  - and  then  connect 
the  aelion  with  a |uvist.  present;  or  future 
;sv-p^$^--  ^te,  TheprotcaJ**  ; / y • • 
•;••  undoes  also  tli.n  use  V>rtlH*  same 
• .•  < : v ' ' >•'  with  diifeftmt  i\iwu)xig*>  ^ • / 

: 'Th^oine  ■ 

•pear  '-tiism  dW ‘ 

the  .children-  bouto  $fa : trea#;  Avritfei' . • 
speak  .(m  their  hiugw^td  mnulioneous‘ 
iy  I/ilUe  boys  \viio  i^aif  hardly  reach 
the  black  hoard  W r ite  excel  1 ru  t.  bands,  and 
spell  atMOurftlieiy  iin  excise anuTn^  the 

w’liteif  *J  witness 
etj  mthiml  them  to  write  sentences  ia- 
trodinhrfg  words  from  the  duv^s  lesson. 
An  example1  of  the.  use  of  the  word 

ideas  between  him  and  bis  Mipw- beings;;  1 ionUi<rd*  v¥'«a  amusing:  it  Wffc*  ‘‘  A liny 


figgT 

. 

iV 


r’OHNKR  n TSftRAl^  WaU.. 


the  imxt,  to  .show  him  Itotv  inleiyoucKe 
may  he  established  He  cornea  hv  school 
hot I'.’^uly  to.  Iyaru.  hut  to  fejavit  how  to 
team  Lnt  us  imag-hio  <Mim»lYc«&  in  the 
primary  chews  at  Kendall  Green  watching 
a;'  b^3S|»^r  bis  first  Ipssmi.  The 
i^yherv  a lady  “for  sbitdy  killing  hut  a. 
wonr:vu%  \snXmtw  eould  avriil  here— eajlK 
\%ho  iu  bcrj  aiid  sboWH  Jiittr  sqin 

kir  object  - - mr  a pen  - a ad  When  he  wcogs 
i%y&»  h/the  li t'si  stop  ifi  made  they  ik>tli 
kuoov  what  »t  is,  and  he  knuws  tbev  know 
it.  Ho  fav  she  ha^  .>fdv  t^ugld  him  tlie 

Iili-(>11>I  ‘ he  |||'l  XV'^i'  iklWl  ' IlHii'’'  ilMVilluttl.  ' 


went  to  the  wotnlfi;  he  HstoHi^hed  some 
H0m  * treo”—^ luoaohig  he  took  Uiem 
by  ism-prk-itx 

Hetvvis  rifekit©ll^'  as  it  wim 

writhbii w years  .did , .a  mem 

her  o f tttm&i satet  f //V-  *;/  , > ; • - 

'the  - woodsv  He  mv<  a 
Tclhi^r  fctFrii  mt : 1 1 ie?  gram*  He 

w aiti  t o li  i tb  e r ell  o vv  bmi . He  put 

over  llie;  -himfij  The  bird  v>jcihld  aot  oui 
He  caught,  the  bird,  and  went  away  and 
give  fttir  h^,via^Ather.  He  tell  hfe  mother 
Ubom  itm  yellow  bird.  His  iSKulier  was 
i'OV$ ;hip:r  it^b^prirdi*4l‘;i  got  ilie  bird  and  into  t he i cage. 

e.uid.v:{>h?tit/-FUSN-.  • .Ih^nsibly  iviiiiunt  Ur  Aynither  .&  yellow  lard  was  gl^d  to  r»\e#a. 

tke  bird.  Tw^i  hirils  .talked  abodt  fcyngv 

ih:U.'bU^dc  lilies  >fui[u‘d  ot  ihnt  woy  vM'to*  [ sw^et.  The  rnotbe*' ‘ harmed  tiiebii>l  Sin^. 

• that  object.  N«*w\  h*  tlur  obj^u.  is  jaO  pro*  | The  ls»y  go  U.»  the  W^kK  He 

.bs^nt.  bow-eit  he  rf.x'uli.  n h»  her  ^ Br  ■>)»*•  H-'  i an  • -\A  h'Oiise,  aj*?-  Hv*ak.  lie  iry  climticd 
J n j e . tit t-. ! The  .bpuae  wilU  the-bety  fell  to  tlie 

■ ;€*s  him  lJimh.'  Next  s!u>  i^acbor^  bivh  : .ge'hfnd.  lie  died  on  the  grt;»UiuL 

‘ .tp  - WTitf^ ;'p ‘e:  ytitc: IdaekbdhtHl ? • tpotticr  hoped  tlm  boy  grt  the  Mrti- 

ly,  to  substitute  fur  the  ^paiudmitofe d Hia  mother  wailed.  The  boy  no  eoifie  iL 
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ibs  mother  its  go  to  the  o|d  I musty :.  She  j Tim  Buld;tlKut^ht:Oeo^^  Washington 
t&y?  \ l\?  toy  di^  and  she  was  verj'  cned  w^s  deaf  jarkl  dtimb 

wwi  lmr-1  hf  her  head."  %YUen  the  blind  and  deaf-mut^.  were 

It  lyads  tihe  ft  ^nide  imnsilntltH),  Tlmr.  ; to^ttVe^  tiie  Forhe^r&itce  and  $ynrjmif/vf 
the  liou^r;  ' vur^  Weak"  **«d  aid.s^^cd  hcj  ! Wiw&eti  tirsm  wrc-'Y&yy;  prefcly,  HuvvL 
reason**!.  tor*  it  is  md  toptotohJe  an  n'/tf  ‘ Mad  to  to  blind  0'  some  dv?tf-mme  wordd 
house  $in!old.  IU1I.  knii  the fhother  being  < spell  on  bik  linger*;  and  j^rtiaps*  Uuy  girl 
” hurt  ifi  bet*  heurtv^  a HtlleitiOtteii.  ttoi:  fiteJft  to  ld(ii  >ynidd  tog  the  teaseller  io.\$ty$- 
•v.’ncivtton:  c.vmUi  iirtrd.lv  improve.  bun  an  ensv  lesson  * hero  use.be 

• ('imv^^idior  .’has-  kept  a record  of  tii$  \ dimity  y;au know. '•  T!ie  de^f-TiUite%  make. 
t*M  things  the.  children  say.  and  Some  em  an  vxeeptionaMy  happy  eoHiimioitv.  e&f- 
tr un<  an?  funny  Plough.  Here  some  j peemlJy  at  KcudaH  tireyn,  where  the 
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hdofs;  hriit&tod  $$$*  ~i%:  ba&thte  * ifi#;  boom- 
!&£  pt  miUtim.  iKiiUitejd  by 
violently,  his  eager  face,  his  hearing 
breast,  every  limb  and  tea  tube  to  *jg- 
infipant  motion, guv#  ihe  f&rmli&t  lines 
iifi  actuality  that  >y^  fctfuly  wonderfdi. 

Rip  \Turi • ^ipesf  iau  to  liw 

CugfcUI  bust  itself  to  ritdtoh* 

.of  t-lie^e.  thierc  any; 

deaf  and  dii mb  cri  rk  F — mu!  notybfd ike 
the  iiioUfifaiijeer  s>.  reply  <?o toe  stAifefiOft 
to  Atoovc  ibat  fomalos*  const  i tufe  & djS- 
cklcvf  idiivoHty  <*f  the  silent  communi 
1)v  Tim  fl^trruot  example  of  IhhseFs 
neatly  coco  -fe 

the  AVomatos  Bight# 
Jt,sso«?;^o>b  ' b;  £ a ■ ■ 

A young  IJcuedictine,  the  Abl^'IV 
rE^v.fn^yirj^anized  % method  of  w: 
athi&i&ft  :'-fiif  - the  -:*tea-f  and  dumb  Ai> 
aumtpg  that  ptodomime  is  the  toitu 
ml  tneui}*  of  com muni  cation  for  cteah 
inittHs.  he  Mtkhl^hW  a &igu 
hr  widclv,  urtd  live  mamiAt  alphabet*, 
they  could  converse  and  r^cyriire  to^tnteh 
lian.  Tins  was^  avcotophshed  in  17(Ut 
aud  with  material  tin*! ificiytions h kobwtf 
today  asthe  ‘"French  methodLr"  A few 
year#  later  a German,  Bft* ntela^  *fcy  feed 
a ftysteyh  winch  might  bo  briefly  »h> 
ntayfoe  readily  muierstood-  hut  there  are. ) scribed  as  the  opposite  of  l>c  iTiib,  \ 
its  many  degrei  s of  intelUgihiidy  in  sigii-  i AsHuoto.ig  that  articulate  speech  was  the 
hiking  tbijre  are  in  iGkdtarnT  nieihc>d  of.  ctonmutoeatimi  .tor 

' Oju%h  tlie door  * is  expressed  by .-] Ml  h u itoto ity y ’4**$', p/to Umliiw .•  but  an  ex- 
fingers,  tUFlritods  j 'tov;'^  ' ntetheKJ  for  t£-*urk 

being  fi»,r -ijioritii'i;  and.  swinging  the  nght  j mg  deaf  mutes  arUcuUt! i.n>  by  artiheihl 
baud  outward  from  .the  wrist  ;<s  a door  j mGhods  such  as  mampoiutiri^dhf  nrg&m 
vmtdd  sKYnu'  on  its  Inodes ; "improve-  j of- "the  throat,  and  tiuitn  to  read 

u^hi"  fe  b tidered  by  ^irohht.tfig1  dut-tbh  |4tCJt.P3  Uid  in. tteii^wha^ fifti.d 

I b arm, . npd  climhiu.^  up  it.  us  on  a hid- 1 io  them,  T life  is  known  as  the  " German 
dec,  with  the  rigid-  hand.  Anin«.ds  am  • mctlrod.  \ The  third,  esiublfehw!  ahouUhc 
u^uulij  described  by  snm*>  <?lfar:icOn,i.-ua  , same  thm-  by  Bemii'wsVfd,  a Scotch nian, 
|i;ii>it  scrub* biii^  wilh  two  rigiit  hn^erff  j ^tid  kiiown  as  the  vt  Ehg'Uslv  method ,"T  is-. 
Ik  ihh  iy ft : pdlin  nduiii^  ^ " heb • "p  j ate htica,|  Wit it  tlm  ryta k > |a g;  t\\£re-- 

th^  tbi^i  mid  Hhtippmt!  the  tirige3r»  mean  V.fpre  virtually  but  twrj  -,^jstew:is;, 
y dd^Au>-:^lkrt':  d>mr  old  pbn^V,  i: .Now  I : ing  \vb  telV  it  might  be  '«aW.  tha  t ^ while  t, he 
lay  me  down  n«  ^taepf’  b»'<*omu>  :t  touch-  ; aim  of  the  Gemmu  wm  h.ighmy  the  beiie- 
-kh2f- ' •! ittJb.  dfWtto'udme.  from  u deaf-t^uto  j fit^  of  1U©: French  must  l>e  more 
fdnlf!  < H toble  Is  K*ctdf  red  hy  \ Stehoohs.  efttoblished,  :oti  dither  principle  oxs 

■k^':Wdh’;^^h.-  droll  htM^h  yajiety  j tend  all  over  Evircyj^  fmm  .Swcdeii  to 

of  .fft^iat'  •fe^priiHassi.^y*, . # tlml  •}  Italy,  from  Great  Britain  to  Rtissi^  aml 

it  fe  ipfiintely  nio*v  udrr<’stmg  than  Mu-  ; in  |M7r  desirous  to  see  the  pracucnl  work^ 
Tfynt&tiPu  codld  i^vkr  hm  jteopk  h^^  j ihg  of  each,  President  Gal  lauded  yfeiletl 
*'V\:v  sv*.m  s v>  dramatic  a represoiitatlon  as  f thirty -$is  of  these  institutions...  , Kiinh ' 
'’.Bbcridau's  ]hb»- ' *.v:tts  made  in  Pro-nb  iil  : embracing  uIkhu  t*m  thousand  schoiH^ 
bhubiuvha's  parlor  one  even  u»y  by  a Sen-  j were  con  ductal  strictly  on  • the  F^mh 
ior. ' The  danger,  the  alaVni,  the  hurry,  I iiietheKte  cijirlit,  cinbrnriag  al>out  sm'  jicm- 


fciiW^nt)  ,\r>  r:jw.LACI‘£T. 
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dred  scholars,  on  the  German  method ; in 
the  remaining  nineteen,  embracing  about 
twenty -five  hundred  scholars,  the  two 
methods  were  combined  in  different  pro- 
portions. Mr.  Gallaudet's  conclusions,  set 
forth  in  a valuable  report,  are  decidedly 
in  favor  of  a combined  system.  The  use 
of  the  German  alone  involves  excessive 
labor  for  both  teacher  and  pupil;  in  cases 
of  congenital  deafness  it  is  useless  in  a 
majority  of  cases;  but  few  of  those  who 
pursue  it  are  able  to  hold  free  conversation 
with  strangers,  and  even  partial  success  de- 
mands an  outlay  of  time  and  money  few 
can  afford. 

The  French  method,  improved  by  Si- 
card,  was  introduced  to  the  United  States 
in  1817  by  Dr.  Thomas  Hopkins  Gallaudet, 
of  Hartford,  who,  with  the  aid  of  Clerc,  a 
deaf-mute,  established  in  that  city,  under 
private  patronage,  the  first  American  deaf- 
mute  school.  Early  in  its  history  it  was 
generously  endowed  by  the  national  gov- 
ernment, and  to-day  every  State  in  the 
Union  provides  for  the  education  of  deaf- 
mutes,  the  Illinois  institution,  which  has 
over  five  hundred  scholars,  being  the 
largest  in  the  world.  In  some  of  the  in- 
stitutions trades  are  taught,  such  as  cab- 
inet- and  shoe-making,  tailoring,  printing, 
lithographing,  bookbinding,  and  garden- 
ing; and  in  a few  cities  rooms  in  public 
schools  have  been  devoted  to  deaf-mutes. 
The  basis  of  American  instruction  is  the 
French  method,  which  prevailed  exclu- 
sively till  within  the  last  sixteen  years, 
and  the  introduction  of  the  German  meth- 
od is  regarded  by  many  as  experimental. 


The  French  method  is  retained  in  the 
schools  at  Kendall  Green,  but  articulation 
and  lip-reading  are  taught  in  the  primary 
schools,  and  made  use  of  in  the  college. 

The  number  of  deaf-mutes  in  the  coun- 
try is  about  thirty-five  thousand,  of  whom 
more  than  seven  thousand  were  under  in- 
struction in  1883.  Dumbness  without 
deafness  is  seldom  met  with  except  in 
idiots,  but  total  congenital  deafness  is 
invariably  accompanied  by  dumbness. 
Deafness  may  be  primarily  incidental  to 
diseases  of  the  head  and  ears,  fevers,  etc., 
but  in  three  cases  out  of  five  it  is  con- 
genital. 

The  college  at  Washington  is  the  only 
deaf-mute  college  in  the  world.  Its  pur- 
pose appeals  to  all  humanity ; its  success 
justifies  the  generosity  of  the  government; 
its  progress  reflects  high  honor  on  the  gen- 
tleman identified  so  intimately  with  it. 

Allied  to  the  philanthropic  cause  by  the 
example  of  a noble  father,  one  of  its  first 
apostles,  and  for  the  sake  of  a devoted 
mother,  herself  a deaf-mute,  Edward  M. 
Gallaudet  brought  to  his  work  the  enthu- 
siasm of  youth  and  the  incentive  of  per- 
sonal interest,  and  the  lapse  of.  time  has 
added  the  experience  he  lacked  at  the  out- 
set. From  the  little  frame  house  with  its 
two  acres  of  ground  to  the  stately  build- 
ings which  now  adorn  Kendall  Green, 
for  twenty-five  years  he  has  watched  the 
institution  faithfully,  sped  its  progress, 
guided  its  development,  controlled  it  pru- 
dently, administered  it  economically,  and 
inspired  it  with  the  high  principles  of  a 
cultivated  Christian  gentleman. 


PRINCE  BISMARCK 

IT  is  by  no  means  an  unlovely  charac- 
teristic of  the  men  and  women  of  the 
present  day  that  they  wish  to  know  some- 
thing of  that  side  of  the  lives  of  their 
great  contemporaries  which  is  hidden 
from  the  public  eye,  something  of  their 
inner  life  as  husbands  and  fathers,  some- 
thing of  their  attitude  toward  religion, 
science,  literature,  and  art,  something  of 
their  private  tastes  and  accomplishments, 
something  of  them  in  their  capacity  as 
owners  of  property,  and  the  like.  The 
desire  for  such  information  as  this  looks 
a little  like  curiosity.  But  it  is  an  ami- 
able curiosity,  for,  as  a rule,  it  is  con- 
nected with  a desire  to  see  one  who  has 
been  successful  in  great  things,  fortunate 
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in  small  things  as  well,  and  happy  in  his 
home  life.  On  the  other  hand,  the  reali- 
zation of  the  wishes  of  the  public  in  this 
direction  is  by  no  means  easy;  nor  is  the 
problem  proposed  capable  of  complete  so- 
lution as  long  as  the  subject  which  we 
have  to  portray  still  lives  among  us. 
Perhaps  nobody  likes  to  be  analyzed  in 
this  direction.  Nor  do  tact  and  the  ut- 
most discretion  secure  us  altogether  from 
disapprobation  and  reproach  when  we  at- 
tempt to  follow  a contemporary  genius  or 
hero  into  his  every-day  life,  and  to  exhibit 
him,  as  it  were,  in  negligee. 

Luther,  surrounded  by  his  Kattv  and 
his  children,  and  engaged  at  music  or  in 
celebrating  the  mysteries  of  the  Christ- 
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mas  tree,  is  a picture  almost  as  dear  to  us 
as  that  in  which  he  is  seen  consigning  the 
papal  bull  to  the  flames,  or  that  in  which 
lie  pleads  his  cause  before  the  Kaiser  and 
the  princes  of  the  empire.  How  much 
sympathy  is  awakened,  even  out  of  Eng- 
land, by  the  picture  of  blind  Milton  and 
his  daughters!  We  follow  with  the  deep- 
est interest  the  relations  between  Goethe 
and  the  women  who  wove  so  much  glad- 
ness into  his  web  of  life.  We  like  to 
mingle  in  imagination  with  the  people 
whom  Schiller  loved  and  honored  as  a 
husband  and  a father.  Stories  which  tell 
of  the  aged  Emperor  William’s  attitude 
toward  his  grandchildren  and  great-grand- 
children can  always  count  on  grateful 
recognition.  On  the  other  hand,  we  al- 
ways miss  something  about  Frederick  the 
Great  when  we  remember  that  he  lived 
his  life  without  a family,  and  most  of  it 
without  a friend.  There  is  something  un- 
pleasant. something  uncomfortable,  some- 
thing that  makes  us  shiver,  about  a com- 
manding genius  to  whom  these  softer  in- 
fluences are  denied.  He  appears  great, 
indeed,  but  austere,  one-sided,  and  imper- 
fect, remote  from  us  and  cold.  It  seems 
as  if  he  lacked  his  complement,  as  if  his 
life  could  not  have  been  happy  without 
this  softer  side,  as  if  he  were  deficient  in 
heart,  and  only  the  cold,  keen,  rigorous  in- 
tellect and  the  mighty  will  of  the  king 
and  the  warrior  could  have  ruled  in  him 
and  spoken  through  him. 

Many  of  my  readers  will  therefore  be 
glad  to  learn  that  the  giant  spirit  who 
raised  the  German  people  from  their  long 
abasement,  and  gave  them  their  place 
among  the  nations,  in  due  time,  by  his 
choice  of  a wife,  established  for  himself  a 
happy  home,  in  which  his  domestic  nature 
has  received  a manifold  and  fruitful  de- 
velopment, and  that  he  is,  after  all,  not 
by  any  means  the  man  of  blood  and  iron 
which  many  people  suppose  him  to  be. 
His  wife  is  nine  years  younger  than  her 
husband,  and  was  married  to  him  in  1847. 
Her  maiden  name  was  Johanna  von  Putt- 
kamer,  and  she  was  the  daughter  of  a 
quiet,  godly  Pomeranian  home,  the  atmos- 
phere of  which  was  pervaded  by  the  spirit 
of  the  Moravian  fraternity.  That  “the 
mad  squire  [ Junker ] of  Kneiphof,”  as  Bis- 
marck was  then  called  in  the  gossip  of  the 
neighborhood,  the  future  “Iron  Chancel- 
lor,” should  have  been  attracted  by,  and 
at  the  same  time  should  have  awakened  a 
warm  and  lively  interest  in,  a lady  whose 
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first  impressions  of  men  and  things  were 
received  amid  such  surroundings,  need 
not,  after  all,  create  any  surprise.  Even 
in  those  days  the  period  of  unrest,  storm, 
and  stress  had  been  succeeded  by  one  of 
calm,  and  his  wildness  and  love  of  mis- 
chief had  given  place  to  self-examination 
and  a longing  after  higher  things.  The 
Princess  was  strictly  and  piously  brought 
up;  but  is  of  a cheerful  and  lively  disposi- 
tion, endowed  with  a considerable  amount 
of  mother-wit,  keenly  sensitive,  and  pos- 
sessed of  excellent  taste.  Very  musical, 
and  an  excellent  performer  on  the  piano, 
she  is  at  the  same  time  a careful  and 
thrifty  housewife,  and,  like  the  noble  la- 
dies of  former  times,  possesses  some  know- 
ledge of  the  healing  art.  During  all  these 
years  she  has  shared  intelligently  her 
husband’s  hopes  and  cares,  sometimes  even 
the  political  ones,  as  witness  the  letters 
published  by  Hesekiel,  written  to  her  when 
official  duties  or  holiday  travels  chanced 
to  separate  them  for  a while.  In  these 
he  addresses  her  as  “My  darling”  {mein 
Herz ),  “My  best  beloved”;  he  sends  her 
jasmine  from  Peterhof;  he  promises  her 
Edelweiss  from  Gastein.  From  the  royal 
castle  at  Ofen  he  bids  her  “good-night 
from  far  away,” and  adds,  “Where  can  I 
have  heard  the  song  which  has  been  run- 
ning through  my  head  all  day: 

‘ Over  the  blue  mountains,  over  the  white  sea  foam, 

Come  thou,  beloved  one,  come  to  thy  lovely  home !’ 

I wonder  who  can  have  sung  that  to 
me  some  time  or  other  in  ‘auld  lang 
syne.’  ” Elsewhere  he  recalls  on  the  six- 
teenth anniversary  of  his  marriage  how 
it  “had  brought  sunshine  into  his  bache- 
lor life.”  Over  and  over  again  he  gives 
expression  to  a feeling  of  homesickness, 
of  longing  for  her  and  the  children.  And 
in  a letter  written  from  Smaland  he  wish- 
es that  he  had  a little  castle  peopled  with 
those  he  loved  on  one  of  the  wood-and- 
heather  - bound  lakes  of  that  Swedish 
province.  Many  other  parts  of  this  cor- 
respondence show  how  dear  his  wife  is  to 
him,  and  how  often  he  thinks  of  her.  On 
the  other  hand,  we  can  infer  from  several 
of  the  letters  that  the  good  lady  has  be- 
come deeply  imbued  with  her  husband’s 
energetic  modes  of  feeling  and  of  thought. 

The  Prince  has  three  children — a daugh- 
ter, the  Countess  Mary,  who  was  born  in 
1848,  and  married  about  four  years  ago  to 
Count  Rantzau,  and  two  sons,  Counts 
Herbert  and  William,  both  of  whom  are 
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younger  than  their  sister,  and  unmarried. 
The  former  is  in  the  diplomatic  service, 
and  has  in  his  official  capacity  been  at- 
tached to  several  embassies,  and  recently 
to  that  in  London.  The  latter,  who  bears 
a strong  personal  resemblance  to  his  fa- 
ther, has  devoted  himself  to  the  legal  pro- 
fession, and  has  been  a member  of  the 
Gorman  Parliament.  Both  served,  at  first 
as  privates  in  the  Dragoon  Guards,  in  the 
last  war,  during  which  the  Prince  evinced 
much  anxiety  on  their  behalf,  riding  out 
after  them  as  often  as  circumstances  per- 
mitted. Both  of  them  work  from  time 
to  time  in  the  immediate  neighborhood  of 
the  Prince,  in  whose  bureau  his  son-in-law 
has  also  found  employment.  I may  men- 
tion, too,  that  the  Prince  is  the  happy  pos- 
sessor of  grandchildren,  fine,  sturdy  little 
fellows,  the  eldest  of  whom  occasionally 
pays  a visit  at  his  grandfather’s  palace 
with  the  cap  of  the  Yellow  Cuirassiers  on 
his  fair  young  head. 

Prince  Bismarck  is  a deeply  religious 
man.  When  he  began  to  take  an  active 
part  in  politics,  he  did  so  with  the  convic- 
tion that  Christianity  was  a firm  bulwark 
against  the  revolutionary  spirit  of  the  age, 
and  the  feeling  that,  amidst  all  the  storms 
and  troubles  by  which  he  was  surrounded, 
in  God  he  had  a sure  support  and  a never- 
failing  source  of  strength  and  consolation. 

In  the  autumn  of  1872,  as  he  was  show- 
ing me  his  working-room  in  Varzin,  we 
happened  to  approach  the  enormous  fire- 
place on  the  right  of  the  entrance  from 
the  library.  In  the  centre  of  the  mantel- 
piece, under  the  Eagle  of  the  German  Em- 
pire, is  the  inscription,  “in  trinitate  ro- 
irar.”  The  history  of  its  origin  is  as  fol- 
lows: when  Bismarck  was  envoy  of  the 
Bund  at  Frankfort,  King  Frederick  of 
Denmark  bestowed  upon  him  the  grand 
cross  of  the  order  of  Danebrog.  There  is 
a custom  according  to  which  the  names 
and  arms  of  the  possessors  of  this  decora- 
tion are  placed  in  the  cathedral  at  Copen- 
hagen, with  a motto  which  is  chosen  by 
the  newly  elected  knight,  and  which  must 
have  a double  meaning.  44  So  I invented 
this  one,  ” explained  the  Prince,  44  4 In  trini- 
tate ro&ur’ — in  the  trefoil,  the  clover,  and 
the  oak,  the  ancient  coat  of  arms  of  our 
family.”  “And  4 My  strength  is  in  the 
triune  God’  ?”  I ventured  to  guess. 
“Right I that  is  what  I meant,”  he  said, 
quietly  and  earnestly. 

Side  by  side  with  the  religious  beliefs 
of  great  men  we  often  find  something 


which  is  described  by  the  enlightened 
world  as  superstition,  and  which,  how- 
ever little  it  may  have  its  origin  in  Chris- 
tianity, has  some  connection  or  other  with 
their  religion.  And  of  this  we  find  traces 
in  Bismarck. 

After  the  battle  of  Gravelotte  there  was 
some  speculation  one  day  at  dinner  as  to 
what  would  be  the  result  of  a complete 
conquest  of  France,  and  the  Chancellor 
concluded  an  exposition  of  his  views  on 
the  subject  with  the  words : 4 4 But  we  should 
not  speak  of  the  bear-skin  before  we  have 
shot  our  bear.  I admit  that  I am  super- 
stitious in  these  matters.”  Perhaps  some- 
thing crossed  his  mind  about  the  grudge 
of  the  old  Greek  gods.  4 4 There  are  not 
thirteen  of  us  for  dinner?”  inquired  his 
cousin,  Count  Bismarck-Bohlen,  counting 
the  covers  one  day  at  Reims.  4 4 No ; that’s 
right,  for  the  minister  has  an  objection 
to  that.”  Another  time,  when  there  were 
really  thirteen  of  us  at  table,  I drew  the 
attention  of  Bucher,  who  sat  beside  me,  to 
the  fact.  But  he  bade  me  not  to  say  any- 
thing about  it,  as  it  would  put  the  chief 
into  low  spirits.  On  the  14th  of  October, 
1870,  General  Boyer  met  the  Chancellor 
at  Versailles  to  negotiate  on  behalf  of  Ba- 
zaine.  But  Bismarck  does  not  seem  to 
have  arranged  anything  definitely  with 
him  on  that  day.  He  asked  in  the 
bureau  what  day  of  the  month  it  was. 

4 4 The  14th,  your  Excellency.”  44  The 
14th!  That  was  Hochkirch  and  Jena. 
No  business  should  be  concluded  on  that 
day!”  Perhaps  it  occurred  to  him,  too, 
that  this  14th  of  October  was  a Fri- 
day. In  1852  he  writes  from  Blanken- 
burg  to  his  wife : 44 1 had  not  as  good  sport 
at  Letzlingen  this  time  as  I had  three 
years  ago.  It  was  a Friday!”  And  in 
the  same  year  he  writes  to  her  from  Halle : 
44 1 kept  cogitating  all  during  the  journey 
yesterday  whether,  after  all,  it  were  not 
Friday.  It  was  a dies  nefastus  at  any 
rate.”  In  proof  of  which  he  goes  on  to 
mention  a series  of  small  discomforts  ex- 
perienced en  route , such  as  an  inn  in- 
fested with  bugs,  “infamous  coffee,”  Jew 
peddlers,  44 some  4 princesses’  from  the  Ree- 
zenjasse and  an  obtrusive  privy-coun- 
cillor ( Oeheimrath ) who  travelled  in  the 
same  coupe.  When  the  title  of  44  Count” 
was  about  to  be  offered  to  him,  he  hesi- 
tated for  a long  time  whether  or  not  he 
should  accept  it ; for  he  knew  that  a num- 
ber of  Pomeranian  families  which  had 
acquired  the  title  had  become  extinct  in  a 
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comparatively  short  space  of  time.  ‘ ‘ The 
country  can  not  afford  it,”  he  remarked, 
when  mentioning  the  matter.  On  the 
evening  of  the  23d  of  November,  1870,  as 
we  were  sitting  at  tea  at  Versailles,  he  be- 
gan to  speak  about  his  death,  and  stated 
definitely  the  age  to  which  it  was  appoint- 
ed that  he  should  attain,  and  the  year  in 
which  it  was  appointed  that  he  should  die. 
“I  know  it,” he  insisted,  when  I remon- 
strated with  him  on  the  subject;  “it  is  a 
mystic  number.”  Seven  years  later,  at 
Varzin,  he  repeated  the  same  assurance  to 
the  narrator  of  this  remarkable  circum- 
stance, but  added,  “God,  however,  only 
knows.” 

Bismarck’s  love  of  nature,  of  the  life  of 
the  woods  and  fields,  of  country  sports, 
and  of  beautiful  landscape,  is  developed  to 
an  unusual  degree.  He  says  of  himself 
that  he  is  an  enthusiast  about  nature,  and 
that  he  loves  the  sea  like  a sweetheart. 
But,  more  than  this,  he  knows  how  to  re- 
produce what  he  sees  and  feels  in  charm- 
ing and  characteristic  sketches,  which  oft- 
en produce  on  sympathetic  natures  the 
effect  of  little  lyric  poems.  One  of  his 
reasons  for  spending  the  summer  and  au- 
tumn at  Varzin  and  Friedrichsruhe,  and 
not  on  his  family  estate  at  Schonhausen, 
is  doubtless  that  at  the  former  places  the 
forest  is  close  to  bis  residence,  while  at 
the  latter  it  takes  nearly  an  hour  to  reach 
the  woods  from  the  mansion-house.  In 
a letter  to  his  sister,  dated  June,  1854,  we 
find  him  saying,  “I  am  regularly  home- 
sick, and  long  for  the  country  and  the 
woods  and  nothing  to  do,  with  the  appro- 
priate accompaniments  of  a loving  wife 
and  nice  well-conducted  children.”  And 
in  August,  1863,  he  writes  to  his  wife:  “I 
wish  some  intrigue  or  other  would  bring 
another  ministry  into  power,  so  that  I 
could  honorably  turn  my  back  on  this 
never-ceasing  ink  stream,  and  live  quietly 
in  the  eountry.  The  restlessness  of  exist- 
ence is  unbearable.  It  is  no  life  for  an 
honest  country  gentleman.”  Repeatedly 
during  the  French  war,  and  subsequently 
down  to  the  present  year,  he  gave  expres- 
sion to  his  longing  for  such  a retirement 
in  unmistakable  terms.  When  he  is  at 
his  Pomeranian  home,  or  his  seat  in  the 
heart  of  the  Sachsenwald,  and  his  health 
permits,  he  never  lets  a fine  day  pass 
without  making  some  excursion  into  the 
neighboring  beech  and  fir  woods,  or  to 
one  of  the  hills  and  streams  which  they 
contain.  Many  a time,  when  the  dinner 


hour  warned  them  that  it  was  time  to  re- 
turn, he  has  said  to  Bucher,  who  used  oc- 
casionally to  accompany  him  on  these  ex- 
cursions, “Let  us  go  to  the  top  of  that 
hill  first;  there  is  a charming  view  from 
it.”  He  knows  the  name  of  every  beauti- 
ful tree  in  the  park  at  Varzin.  This  is  his 
favorite  spot;  and  sometimes  on  nights 
when  he  can  not  sleep  he  walks  about  it  in 
the  moonlight.  Unconsciously  he  carries 
its  image  with  him  wherever  he  goes ; even 
during  the  war  it  was  present  to  him,  and 
he  wandered  in  his  dreams  among  its  sun- 
lit trees.  The  descriptions  of  scenery, 
thrown  off  with  a few  strokes  of  the  pen, 
which  we  find  here  and  there  in  letters 
written  to  his  wife  and  to  his  sister,  are 
extremely  vivid,  richly  colored,  harmo- 
nious, and  true  to  nature.  Take,  for  in- 
stance, his  view  from  the  castle  of  Ofen  of 
the  “dull  silvery  Danube,  and  the  dark 
mountains  with  a pale  red  background, 
mountains  which  became  bluer  and  bluer, 
and  then  brownish-red  in  the  light  of  the 
evening  sun  which  was  setting  behind 
them.”  I may  mention  also  his  lively 
picture  of  life  on  the  Hungarian  steppes 
between  the  Danube  and  the  Theiss,  and 
this  description  of  the  wilderness  near 
Tomsjonas:  “Not  a town,  not  a village, 
far  or  near,  only  scattered  farms  and 
wooden  huts,  with  patches  of  barley  and 
potatoes  where,  here  and  there,  an  acre 
or  two  of  arable  land  is  found  among 
withered  trees,  pieces  of  rock,  and  bram- 
bles. Imagine  about  five  hundred  square 
miles  of  the  bleakest  country  in  the  neigh- 
borhood of  Viartluin,*  tall  heather  alter- 
nating with  short  grass  and  bog,  covered 
in  some  places  to  such  an  extent  as  to  be 
impassable,  in  others  sparsely  and  at  in- 
tervals, with  birch-trees,  junipers,  pine- 
trees,  beeches,  oaks,  and  alders,  and  the 
whole  strewn  with  countless  stones— some 
of  them  enormous  blocks  as  high  as  a 
house — and  perfumed  with  wild  rosemary 
and  resin,  and  here  and  there  curiously 
shaped  placid  lakes  surrounded  by  woods 
and  heathery  hills.” 

With  the  characteristics  of  the  Chan- 
cellor already  described  are  blended  others, 
such  as  his  love  of  animals,  and  his  plea- 
sure in  the  chase,  in  horse  exercise,  and  in 
agricultural  pursuits.  Just  as  the  corn- 
flower (Kornblume)  is  especially  dear  to 
the  Emperor  William,  so  Bismarck  in  one 


* A Pomeranian  estate  belonging  to  the  Putt- 
kamer  family. 
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of  his  letters  calls  the  heather  “this  be- 
loved plant  of  mine.”  Once  at  Versailles 
he  happened  to  mention  the  old  cowherd 
Brand,  “one  of  those  ancient  pieces  of 
furniture”  with  which,  he  said,  “ his 
youthful  memories  were  inseparably  link- 
ed” ; and  he  concluded  by  saying,  “ I nev- 
er think  of  him  without  at  the  same  time 
thinking  of  wild  flowers  and  heather.” 
When  he  lived  at  Kneiphof  his  Danish 
hound  was  quite  a prominent  character 
in  the  neighborhood.  Four  half-tamed 
young  foxes  also  filled  a role  in  his  house- 
hold at  the  same  place.  In  St.  Peters- 
burg their  place  was  taken  by  young 
bears,  which  he  used  to  keep  in  the  room 
like  dogs  until  they  grew  up  and  became 
dangerous.  Hesekiel  informs  us  that 
“ Mischka  used  suddenly  to  appear  at 
dinner-time,  to  the  great  amusement  of 
the  guests,  walk  quite  cleverly  round  the 
table  between  the  plates  and  glasses,  snap 
now  and  then  at  the  calves  of  the  servants’ 
legs,  and  slip  on  the  little  dinner  railway 
laid  down  in  the  dining-room.”  Sultel, 
an  Ulmer  dog  presented  to  him  in  Munich 
by  Count  Holnstein,  shared  his  room  at 
Varzin  in  1877 ; and,  with  his  “ wife” 
Florchen,  was  his  companion  in  all  his 
rides  and  walks  until  some  wandering 
tramp  brutally  killed  the  faithful  animal, 
which  the  Prince  used  to  feed  after  din- 
ner with  his  own  hand.  Even  the  jack- 
daws in  the  park  at  Varzin  have  attracted 
the  attention  of  the  princely  friend  of  the 
brute  creation,  and  possess  a corner  of  his 
heart.  I have  listened  with  pleasure  to 
his  account  of  how  they  teach  their  young 
to  fly,  how  afterward  they  introduce  them 
to  worm  diet  on  the  neighboring  coast, 
and  how,  like  fashionable  folk,  they  spend 
the  winter  in  town,  that  is  to  say,  in  the 
towers  of  Stolpe  and  Schlawe. 

From  early  youth  until  about  his  six- 
tieth year  the  Chancellor  was  an  ex- 
ceptionally good  marksman,  passionately 
fond  of  riding,  and  an  eager  and  success- 
ful sportsman.  Lately  he  has  gradually 
given  up  one  after  another  of  his  old 
tastes  and  pastimes.  When  a young  man 
he  shot  so  well  with  a rifled  pistol  that  he 
used  to  knock  the  heads  off  the  ducks  on 
the  pond  at  Kneiphof.  And  not  less  fatal 
to  bird  and  beast  were  the  fowling-piece 
and  the  rifle  in  his  practiced  hand.  He 
has  acquired  a reputation  as  a sportsman 
in  nearly  every  country  in  Europe,  and 
has  collected  trophies,  in  the  shape  of 
antlers  and  skins,  for  his  walls  and  floors, 


in  his  own  preserves,  in  the  Taunus  Mount- 
ains, and  in  the  Ardennes,  in  the  Alps,  in 
Rothschild’s  park  at  Ferrieres,  in  the  for- 
ests of  Sweden,  and  at  wolf,  stag,  and  bear 
hunts  in  Russia.  As  a bold  and  indefat- 
igable horseman,  too,  Bismarck  has  per- 
formed extraordinary  feats,  especially  in 
his  younger  days,  when  rides  of  forty  or 
fifty  English  miles  did  not  seem  at  all  im- 
possible, and  were  actually  accomplished. 
Even  later  in  life,  and  years  after  he  be- 
came a minister  of  the  crown,  he  could, 
when  necessary,  spend  hours  in  the  sad- 
dle. During  the  battle  of  Koniggratz  he 
was  full  twelve  hours  on  horseback ; and 
on  the  day  after  the  battle  of  Sedan  he 
rode  from  nine  o’clock  in  the  morning 
until  ten  o’clock  at  night.  But  for  the 
last  two  years  he  has  not,  to  my  know- 
ledge, mounted  a horse.  Moreover,  he 
has  not  always  been  fortunate  in  escaping 
falls.  Indeed,  he  admits  himself  that  he 
fell  with  or  was  thrown  by  his  horse  fifty 
times,  at  least,  in  the  course  of  his  life, 
and  was  sometimes — for  example  at  Var- 
zin, where  he  broke  three  ribs — danger- 
ously hurt. 

It  is  a well-known  fact  that  Bismarck, 
when  he  was  a student  at  Gottingen  and 
Greifswald,  was  an  excellent  fencer,  and 
gave  evidence  of  his  prowess  in  some 
thirty  “duels.”  And  that  he  was  a ca- 
pable swimmer  is  proved  by  his  own  let- 
ters, from  which  we  learn  that  he  under- 
took swimming  excursions  in  the  Rhine 
at  Bingen  and  in  the  Danube  at  Ofen,  and 
still  better  by  an  incident  which  occurred 
in  the  year  1844.  He  was  at  that  time 
serving  as  a Landwehr  officer  with  the 
Stargard  Uhlans,  and  happened  to  be 
standing  with  several  of  his  comrades  on 
the  bridge  over  the  Lippehner-See,  when 
he  saw  his  groom  Hildebrand,  who  had 
ridden  one  of  his  horses  into  the  watering- 
place  there,  get  out  of  his  depth  and  sink. 
Bismarck  in  a moment  had  off  his  tunic 
and  his  sword,  plunged  head-foremost  into 
the  water,  and  succeeded  in  reaching  the 
groom.  The  latter,  however,  in  his  ter- 
ror grasped  his  rescuer  and  drew  him  un- 
der with  him.  Both  were  given  up  for 
lost,  but  Bismarck  rose  to  the  surface 
again,  and,  dragging  the  lifeless  man  be- 
hind him,  swam  to  the  shore,  where  the 
groom  was  soon  restored  to  life. 

Emmanuel  Kant  denounces  eloquence 
as  a deceiver  who,  in  matters  on  which 
the  reason  alone  ought  to  decide,  unfairly 
permits  the  aesthetic  feelings  to  have  the 
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casting  vote.  Goethe,  in  a letter  written 
from  Venice  in  1786,  calls  himself  “an 
enemy  of  wordiness.”  Nor  is  the  Chan- 
cellor of  the  German  Empire  much  enam- 
ored of  the  Muse  of  skillful  speech ; and 
she,  on  the  other  hand,  does  not  seem, 
if  we  may  judge  from  appearances,  to  be 
particularly  well  disposed  toward  him. 

“These  eloquent  gentlemen”  (in  the 
Reichstag),  said  he  to  me  in  February 
1870,  “are  really  just  like  many  women 
who  have  got  small  feet,  anci  who  wear 
their  boots  too  tight,  and  show  their  feet 
in  order  that  they  may  be  admired.  In 
the  same  way,  when  a man  has  the  mis- 
fortune to  be  an  orator,  he  makes  speeches 
which  are  too  long  and  too  frequent.” 
And  at  Versailles  he  told  us  that  “the 
gift  of  eloquence  has  done  a great  deal 
of  harm  in  parliamentary  life,  for  every 
one  who  thinks  he  is  able  to  speak  must 
have  his  say,  whether  he  has  anything 
worth  contributing  to  the  discussion  or 
not.  There  is  too  much  spoken  irrele- 
vantly. and  too  little  to  the  point.  Every- 
thing has  been  settled  in  the  party  meet- 
ings long  ago.  So  when  people  talk  in 
full  Parliament  they  do  it  to  please  the 
public,  and  show  them  what  they  can  do, 
or  still  oftener  to  please  the  newspapers, 
which  can  compliment.  The  consequence 
will  be  that  eloquence  will  come  to  be 
looked  upon  as  a public  nuisance,  and 
will  be  punished  accordingly,  when  it  is 
guilty  of  a long  speech.”  Bismarck,  how- 
ever, possesses  much  real  eloquence,  at 
least  in  the  estimation  of  those  who  care 
to  distinguish  between  the  matter  and  its 
mere  outward  form.  He  is  certainly  no 
orator  in  the  ordiuary  sense  of  the  word. 
His  parliamentary  utterances 4 4 have  hands 
and  feet,”  as  we  Germans  say.  They 
influence  men  because  they  are  founded 
upon  solid  facts.  And  we  can  not  help 
admiring  in  them  his  depth  and  breadth 
of  view.  He  is  too  conscientious  to  beat 
about  the  bush  with  high-sounding  but 
shallow  or  unmeaning  phrases,  too  truth- 
ful to  try  to  produce  an  effect  by  a mere 
exhibition  of  sophistry,  and  too  thought- 
ful to  care  for  gratifying  his  audience  by 
a smoothly  flowing  stream  of  words.  He 
suffers,  too,  from  a certain  amount  of 
nervousness,  is  of  a warm  and  rather  excit- 
able temperament,  and  has  a voice  which, 
to  say  the  least  of  it,  leaves  something  to 
be  desired.  Even  in  private  conversation, 
particularly  when  he  is  discussing  any 
matter  of  importance,  he  can  not  always 


express  his  thoughts  quickly  and  in  well- 
chosen  language.  On  the  other  hand,  he 
tells  a story  capitally;  and  a rich  vein  of 
humor,  a quick  eye  for  the  ridiculous  side 
of  men  and  things,  and  a gift  of  quietly 
ironical  yet  good-natured  description  of 
persons  and  events,  all  of  which  he  pos- 
sesses in  no  ordinary  degree,  make  him 
one  of  the  most  delightful  raconteurs  I 
ever  heard  afford  amusement  to  a social 
gathering  inter  pocula. 

Facility  in  the  acquisition  of  foreign 
languages  seems  to  increase  as  we  go  from 
the  west  to  the  east  of  Europe.  The 
French  and  English  generally  possess  it 
least,  the  Poles  and  Russians  most,  while 
we  Germans  hold  a kind  of  middle  po- 
sition between  the  two  extremes.  We 
find  it  easy  enough  to  understand  a news- 
paper or  a book  written  in  a foreign 
tongue ; but  most  of  us,  on  the  other  hand, 
find  considerable  difficulty  in  carrying  on 
a conversation  with  correctness  and  flu- 
ency in  another  language ; and  we  have 
peculiar  difficulty  in  acquiring  facility  in 
the  use  of  idioms  different  from  our  own. 
Of  course  there  are  exceptions  to  this 
general  rule;  and  the  Chancellor  of  the 
German  Empire  is  a brilliant  one.  Not 
only  does  he  speak  German  without  the 
vestige  of  a provincial  accent,  but  his 
French  is  so  pure  that  even  a Genevese, 
or  one  of  the  upper  classes  in  St.  Peters- 
burg, could  hardly  find  anything  to  cavil 
at.  He  may  claim,  too,  to  be  a fair  mas- 
ter of  English ; and  he  understands  enough 
of  Italian  to  acquaint  himself  without 
difficulty  with  the  emanations  from  the 
Italian  press.  He  has  some  knowledge 
of  Polish ; and  during  his  residence  in  St. 
Petersburg  he  studied  Russian  sufficiently 
to  be  able  to  carry  on  a conversation  in  that 
language.  The  late  Emperor  Alexander 
is  said  to  have  been  deeply  impressed 
when  Bismarck  replied  to  a question  of 
his  in  the  Muscovite  tongue.  This  is  no 
easy  matter  for  a German.  Gauss,  the 
celebrated  mathematician,  felt  at  one  time 
the  necessity  of  doing  something  to  coun- 
teract the  effect  of  his  purely  abstract 
studies.  Two  subjects  presented  them- 
selves to  him — the  Russian  language,  and 
the  cumbrous  and  complicated  terminol- 
ogy of  the  Linnaean  system.  He  deter- 
mined to  learn  the  latter  by  heart,  and 
actually  succeeded  in  doing  so.  The  diffi- 
culty of  conquering  the  intricacies  of  Rus- 
sian was  too  much  for  him.  The  Chan- 
cellor is  not  so  strong  in  ancient  as  in 


Digitized  by 


Gck  igle 


Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


194 


HARPER’S  NEW  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE. 


modern  languages.  4 4 When  I was  in  the 
sixth  form”  ( Primaner ),  he  said  to  me  at 
Ferrteres,  “I  could  write  and  speak  right 
good  Latin,  but  I should  find  difficulty  in 
doing  so  now,  and  I have  utterly  forgot- 
ten my  Greek.” 

Historical  and  geographical  studies 
have  always  had  a special  attraction  for 
the  Prince,  for  in  them  the  development 
of  social  and  political  questions  may  be 
traced  and  followed,  and  dealing  as  they 
do  with  phenomena  subject  to  the  law  of 
cause  and  effect,  they  supply  us  with 
those  facts  and  conditions  which  enable 
us,  as  far  as  mere  human  understanding 
will  permit,  to  prognosticate  the  future. 
He  is  well  acquainted  with  the  best-known 
works  on  these  subjects;  and  he  peruses 
each  new  publication  with  lively  interest. 
Among  those  which  interested  him  great- 
ly I may  mention  Taine’s  excellent  His- 
tory of  the  Origin  and  Progress  of  the 
French  Revolution . Among  poets  lie 
gives  the  palm  to  Goethe  and  Shakespeare. 
And  although  he  would  willingly  dis- 
pense with  a considerable  portion  of  the 
productions  of  the  .former  writer,  he 
would  be  quite  content  to  remain  several 
years  on  a desert  island  with  the  remain- 
der. With  Schiller,  owing  to  his  strong 
objection  to  a pompous  and  declamatory 
style,  he  is  less  in  sympathy  ; and  he  con- 
siders his  glorification  of  William  Tell’s 
legendary  deed  simply  unnatural.  Nat- 
urally the  mass  of  light  literature  which 
has  issued  of  late  years  from  the  German 
press  has  not  interested  him  much ; but  lie 
has  at  least  noticed  the  best-known  novels 
and  romances.  Modern  French  and  Eng- 
lish novelists,  especially  the  former,  seem 
to  have  attracted  more  of  his  attention. 

I have  seldom  heard  him  speak  on  any 
subject  relating  to  art  or  artists;  and  his 
salons  at  Berlin  and  Varzin  display  but 
a moderate  amount  of  artistic  adornment, 
except  in  so  far  as  photographs,  litho- 
graphs, and  engravings  come  within  that 
definition.  There  were  no  pictures  what- 
ever in  his  working-room  at  the  latter 
place  in  1877;  and  his  newly  erected 
houses  in  Pomerania  and  the  Sachsen- 
wald  are  furnished  in  the  simplest  style. 
Yet  I by  no  means  intend  to  imply  that 
he  is  destitute  of  all  taste  for  painting, 
sculpture,  and  architecture,  but  merely 
that  he  takes  no  very  particular  interest 
in  them.  During  his  residence  at  Frank- 
fort, at  any  rate,  he  associated  a great 
deal  with  artists  and  sculptors;  and  his 


criticism  on  the  Brandenburg  gate,  which 
he  would  like  to  have  seen  standing  by 
itself,  was  in  the  highest  degree  intelli- 
gent. 

The  Chancellor  takes  more  interest  in 
music,  which  he  learned  to  appreciate 
through  his  intercourse  with  Kaiserlingk 
in  his  student  days  at  Berlin.  He  is 
fondest  of  the  classical  composers,  and 
among  them  Beethoven  is  his  favorite. 
Although  he  plays  no  instrument  him- 
self, he  delights  in  listening  to  the  per- 
formances of  others.  In  a letter  to  his 
wife,  written  in  the  summer  of  1851,  he 
describes  himself  as  44  well  and  cheerful, 
but  with  something  of  melancholy,  home- 
sickness, longing  for  wood,  lake,  end 
moor,  and  you  and  the  children,  blended 
with  the  sunset  and  Beethoven.”  In  an- 
other letter,  dated  the  27th  of  October, 
1868,  he  says  to  her,  4 ‘Yesterday  I sat 
alone  with  Keudell  in  the  blue  salon,  and 
he  played.”  Two  years  later,  on  the  1st 
of  September,  he  announces  from  Baden, 
“ We  had  a quartette  at  Count  Flemming’s 
with  Joachim,  who  handles  his  violin  in  a 
really  masterly  manner.”  At  Versailles 
Herr  Von  Keudell,  the  amateur  pianist  and 
Legationsrath , played  soft  fantasias  for 
the  minister  during  coffee;  and  said  to  me 
afterward,  in  reply  to  my  inquiry,  if  the 
chief  liked  music:  “Yes,  he  likes  music, 
although  he  is  not  musical  himself.  You 
will  have  noticed,  too,”  he  added,  “that 
he  sings  softly  to  the  music.  How  sooth- 
ing it  must  be  to  his  nerves ! They  have 
been  sadly  tried  to-day.”  Toward  the 
close  of  the  autumn  of  1881,  just  after  the 
election  of  the  opposition  candidates,  the 
Prince  and  I were  strolling  in  the  dark 
about  the  winding  paths  in  the  park  be- 
hind his  palace  in  Berlin,  and  were  dis- 
cussing the  Liberals  in  the  Reichstag, 
when  the  Prince  began  humming  the  air 
of  the  melancholy  student -song,  “Wir 
hatten  gebaut  ein  stattliches  Haus,”  and 
after  a while  spoke  of  Uhland’s  “Gluck 
von  Edenliall,”  to  which  he  compared  the 
German  constitution. 

Before  the  Bohemian  war  Bismarck  laid 
at  stake  on  one  card  mighty  things,  the 
character  of  Prussia  as  one  of  the  great 
powers,  and  his  own  fate.  But  usually 
lie  is  neither  in  this  nor  in  the  ordinary 
sense  fond  of  playing  with  fate.  Un- 
like other  ministers,  he  has  never  specu- 
lated. Of  this  he  repeatedly,  and  even 
as  lately  as  the  January  of  the  present 
year,  assured  me.  Formerly  he  did  not 
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despise  a game  of  cards.  On  one  occasion 
he  actually  played  whist  for  seven  con- 
secutive hours.  The  game  of  hazard  also 
possessed  a strong  fascination  for  him  for 
a long  time.  “But,” he  observed,  as  we 
were  speaking  of  it,  “ it  only  interests  me 
when  the  stakes  are  high  and  the  pool 
large,  and  that  does  not  do  for  a family 
man.”  Nevertheless,  as  lately  as  the 
middle  of  August,  1865,  he  took  part  in  a 
game  of  quinze,  but  only  for  diplomatic 
purposes.  ‘ 4 It  was  when  I was  arranging 
the  Treaty  of  Gastein  with  Blome,”  he 
explained,  “and  although  for  some  time 
I had  quite  given  up  cards,  I played  so 
rashly  on  that  occasion  that  the  others 
were  perfectly  astounded.  But  I had  a de- 
sign in  doing  so.  Blome  had  heard  that 
the  game  of  quinze  gave  one  the  best  op- 
portunity for  the  study  of  character,  and 
he  was  now  trying  the  experiment  with 
me.  I thought  it  a pity  not  to  let  the  ex- 
periment succeed,  so  I lost  a couple  of 
hundred  thalers,  which  were  really  ex- 
pended in  his  Majesty’s  service,  and  ought 
to  have  been  refunded.  For  I deceived 
Blome  to  such  an  extent  that  he  fancied  I 
was  fool-hardy,  and  yielded.” 

As  a diplomatist,  Bismarck  naturally 
keeps  a good  table.  But  he  by  no  means 
despises  simple  fare.  For  instance,  he  es- 
teems pure  Nordhausen  rye  brandy  very 
highly,  and  keeps  a quantity  of  it  beside 
the  more  aristocratic  cognac  to  mature 
and  mellow  in  his  cellar  at  Schonhausen. 
Like  Frederick  the  Great,  he  has  a large 
appetite.  But  we  must  take  into  consid- 
eration that,  as  a rule,  he  only  eats  one 
meal  in  the  day,  and  that  after  six  o’clock 
in  the  evening,  and  that  those  who  have 
much  brain-work  require  a great  deal  of 
food.  He  was  formerly  an  inveterate 
smoker,  and  once  travelled  from  Cologne 
to  Berlin  and  smoked  all  the  way  “ mit 
einem  Feuer ,”  i.  e .,  lighting  each  cigar 
from  the  one  he  had  just  finished.  But 
after  1870  he  gradually  gave  up  cigars,  on 
account  of  his  health,  and  smoked  a long 
pipe  instead;  and  in  1881  he  told  me  that 
he  had  given  up  smoking  altogether,  as  it 
no  longer  agreed  with  him. 

For  a good  many  years — in  fact,  since  his 
residence  in  St.  Petersburg — the  Prince’s 
health  has  not  been  particularly  good, 
though  his  appearance  does  not  general- 
ly betray  the  fact.  He  suffers  frequently 
from  severe  and  often  painful  attacks  of 
erysipelas  and  neuralgia.  That  he  should 
suffer  from  nervousness  is  not  at  all  to  be 


wondered  at.  For  nearly  a quarter  of  a 
century  the  most  momentous  questions  in 
the  political  history  of  Germany,  with  its 
problems  and  enigmas,  its  entanglements, 
excitements,  and  dangers,  have  been  work- 
ed out  in  his  busy  brain,  and  have  all  been 
taken  anxiously  to  heart. , In  the  course 
of  a conversation  at  table  in  April,  1878, 
he  called  himself  “an  old  man,”  where- 
upon the  Princess  remonstrating  with  him 
said,  “But  you  are  only  just  sixty-three.” 
“Yes,”  he  replied,  “but  I have  lived  fast, 
and  cash  in  hand.”  Then  turning  to  me 
he  added,  “By  4 cash  in  hand’ I mean  that 
I have  always  done  what  I had  to  do  with 
my  whole  heart,  and  I have  paid  with 
my  health  and  strength  for  what  I have 
attained.”  His  chief  ailment,  besides  this 
nervousness,  which  takes  the  form  of  con- 
tinual sleeplessness,  is  a disordered  stom- 
ach ; and  he  is  troubled  occasionally  with 
swelling  of  the  veins  of  the  legs.  Worry 
has  a particularly  prejudicial  effect  on  his 
health,  and  the  parliamentary  factions  on 
the  one  hand,  and  the  members  of  certain 
court  circles  on  the  other,  take  good  care 
that  there  shall  be  no  lack  of  this.  This 
was  particularly  the  case  during  his  strug- 
gle with  the  Ultramontanes,  and  before 
the  outbreak  of  the  Russo-Turkish  war, 
when  a well-known  noble  lady  assumed 
the  role  of  an  angel  of  peace,  and  sought 
to  smooth  his  path.  It  may  be  mentioned 
in  this  connection  that  the  Prince’s  sight 
is  not  good  for  distant  objects,  but  that  he 
does  not  wear  glasses  when  reading  or 
writing;  and  that,  like  all  nervous  peo- 
ple, he  is  fond  of  warm  clothing  and  hot 
rooms. 

The  Prince  may  be  described  as  of  a 
choleric  temperament.  Anger  with  him 
assumes  a volcanic  aspect,  and  vents  itself 
in  violent  outbursts.  But  the  volcano  dies 
out  as  quickly  as  it  flared  up,  and  there 
is  no  thought  of  malice.  Altogether  Bis- 
marck possesses  a most  kindly  disposition, 
which  displays  itself  in  acts  of  compassion 
and  benevolence.  He  was  always  kind  to 
the  poor.  One  night  at  Bar-le-Duc  he  cut 
a piece  of  bread  for  a hungry  sentinel  and 
brought  it  out  to  him  himself.  After  the 
battle  of  Beaumont  he  gave  some  tired 
and  straggling  Bavarian  soldiers  drink 
from  his  own  flask.  He  sent  cigars  to  the 
wounded  soldiers  at  Donchery,  and  fre- 
quently visited  the  hospital  at  Versailles, 
and  cheered  and  saw  to  the  comfort  of  the 
sick.  If  he  seems  unable  to  give  men 
credit  for  unselfish  aims,  we  must  remem - 
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ber  that  this  is  the  result  of  a long  experi- 
ence ; and  the  fact  that  he  is  strongly  in- 
clined to  be  suspicious  and  mistrustful 
may  be  explained  on  the  same  principle. 
Nowhere  is  there  so  much  intrigue  and 
falsehood,  so  much  hypocrisy  and  mean 
ambition,  as  in  the  diplomatic  world  and 
the  circles  in  which  courtiers  move.  Cau- 
tion is  here  the  most  necessary  virtue,  and 
even  those  who  occupy  the  loftiest  stations 
would  do  well  to  remember  the  golden 
rule:  “Let  him  that  thinketh  he  standeth 
take  heed  lest  he  fall.” 

As  Prime  Minister  of  Prussia,  Bismarck 
has  no  salary,  but  as  Chancellor  of  the 
German  Empire  he  receives  54,000  marks 
($13,500)  per  annum.  The  remainder  of 
his  income  is  derived  principally  from 
landed  property,  of  which  he  possesses  a 
considerable  quantity.  Owing,  however, 
to  the  very  low  prices  of  grain  and  timber, 
particularly  of  late  years,  his  receipts  from 
this  source  are  comparatively  small.  If 
Bismarck  were  simply  a nobleman,  or  even 
a count,  he  might  be  considered  wealthy, 
but  for  a prince  we  can  only  say  that  he  is 
moderately  well  off.  Down  to  1867  his 
only  landed  property  was  Schonhausen  in 
the  Altmark,  which  contains  about  2800 
acres  of  generally  excellent  land.  In  1867 
he  added  to  this  the  manor  of  Varzin  in 
Hinter  Pomerania,  which  he  purchased 
with  the  grant  of  400,000  thalers  ($288,000) 
voted  to  him  by  the  Landtag.  This  estate, 
to  which  he  subsequently  added  the  prop- 
erties of  Chorow  and  Sedlitz,  now  covers 
an  area  of  about  30,000  acres.  It  consists 
for  the  most  part,  however,  of  poor  land, 
some  of  it  being  scarcely  fit  even  to  grow 
firs.  After  the  events  of  1870,  the  Emper- 
or, in  his  capacity  as  Sovereign  Duke  of 
Lauenburg,  presented  the  Chancellor  with 
the  Sachsen wald,  lying  in  the  Schvvarzen- 
beck  district  not  far  from  Hamburg,  and 
stretching  down  to  the  Elbe.  It  had  pre- 
viously been  crown  land,  and  comprises 
an  area  of  about  20,000  acres,  covered  for 
the  most  part  with  magnificent  beech  for- 
ests. The  Prince  has  recently  added  to 
this  estate,  on  which  there  was  neither 
arable  land  nor  a residence  of  any  sort, 
the  small  properties  of  Schonau  and  Silt. 
These  adjoin  the  western  boundary  of 
Sachsen  wald,  and  were,  by-the-way,  by  no 
means  an  advantageous  purchase.  Some 
of  the  timber  of  the  woods  at  Varzin  is 
sold  to  three  local  paper  factories  which 
are  worked  by  the  river  Wipper,  and  that 
of  the  Schwarzenbeck  forests  is  disposed  of 


to  a large  powder-mill.  Varzin  and  the 
Sachsenwald,  as  well  as  Schonhausen, 
have  the  advantage  of  being  close  to  a 
railway,  and  their  products  can  be  brought 
readily  and  cheaply  to  market.  The  res- 
idences on  these  three  estates  are  neither 
particularly  large  nor  in  any  way  mag- 
nificently got  up,  but  they  are  comfortably 
furnished.  And  Friedrichsruhe,  which  the 
Prince  has  transformed  from  a lodging- 
house  for  summer  visitors  from  Hamburg 
into  a sort  of  little  mansion-house,  is,  with 
its  surrounding  beech  and  fir  trees  and  its 
winding  stream,  a really  exquisite  spot. 
The  Sachsenwald,  with  the  two  estates 
which  are  now  united  with  it,  is  proba- 
bly worth  about  three  million  marks 
($600,000),  but  the  income  derived  from 
it  does  not  much  exceed  100,000  marks 
($3000)  per  annum. 

The  Chancellor  understands  farming 
and  forest  culture,  and  has  achieved  con- 
siderable success  in  the  management  of 
his  estate.  At  Schonhausen  he  has  plant- 
ed 500  acres,  partly  with  oak,  and  they  are 
turning  out  well.  At  Varzin  he  has  been 
occupied  in  replanting  a large  tract  of 
land  which  was  formerly  a beech  wood, 
and  which  his  predecessor,  from  a mis- 
taken idea  as  to  the  quality  of  the  soil, 
had  cleared  for  cultivation.  And  he  has 
had  fir-trees  planted  on  other  parts  of  the 
estate  which  previously  were  waste,  or 
grew  only  sand-grass  and  heather.  The 
six  estates  which  form  his  little  kingdom 
in  the  Pomeranian  hill  country,  and  which 
consist  for  the  smaller  part  of  arable  and 
pasture  land,  have  been  rendered  more 
productive  by  judicious  management.  A 
park  has  been  laid  out  at  Friedrichsruhe, 
and  the  stream  which  flows  through  it  has 
been  banked  and  cleared,  and  it  is  now  in 
contemplation  to  cut  down  the  oak  wood 
on  the  right  bank  of  this  stream,  and  to 
plant  trees  which  will  be  less  prejudi- 
cially affected  by  the  dampness  of  the 
soil. 

These  alterations  and  plans  for  improve- 
ment are  all  illustrations  of  the  maxim 
that  “when  Nature  will  not,  then  she 
must ” — a maxim  which,  by-the-way,  the 
Chancellor  has  many  a time  put  into  prac- 
tice in  other  spheres,  when,  as  for  exam- 
ple, in  the  working  out  of  liis  schemes  of 
economic  reform,  his  path  has  been  cross- 
ed either  by  persons  or  by  things.  And 
Nature,  coerced  by  clever  management 
and  resolute  perseverance,  submits  and  al- 
lows herself  to  be  improved. 
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SUMMER  RESORTS  ON  THE  ST.  LAWRENCE. 


CAP  BI.ANC,  MURRAY  BAY 


YlrHOEVER  has  made  the  delightful 
T \ mminuw  journey  from  Quebec  to  the 
Saguenay  can  easily  remember  the  zigzag 
course  of  the  steamer  as  it  cut.  back  and 
forth  across  the  St.  Lawrence.  This  course 
was  taken  to  accommodate  the  host  of  peo- 
ple who  during  the  hut  season  flock  from 
Voi>.  LXIX -No.  410  -13 


Quebec  and  other  cities  to  the  Lower  Ca- 
li ad  i a 1 1 water i r i g* places. 

Perhaps  the  tourist  wondered,  as  lie  felt 
the  cool  breezes  play  around  him,  and  re- 
called the  perchance  refreshing  night  he 
had  just  spent  hi  Quebec,  why  Canadians 
wanted  to  go  to  summer  resorts.  Possi 
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bly  he  turned  to  a chance  acquaintance, 
throwing  upon  hirn  the  responsibility  of 
solving  the  problem,  and  received  a reply 
similar  to  the  one  I received  years  ago 
to  the  same  question:  “Oh,  whenever  it 
grows  too  warm  for  a polar  bear  to  feel 
chilly  in  Quebec,  the  people  go  down  be- 
low.” The  solution  is  terse  and  witty, 
but  hardly  gives  a correct  idea  of  the  Ca- 
nadian climate.  Often  in  July  and  Au- 
gust, even  over  refreshing  Quebec,  the  sun 
pours  down  with  a fervor  which  makes 
the  brow  of  the  cliff  upon  which  the  old 
city  is  built  fairly  perspire,  while  at  Mont- 
real the  mercury  boils  in  its  thermometers; 
and  not  only  does  it  often  boil  at  Ottawa, 
but  the  summer  resident  (especially  of  the 
aristocratic  quarter  known  as  Sandy  Hill) 
is  fanned  occasionally  by  sultry  winds 
laden  with  an  invisible  sand  which  makes 
him  gladly  flee  to  more  inviting  quarters. 

As  he  watched  party  after  party  of  evi- 
dently fashionable  people  disembark  at  the 
leading  watering-places,  he  was  impressed 
with  the  odd  fact  that  one  who  merely 
passes  up  and  down  the  thoroughfare  of 
the  St.  Lawrence  sees  absolutely  nothing  of 
most  of  these  favorite  resorts.  The  stran- 
ger only  sees  his  fellow-traveller,  with  the 
air  of  a man  who  is  doing  the  correct  and 
respectable  thing,  step  ashore  with  his 
wife,  children,  and  nurses,  and  stowing  his 
party  into  comfortless -looking  vehicles, 
disappear  over  a steep  and  winding  road. 
No  outward  token  of  the  gayeties  toward 
which  he  is  hastening  is  given,  unless  it 
might  be  a trim  yacht,  with  quivering  pen- 
non at  its  mast,  riding  lightly  at  anchor  in 
the  harbor.  No  magnificent  hotels  crown 
the  commanding  heights,  no  dashing  equi- 
pages loiter  at  the  landings. 

All  this  the  tourist  must  have  noted  as 
the  steamer  rounded  back  into  the  cur- 
rent, and,  with  a superabundance  of  leisure 
on  hand,  he  thought  it  over,  and  about 
concluded  that  the  Canadian  had  made  a 
mistake  to  get  off  where  he  did.  If  he 
happened  to  be  accustomed  to  the  elegance, 
richness,  and  comfort  of  the  ultra-fashion- 
able watering-places  of  the  United  States, 
he  would  have  been  fully  convinced  of  this 
had  he  landed  with  him,  and  learned  the 
simplicity  of  life  in  one  of  the  strongholds 
of  Canadian  fashion. 

Recently  I spent  some  time  along  the 
shore  of  the  lower  St.  Lawrence,  drifting 
in  and  out  of  the  best  known  of  its  sum- 
mer resorts  along  with  the  tide  of  fashion, 
receiving  impressions  which  a more  inti- 


mate acquaintance  might  have  altered,  and 
gathering  experiences,  agreeable  and  the 
reverse,  which  may  interest  those  whose 
curiosity  has  been,  as  mine  was,  excited 
by  a passing  glimpse  of  places  which  their 
guide-books  have  described  as  the  New- 
ports  and  Long  Branches  of  Canada. 

Our  first  stop  is  made  at  Baie  St.  Paul, 
about  sixty  miles  below  Quebec.  The 
magical  stamp  “fashionable”  is  not  yet 
unconditionally  impressed  upon  the  place, 
but  I feel  so  sure  that  it  soon  will  be  that 
I include  it  among  its  better-established 
neighbors.  It  would  be  hard  to  find  a 
lovelier  spot  in  which  to  spend  a quiet 
summer.  Through  modern  improvements 
the  landing  at  Baie  St.  Paul  has  become  a 
very  every-day  affair,  but  five  years  ago 
it  was  an  episode  in  the  summer  holiday. 

The  bay  offers  fine  bathing  privileges, 
and  the  water  is  quite  salty,  while  the  air 
from  the  mountains  brings  health  and 
strength  to  the  dwellers  at  Baie  St.  Paul. 

At  Les  Eboulemens,  the  next  stopping- 
place,  an  ebullient  mass  of  landscape  pre- 
sents itself.  The  wharf  leads  to  a narrow 
opening  between  disordered  rocks  and 
tumbled -up  earth.  Through  it  a few 
quiet -looking  pleasure -seekers  pass,  and 
are  soon  lost  to  sight. 

Five  hours  after  leaving  Quebec  symp- 
toms of  an  important  landing  begin  to  be 
visible  amongst  the  majority  of  Canadians 
on  board.  These  symptoms — such  as  the 
collecting  of  families,  shawls,  and  hand- 
kerchiefs to  facilitate  landing,  the  arous- 
ing to  consciousness  of  the  gentleman  who 
has  slept  peacefully  within  the  cabin  as 
his  chosen  mode  of  enjoying  scenery,  and 
the  closing  of  the  breviary  which  his 
priestly  neighbor  has  read  indefatigably 
— the  tourist  watches  with  the  serenity  of 
the  man  who  knows  his  baggage  is  check- 
ed for  the  round  trip,  and  he  moves  his 
chair  to  the  land  side  of  the  deck,  and 
calmly  takes  in  the  grandeur  of  the  hills 
which  rise  almost  sheer  from  the  water  at 
the  wharf  of  Murray  Bay. 

During  several  years'  residence  in  Cana- 
da we  had  heard  so  much  of  the  delights 
of  life  at  this  the  best  known  of  the  Que- 
bec watering-places  that  as  we  landed 
there  we  realized  over  again  almost  the 
bright  anticipations  of  our  first  ball. 

As  we  dashed  off  over  the  stony  and 
dusty  road  toward  the  hotel,  two  miles 
away,  we  confessed  to  ourselves  that  in 
scenery  nothing  different  could  be  desired. 
To  the  right  the  river  and  bay  were  al- 
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searching  grumbler  can  not  find  a reason 
why  he  should  not  turn  upon  his  small 
soft  pillow  and  seek  the  pleasant  land  of 
Nod. 

We  found  our  hotel  crowded  to  its  ut- 
most capacity — an  indication  of  a popular- 
ity which  will  ever  remain  a mystery  to 
us.  Among  the  guests  there  is  a certain 
friendly  cheeriness;  they  all  seem  to  know 
each  other,  and  they  have  the  manner  of 
people  who  have  taken  possession  for  the 
summer,  and  are  situated  to  their  satisfac- 
tion. There  are  no  costly  toilets  display- 
ed. The  dressing  is  simple,  and  entirely 
appropriate  to  the  place  and  its  require- 
ments, which  are  rather  those  of  the  coun- 
try town  grown  into  popular  favor,  and 
crowded  with  “summer  boarders,”  than 
of  even  the  small  fashionable  resorts  of 
the  Western  States. 

Murray  Bay  impresses  one  as  being  man- 
aged on  strictly  economical  principles. 
Prices  are  kept  down  by  its  habitual  vis- 
itors, as  neither  the  French  nor  Euglish 
Canadians  are,  as  a rule,  given  to  lavish 
expenditure;  consequently  it  is  within  the 
means  of  many  who  are  obliged  to  count 
the  cost  of  their  pleasures,  and  through 
its  lack  of  luxuries  and  conveniences  it  is 
unlikely  to  attract  foreign  sojourners,  and 
the  place  bids  fair  to  remain  the  same. 

So  strongly  is  the  spirit  of  conservatism 
intrenched  here  that  the  same  families 
come  year  after  year  from  Quebec,  Mont- 
real, and  even  Toronto,  to  occupy  the 
same  rooms  or  cottages. 

I doubt  if  for  them  this  orange  is  ever 
sucked  quite  dry,  unless  it  be  by  the  weary 
chaperon,  who  has  gone  conscientiously 
through  her  fifty  years  of  Murray  Bay. 
As  a girl,  this  faithful  friend  has  waded 
through  its  cold  brine,  and  has  fished  for 
smelts  from  off  its  piers;  as  a young  wo- 
man, she  has  gone  driving  in  a caliche,  or 
more  likely  driven  it  herself ; has  danced, 
flirted,  and  spent  her  honey-moon  there; 
has  brought  her  rapidly  increasing  babies 
to  dig  in  the  sand;  and  finally  sits  upon 
one  of  the  breezy  galleries  and  keeps  a 
matronly  eye  upon  her  young  lady  daugh- 
ters. But  even  the  pangs  which  usually 
attend  the  chaperon  are  mitigated  in  her 
case,  for  she  knows  all  the  frequenters  of 
the  place,  and  lias  little  to  fear. 

In  1776  there  was  a prison  built  here, 
by  order  of  General  Wolfe,  and  quite  a 
number  of  American  war  prisoners  were 
confined  in  it.  A hundred  years  ago  one 
could  have  traced  the  foot-prints  of  Mars 


all  the  way  up  to  Quebec;  but  to-day  they 
are  quite  effaced.  The  conquered  French 
have  taken  the  conquering  English  to 
their  hearts  and  homes  with  such  a readi- 
ness that  the  scales  have  turned,  the  old 
element  has  completely  absorbed  the  new, 
and  both  races  have  become  one.  The 
summer  village,  made  up  of  hotels  and 
cottages,  which  accommodates  a floating 
population  of  about  two  thousand,  lies 
three  miles  west  of  the  permanent  French 
village.  It  has  its  own  little  church,  in 
which  the  Scotch  and  English  congrega- 
tions worship,  having  alternate  services. 
Of  course  all  the  Catholic  visitors  find 
their  way  to  their  own  church  at  the 
French  village.  Just  here  I must  men- 
tion one  thing  which  always  impresses  the 
American  in  Canada,  and  that  is  the  full 
attendance  at  all  the  churches,  and  the 
large  proportion  of  men  amongst  the 
worshippers.  I do  not  intend  to  follow 
up  this  observation  with  any  moraliz- 
ing, or  deduce  anything  from  it,  though 
the  moment  seems  so  fitting,  for  I do  not 
find  Canadian  men  holding  any  loftier 
views  or  practicing  any  more  virtues  than 
their  cousins  across  the  line. 

The  drive  between  the  two  villages  is  a 
delightful  one.  It  skirts  around  the  bay, 
past  Pointe  a Gaze,  the  old  Manor-house, 
over  the  Murray  River,  and  under  the 
shadow  of  the  grand  bluff  known  as  Cap 
k l’Aigle.  I think  the  greatest  charms 
of  Murray  Bay  are  its  picturesque  walks 
and  drives.  The  roads  in  many  places  are 
steep  and  rocky,  but  horses  and  vehicles 
are  strong  and  well  adapted  to  the  region, 
the  favorite  conveyance  being  the  odd- 
looking caliche,  emigrated  from  Quebec. 
It  is  built  to  hold  two  persons  and  its 
driver,  but  it  has  been  seen  to  hold  eight 
or  nine  tipsy  sailors  as  it  jolted  and 
bounced  up  the  streets  of  Quebec.  It  can 
be  hired  on  most  reasonable  terms,  which 
vary,  however,  with  your  turn  for  bar- 
gaining. 

The  American  always  notes  with  sur- 
prise the  great  proportion  of  their  lives 
which  the  Canadians  pass  in  the  open  air, 
in  winter  as  well  as  in  summer.  They  are, 
as  a rule,  good  walkers,  and  fond  of  out- 
door pleasures  and  exercises  of  all  kinds. 
At  Murray  Bay,  as  w ell  as  elsewhere,  this 
fondness  shows  itself,  and  they  make  the 
most  of  the  w ild  and  romantic  region  in 
which  they  are  living.  After  breakfast 
they  winder  off  in  parties  up  the  hills,  or 
to  some  lovely  spot  on  the  bay. 
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Frazer  Falls  and  the  Chute  are  within 
walking  distance,  being  each  about  five 
miles  from  the  hotels,  while  the  wonder- 
ful Trou  is  four  miles  farther  off,  and  is  a 
popular  place  for  picnics.  Those  who  care 
to  try  their  hand  at  trout-fishing  have  ev- 
ery opportunity  in  Grand  Lac,  Petit  Lac, 
and  Lac  Gravel.  Sport  is  to  be  found,  too, 
amongst  the  mountain  recesses  and  peaks, 
for  in  July  the  bear  wanders  about  in  his 
search  for  blueberries,  a fruit  for  which  he 
has  a highly  developed  taste.  The  caribou 
makes  his  appearance  in  the  vicinity  as 
early  as  September. 

In  becoming  acquainted  with  Murray 
Bay  the  stranger  will  have  his  curiosity 
aroused  by  the  many  regularly  shaped 
mounds  which  he  comes  upon  at  a certain 
elevation  above  the  water.  They  are  real- 
ly remains  of  land-slips,  and  are  composed 
of  stratified  sand  and  clay,  belonging  to 
the  geological  formations  known  as  Leda 
clay  and  Saxicava  sand.  They  have  been 
rounded  off  to  their  present  shape  by  the 
action  of  the  weather  sand  the  receding 
waters.  The  whole  region  is  one  of  deep 
interest  to  the  geologist  or  mineralogist, 
as  the  Laurentian  system  contains  for 
them  inexhaustible  riches. 

There  are  always  a few  Americans  to 
be  found  summering  here,  generally  of  a 
class  seeking  rest  and  quiet  rather  than 
gayety.  They  certainly  do  not  come  for 
the  bathing,  as  the  mere  mention  of  it  sets 
them  shivering.  Even  amongst  the  Ca- 
nadians, who  can  stand  such  cold  baths,  I 
found  that  bathing  was  the  exception  rath- 
er than  the  rule,  as  most  of  them  seemed 
to  prefer  to  take  their  dips  in-doors. 

The  children  get  over  the  difficulty  of 
coldness  by  one  of  the  happy  expedients 
of  quick-witted  childhood.  They  appro- 
priate the  deep  hollows  in  the  great  rocks 
along  the  beach,  which  the  ebbing  tide  has 
left  brimful  of  water,  tempered  to  a plea- 
sant warmth  by  the  sun.  In  these  natu- 
ral bath-tubs  they  splash  and  frolic  about 
to  their  hearts'  content.  They  patter  over 
the  rocks  in  their  bare  feet,  dripping  gar- 
ments, and  high -peaked  straw  hats,  rosy 
and  happy,  and  are  delightfully  quaint 
little  pictures. 

Almost  any  afternoon,  as  you  drift 
about  the  bay,  you  are  treated  to  a most 
bewildering  series  of  mirages,  which  take 
all  kinds  of  liberties  with  the  many  hills 
in  view.  Another  experience  which  you 
will  have  whilst  rowing  is  no  illusion  at 
all,  but  undoubted  reality,  and  that  is  the 


remarkable  changes  of  temperature  as  you 
pass  into  and  out  of  the  varying  currents 
of  water  and  air.  One  moment  you  will 
sit  in  the  perfect  enjoyment  of  a delicious 
breeze,  which  does  not  penetrate  with  the 
slightest  chill  even  your  thin  summer  at- 
tire. Then,  without  a moment's  warning, 
a long  stroke  brings  you  into  a broad 
band  of  icy  air,  which  seems  to  sweep 
direct  from  the  north  pole.  You  hasti- 
ly muffle  yourself,  and  a heavy  winter 
shawl  will  only  half  warm  you. 

Cacouna,  Murray  Bay’s  fashionable 
neighbor  and  rival,  is  situated  on  the 
south  bank  of  the  St.  Lawrence,  about  for- 
ty miles  further  down  the  river.  About 
it  the  country  loses  much  of  the  rugged- 
ness of  the  north  shore,  the  hills  being 
more  softly  rounded,  and  clothed  with  a 
more  generous  and  summery  vegetation. 

While  the  opposite  side  delights  one 
with  the  grandeur  of  its  heights  and  soli- 
tudes, it  impresses  one  at  the  same  time 
with  a sense  of  desolation  utterly  opposed 
to  all  homeliness,  and  you  constantly 
wonder  what  could  have  induced  settle 
ments  to  grow,  especially  since  they  are 
so  entirely  dependent  upon  farming  in- 
dustry. But  here  the  farms  and  the  bet- 
ter class  of  houses,  the  meadows  aud  wav- 
ing grain  fields,  make  you  feel  that  sum- 
mer has  not  entirely  thrown  away  its 
time  in  consenting  to  visit  the  land. 

This  change  and  much  else  you  have 
time  to  note  as  you  drive  from  the  wharf 
at  Riviere  du  Loup  to  Cacouna,  a distance 
of  five  miles. 

The  Saguenay  steamers  touch  at  Riviere 
du  Loup  between  five  and  six  in  the  after- 
noon, and  for  the  drive  to  Cacouna  there 
could  be  no  more  happily  chosen  hour. 
The  scene  on  the  wharf — which,  on  ac- 
count of  the  tide  and  level  beach,  is  built 
fully  three  -quarters  of  a mile  out  into 
the  stream  — as  you  steam  up  to  it  is  a 
very  lively  one.  The  pier  is  a rendezvous 
for  the  sojourners  of  the  several  resorts 
which  cluster  about  within  easy  driving 
or  walking  distance.  Amongst  the  pub- 
lic conveyances  one  sees  a fair  sprinkling 
of  private  carriages,  wagons,  and  phae- 
tons, a few  horsemen,  and  a great  many 
pedestrians  out  for  a walk  of  four  or  five 
miles,  to  get  up  an  appetite  for  tea,  and  see 
the  latest  arrivals  from  Quebec. 

While  the  boat  remains,  all  is — I was 
about  to  say  confusion,  but  that  implies 
too  much  the  idea  of  hurry,  and  one  very 
seldom  feels  hurried  in  Canada.  The 
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during  illO  muter.-  vBIteds  si  mi  dighilv  ' VI *.r--y  lit  up  the  thirty  miles  of-  green  wa'. 

conducted  outbuild fioty ' filter . t$r  which,  ^ettdieS.  *<tid  t)i6 

iTi  hi  hi*  calculations;  everything  .mu  si:  bo  other ■■side,  forming:  4 bod  on  which,  like 
Northern  weather  proof,  ami  so  the  barn  * cam  cos,  rested  the  softly  modelled  island* 
a re  made  n>  do  doty  for  stables  ^ wyli:  in  the  distance:  while  nearer,  the  lonely 
A^uothcr  nhtmeabte  feature  in  tjrti  J&ri$b| ;^n.d.  clt^Ltlate  Pilgrirh  .teles,  u solemn  jm> 
sea]r\  ami  one  which  adds  gmoly  to  its  cession  to rniugtdul f ward,  as&Lwitid 
pjctxir^iie.ncss,.  in  the  vruidivdjl  With  tli’^  ap]>earaliceyi£  iftgvi’F  mas^ue'rndtofji  in 
which  faring  fe  jVc<;>yuledi  ftnet  which  tlm  bcnYilderiHg,  eiidi^htlng.''] igh t 
is  made  to  do  much  of  tin-  iieusy  *r\orfc.  W *.■  found  the  principal  hotel  tof  ihn 
Then  th'*n-  hro  the  oiddasluoned  out-.  place  finely  kittmted  upon  (he  ImVw  of  a 
OTeit^  cat  her  Wi&e  piM  ditt  from  \yhic7*  a maghifleent  view  is 

bit! it ; in  common  by  several  ft* milieu  obtained,  The  beach  tedove  if  is  wide  and 

Wb$re<  ftfiittfr  and  the  water  being  ilomdcdly 

done*..  xVml,  hydhx>W‘^y;  the  6a Ido g f64^|’Whmii>ji*  'than  at  /Murray  Bay/ bathmg^  ^ 
a Fmteh  - ([afratiiw).  - . family  te  Wl'  j^iteblterg  much  more  irfdplged'  m,v  The  tieayli 
•ifcViir to risked : for  liof.'only  ;>arwi d#  which 

'Uwh  hsjMjy  nuitibcr  ijff  ;riiohfTi<:;:->.id'le &>\yte/ttte  cliftVvriih  acceptable  rest- 

fr*  fdl,  Ibtt  ft  lakes  a good  deal  of *:.P 1 k « w pint  tb^ne  for  the  tie^fcni 
till  each,  o in  none  of  their  teste-  do  the, ; .is  stetfp,  The  ;8j$4  night  v\  e spent  i u tea 
people  show  Mu-.ii'  cm mete  >u  more  st  rong*  rumia  \vc  were  teva/ed  \q  the  most  brill 
ly  Mkih  in  btmvg  breml  ymr.*-,.  i;o it  display  |hte  point  bring  FVo- 

^li  of.  thos*'  Umi"'*  Wsr.  had  ptelitj  of  eiumg’h  muih  for  ms  to  enjoy  &hf.  jdw  item 
tinm  1,0  observe?.  Xhurte  one  rrioh  m ill  it*  Hphmdnite  Tim  ftftii^}>henv 

h<ow  west  one  -of  Vims.? ' p.ve'ol only  t;p£te  h.eo • iv.  of  a erytea!  clrartuejs,  {hrtiugVi 
struct ci. I beasts  of  loco.iuotiott  winch  every  mx-  at  f i.d.r,  either  by  oiyht 

seemed  tn  h#  up  tunl idowti-. ,'mtfei' ' thw.-oh  - { or  rtte  its  fill  thtesi^ty 

wakI,  and  .which,  in  hHngiuguur  journey  ; 'TV  hid  the  people  do  aotli  th  empires  in 
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<’wu.fm  ;f  k.lmrrl  for  the  tin  ini  fitted  to  • Cawidmn  am  yvoriVot  '£pecimvii.s  'in  their 
The  hotel  was  lull,  and  yet  the  j fme:  A hoi  vs  simplest  wish  in  a law  they 
jwjtlnrs  i\rn  empty.  l j*ih  ut>y  upper  ! hold  themscl  s ready  to  mA  no  a Cd^y  :uui 
£«ilenc;i  uikI  iu  pleasant  nooks  of  the-  obey.  ; They  seem  never  to  imv  e itur  of 
hmiNO  you  corne 
ujHin  a cluster  of  la- 

t . } V; ]•/’, ;,  y ' *,>  •'  . \ . :'^’yv:y 'V  V •',.  <• .; - y 


EBsillgP 


K*ta i 1 u b.se n t ,•  T K/vr - *.  \ ••  .•  <'V  ,x 

ihy  •;  yuU'Hg';^ 

CdmaaT&iiS  Who  Lvjii 
treat  ihem&elves  to 

!*W  1 ax  U*y  of  %peucl  .tag  $*&:;«;  ;J  ■ . 

!ioteiA  arid  vm.,- 

I <OH  u>  tiod  hen*  only  tlv  sons  of  hoodies 
ftccupytfijgr  *u  min#?.'  tv&ulef  »c&,.  or  such  uv 
iiintito  am' to  ^ta^/vySili 

tiaoj  Bui  a Tow  * Janad ia « gvu tJpjw 1 1 of 
«ot>Crt\  omcuvititiS  can  do  ytUihiHle  duty, 
thov  tbfyti-kdvyy  dp  ta  the  eood 


t h u so  limyni veil  nr-*  [m>  v ! oi  m » o gafeg » g jjg 1 j t s 
P^P  *'*>  <dhm  r-inse  Mm  plans  *it  Mj(*  !ady 

Tr/^U-k  to  v i;;-»hU  aub^."  mid  Mim  r-irr*. 
"!ii  t hose  plans  wiMi  an  r«n  h imiaSo(  w ], .<•}< 

* hu-buls  any  doubts  of  Hoar  pie><siuo  *n 

I them.  They  am  aiwty-  end  devoted 


wur*k  -w i ti»'. 3dat  htt: 

known  n*  Amyrieao  like  This  esp^*i:d!y 
applhv.  t<>  tim  '■'  ladies’  men''  of  Lo\s  »o 
Canada.  They,  par Ueuiarly  Mm  Fivimh 


tiOU.VfcWft  CKNimVS. 


tOiifiil.  Ip^^ally  they  do  not  marry  young,  | Of  course  the  spjotiyiwr  of  a few  days 
but  hhpnrtont  moment  come*  m ' will  feel  it  inomnbeut  upon  Mm  to  see  as 

which  tM'^HHtte,  like  3l^-; W •$:<?.  neigh  JxndKtnd  iis  possible, 
son  they  dispose  of  •tl»ernse}vi\^;'<ii,«s  eir-  j £»}&  in  strolling  about  be  will  m#i%  nycn 
iMiiistaoee*  raider  most  proper,  and  how  ■ various  Indian  eneaniptn^nls,  wbose  oe- 
gt^efuiiy  iqvni  the  band  of  the  rejected  ; eapants  vender  their  eivjJizafion  u>  much 
holy  <*?n{  bid  Ivor  ndiou,  ps  po^dde  with  Indian  teiiv.^'  atid  \m- 

.'vSf^ak"rr/g;f/f  aft  n^ohi^urigy  pi'eUi^cs^ifff:  4irt,  ^lit^ liy% 

liirn  very  -few"  imippn>i>riat<5  marriages,  ip  the  ugltesl  of  bai-k' wig  warns,  by  the 
viewing  the  matter  in  a purely  worldly  doors  of  which  the  squavfs,  when  not. 
*\yay.  lake  place  in  Canada.-  Of  course  •.  weaving  basket*,  seem  to  be  either  '•«»; 
class  distinctions  an'i  much  more  sharply  t $0$  m preparing  an  uTUornpttifg  mc^& 
defined  than  in  the  United  Hut-os.  arid,  as  in  a kottie  over  a smoky  lire,  or  preset- 
a vote,  pro  pie  marry  wif.hm  their  own  n«g  over  a thronic  washing.  winch,  hove 
classes.  Coirse.'pieiilly-  faslnonuble  :*oeie-  I ever,  in  no  wi.y*  affects  the  clem  times*  of 
tv  is  not  often  shoohed  by  haying  -.forced  | tW  family  iapjWeh  Amongst  • lire  toeft.' 
upon  it  tin  miaceeptable  pbt^om  fherc  j appears  to  be  a frujierilnify  of  cjttef- 

As  X was  saying,  ihe  gay  lift*  at  Canm-  tain**  who  are  largely  gi  mi  ttp  to  «up* 
ira  is  mbber  tn  tbau^  i*i  portrug  r*  heavy  yitcJety- oaf  dignity,  £i*d 

Uir  tear  i n Thnrr.  i*  much  visiting  be-  j slowly  friAlnoniny  small  e&imes.  *U\- . 
tween  1 hi*  and  the  neighboring  t-mvu*.  1 nvbicb  ore  >nid  to  iheir  visitors,  tv  h «>•,->. 
such  as  litviet’f:  ihv  Loup.  NoO'C  Dame  do  they  iron!  with  a snubbing  su^>ei*ci)m«^* 
Y'ot'Uizi  . ftivo-re  Ooclh:.-  amd  Kuinottraa*  j The  rising  genoraii-.ni.  both  mule 

hi  fhe  | *mrf  jpftjjhcr •'  about  sCrmrgm  with 

Ttihp  thefts  ptemes  and  pf# j ?&;  ni^ip^e  which  Iuib  the.  effect  cx\Hbnl- 

^^e^iding';  purites,  f&iit  Wldbf  f hty  tiiiiil  tc  iKitp&iftift'  kijo'wi^  tftsi  their  sale 
the -ij t / 1 r*t.  Mr  the  iiAwdu]  tii  >\  bud  n*.*uui*a  T object,  id  t.o  s< itieh  petmies.  wh:ich  they 
f U J j ■ propme  in  *&ri*  by  shoot.)  uigihem  fjnam 

iou  will  a )>( i b'tid  it  ^ligiit.fuHy  gay  { any  given  ;^])Oi  in  tin  /Oitu 
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Tadoussac,' just  at  the  mouth  of  the 
Saguenay.  has  within  the  last  few  years 
made  a sudden  bound  into  popular  favor. 
The  past  season  there  was  an  exceptional- 
ly cray  one.  The  place  has  very  fair  ho- 
tel accommodation,  and  a goodly  number 
of  cottages.  It  has  become  the  chosen  re- 
sort  of  some  of  the  most  fashionable  French 
families  of  Quebec,  as  well  as  of  the  quiet- 
er people  who  took  possession  of  the  place 
fifteen  or  twenty  years  ago;  and  a very 
entertaining,  lively  society  has  formed  it- 
self in  this  quaint  little  nest  of  a valley 
amongst  the  Laurentians. 

My  first  glimpse  of  Tadoussac,  gained 
from  the  deck  of  a rain- washed  steamer, 
was  a dismal  introduction.  It  looked 
like  a dreary  place  to  come  to,  and  I 
thought  with  pity  as  well  as  admiration 
of  those  grand  old  mariners,  Jacques 
Cartier  and  his  followers,  who,  nearly 
three  hundred  and  fifty  years  ago,  moored 
their  barks  within  the  bay.  1 wondered 
whether  their  mental  vision  turned  back 
to  the  warm,  gay  land  they  had  left  as 
the  cold  gray  of  the  landscape  broke  upon 
their  sight.  Whether  it  did  or  not,  they 
pressed  on,  and  at  this  place  first  landed, 
in  1535,  upon  Canadian  soil,  planted  the 


cross  here,  and  christened  the  country 
New  France. 

But  though  Tadoussae  gave  us  a chilly 
welcome,  I soon  found  that  when  the  skies 
chose  to  do  their  part,  the  place,  under  a 
Hood  of  sunshine,  could  brighten  and  look 
beguiling  enough,  and  the  broad  river 
could  dimple  and  sparkle  with  all  I lie 
grace  of  a meadow  brook. 

Jacques  Cartier  discovered  Tadoussae 
for  France,  and  Lord  Duffer  in  discovered 
it  to  fashion.  Early  during  bis  admin- 
istration as  Governor -General  of  Can- 
ada the  Earl  of  Du  fieri  n built  a summer 
residence  here.  From  that  time  the  place 
has  steadily  advanced  as  a summer  resort. 
Its  climate  is  most  healthful;  and  its  wild 
and  magnificent  scenery,  and  the  good 
fishing  to  he  had  in  the  vicinity,  make  it 
most  attractive  to  a variety  of  people,  es- 
pecially as  Canadians  are  very  fond  of 
out-door  life. 

One  of  the  pleasures  of  which  the  so- 
journer at  Tadoussae  will  likely  avail 
himself  is  that  afforded  by  numerous  sail- 
ing excursions,  lasting  sometimes  several 
days,  up  the  Saguenay,  and  perhaps  even 
Up  the  Sainte  Marguerite  River,  the  no- 
ble batiks  of  which  equal  in  magnificent 
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grandeur  those  of  tbe  Ba,e.uoitay  itself,  mio  axrxdlhrd  forth  i'ii&\  The  irmat  \vIdo;  hotel, 
s»  iiK*)i  it.  ’if^ipti'e.S; it«  waien&  This  charm-  vvulitiil  ns  modern  merry  makim*  Mtrtitvfjl 
‘iiifr  $ rip  is  denied  tj o-  Usual  tourist,  vis  no  ■ m.  shadow  over  the  hHle  tvvo  )Oir>drod- 
steameivi M*e  rtm  on  iJM-Saho^  y*arold  dhajial  of  fhf?  Jesuits,  which  -tuml 

The  tiiiy  Sviihboais  ||  which  >li-'Sr  ryoir-  at  ;im  foot  of  its  lawn,  still  ed  jm 

sums  are  made  mu*?,  of  <«ouv>«\  'ha  wo}  i mam  nU  the  rtinipl  icily  of  it>  time 
;ty;edv  ft*-  iVtthou^h  Urn  #AirUt:h v>\  has  & This  church  was  one  of  the  (irsf  hi'ult  iu 
j$  AtHit’ A*  ld/t  4.jdfi&- : ih®  oouiitry,  ^rid  iiow  'iii  its  old  &$#''' pi* 
sant  iiiiiio  t«*  h-  caught  o;i  us  dark  ■nati'T$  •oi.vf^.s  Un*  chc-v  of  ds  yotUh.  • Thru  d 

Ui  u dense  f(H.  jus  there  .or  ooeh  sUvh.:he<  h.-d  f l»v  pride  of  the  pioneer,  and  now  the 
of  Tfjaav  Hides  Vu  Hi-th  M hr- re-  ii  is  Uhpov  | po  shrr  of  r U«<  Veteran  ShOHiipe:  within 
sible  ^ithor  to  anchor  or  hold,  j;  Us  enhance.  -tinder  the  qufdrd  eH»irry 

TJtesn^w  Met-- T Whfcfr  ’ yotJ  id #»i>H t tymcb  with ,yn\\r' 

"i V'- foh?Y|  Upiyftoi  fcUMSl,  $$$*;  h h»n£  lim?  of  ghosts 
which exhiutte  for  inland,  and  offers  most  15 tea j *n  aiUl  oui  asvjfou  i?>gte.vl^fefc  through 
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the  years  of  it*  existence I They  form  a 
motley  prewssstor.  Indians, 

habitants; -wHIgt*;  fStnttrfcs..  up#l  trappers 
fjlb  pa#,  and  brio#  their  woes,  :pk  various  ] 
as  to  its  altar  and  eonfeisioti- 

*1.  . No-wand  Ibeu  th«  -line  swerve.* 

aside!  a&  sn- 

a mvwueht  th^  tiny  place  with  a eoufusion 
. of  jiiisaAty  tRtiug  fashionable  garnieote;  a 
fl3^iat  «i{  d'»a«itinds  cm  hands  clasping  guide* 
a,oii  poiief-hnoks,  tightly  furled  veils,  and 
yjupife,  authoritative  voices,  Then  the 
tewy  JSlt»  away  to  ltK»k  at  the  aid  tnuld- 
i u gs  o f ilie  Rudsoii  Bay  Oojti(iany  hear 
by.  or  tin-  battery  of  antiquated  t'cvur- 
pouuders  on  the  hotel  lawn,  and  the 
glmsts  have  the  place  again  to  theirtisel  visa; 

Tadoussitc  Ha^  so  .ntaity  amtyral  advarj 
tages  that  it  only  needs  to  he  properly  di- 
rected to  become  the  foremost  of  Canadian 
watering- ptheea,  It  starts  upon  its  career 
—for  it  is  comparatively  a young  rival  to 
ii<e  resort*  f.U rthor  u p the  river— with  great 
promise.  Awl  TL  a*  seems  the  case,  it 
has  fallen  into  the  hands  of  skillful  nraii- 
4-^er s,  its  success  is  only  a question  of  a 
h?v  seasons.  Its  chaD.ees  for  attracting 
tireign  elements  to  its  summer  life  are 
good-  for  altliotigh,  like  its  neighbomsg 
‘owns,  it  bides  shyly  Itehmd  its  hills,  and 
*»  gives  but  a glimpse  of  itself  to  passing 
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boats,  still,  a*  alt  this  Saguenay  steamers 
make  a hull  of  several  hours  at  its  wharf, 
the  passengers  have  sniffle  time  to  ace 
i enough  of  the  place  to  moiuUhem  want 
to  see  more, . ■ Tadoussac-  poss'eafea  tliat 
most  valuable  charm,  the  power  to  haunt 
the  Uienmrr.  I am  sure  that  »U  who 

have  once  walked  its  grassy  paths  often 
think  of , the  strange  old  Northyrh  vib 
lag*;-  If  they  loved  oa  to  re,  they  carried 
away  with  them  a picture  of  clear  waters. 

. over  which  hang  gray  -rocks  Wreathed 
with  dark  .evergreens,  Ihmtiiig  kslopas, 
or  dainty  harebells',  null  hill*  swelling 

away  iota  hills,  gro w i'jtg  mom  Mysterious 
us  their  ranges  grow  lottcdier add  more.re- 

rm»te.  <!)r,  if  they  love 

recall,  when  the.  next  season  eoniee,  the 
gay,  care  free  groups  fliey  luiVe  seen  un< 
tier  the  trees  abooi  the  ptetty  cyttages, 
and  the  dashing  premg0;ades  about  the 
hotels,  the  snatches  of  conversation,  car- 
ried on  in  Freiieh  <3i;  Epgllslt,  wdiigh  they 
have  caught  as  picturesque  mi- American  • 
looking  people  strolled  past  them  along 
the  rustic  road-rides.  Taiioussac  wiil 
haunt  them  with  its  quaint ness  ami  mys- 
tery. They  will  want  t<>  g<>  there  agam 
and  test  their  first  impressions;  and,  go- 
ing. they  w ill  lie  char meiLnnce  inure  with 
its  difference-  from  the  other  places  they 
have  known.  , 


JUDITH  SHAKESPEARE: 

HER  LOVE  AFFAIRS  AND  OTHER  ADVENTURES. 


CHAPTER  XIX. 

A DAUGHTER  OF  ENGLAND. 

SWEETHEART  WILLIE,”  she  said 
—and  her  hand  lay  lightly  on  his 
shoulder,  as  they  were  walking  through 
the  meadows  in  the  quiet  of  this  warm 
golden  evening — 4 4 what  mean  you  to  be 
when  you  grow  up  ?” 

He  thought  for  a second  or  two,  and 
then  he  rather  timidly  regarded  her. 

44What  would  you  have  me  to  be, 
Cousin  Judith  ?”  he  said. 

44  Why,  then,”  said  she,  “methinks  I 
would  have  you  be  part  student  and  part 
soldier,  were  it  possible,  like  the  gallant 
Sir  Philip  Sidney,  that  Queen  Elizabeth 
said  was  the  jewel  of  her  reign.  And 
yet  you  know,  sweetheart,  that  we  can  not 
all  of  us  be  of  such  great  estate.  There 
be  those  who  live  at  the  court,  and  have 
wealth  and  lands,  and  expeditions  given 
them  to  tit  out,  so  that  they  gain  fame; 
that  is  not  the  lot  of  every  one,  and  I 
know  not  whether  it  may  be  yours — 
though  for  brave  men  there  is  ever  a 
chance.  But  this  I know  I would  have 
you  ready  to  do,  whether  you  be  in  high 
position  or  in  low,  and  that  is  to  fight  for 
England,  if  needs  be,  and  defend  her,  and 
cherish  her.  Why,”  she  said,  “what 
would  you  think,  now,  of  one  brought  up 
by  a gentle  mother,  one  that  owes  his 
birth  and  training  to  this  good  mother, 
and  because  there  is  something  amiss  in 
the  house,  and  because  everything  is  not 
to  his  mind,  he  ups  and  says  he  must  go 
away  and  forsake  her  ? Call  you  that 
the  thought  of  a loyal  son  and  one  that  is 
grateful  ? I call  it  the  thought  of  a pee- 
vish, froward,  fractious  child.  Because, 
forsooth,  this  thing  or  the  other  is  not  to  his 
worship’s  liking,  or  all  the  company  not 
such  as  he  would  desire,  or  others  of 
the  family  having  different  opinions— as 
surely,  in  God’s  name,  they  have  a right 
to  have— why,  he  must  needs  forsake 
the  mother  that  bore  him,  and  be  off  and 
away  to  other  countries!  Sweetheart 
Willie,  that  shall  never  be  your  mind,  I 
charge  you.  No,  you  shall  remain  faith- 
ful to  your  mother  England,  that  is  a dear 
mother  and  a good  mother,  and  hath 
done  well  by  her  sons  and  daughters  for 


many  a hundred  years;  and  you  shall  be 
proud  of  her,  and  ready  to  fight  for  her, 
ay,  and  to  give  your  life  for  the  love  of 
her,  if  ever  the  need  should  be!” 

He  was  a small  lad,  but  he  was  sen- 
sitive and  proud-spirited;  and  he  loved 
dearly  this  Cousin  Judith  who  had  made 
this  appeal  to  him ; so  that  for  a second 
the  blood  seemed  to  forsake  his  face. 

44 1 am  too  young  as  yet  to  do  aught. 
Cousin  Judith,”  said  he,  in  rather  a low 
voice,  for  his  breath  seemed  to  catch; 
“but — but  when  I am  become  a man  I 
know  that  there  will  be  one  that  will 
sooner  die  than  see  any  Spaniard  or 
Frenchman  seize  the  country.” 

44  Bravely  said,  sweetheart,  by  my  life !” 
she  exclaimed  (and  her  approval  was  very 
sweet  to  his  ears).  “That  is  the  spirit 
that  women’s  hearts  love  to  hear  of,  I can 
tell  thee.”  And  she  stooped  and  kissed 
him  in  reward.  “Hold  to  that  faith. 
Be  not  ashamed  of  your  loyalty  to  your 
mother  England ! Ashamed  ? Heaven’s 
mercy ! where  is  there  such  another  coun- 
try to  be  proud  of  ? And  where  is  there 
another  mother  that  hath  bred  such  a race 
of  sons?  Why,  times  without  number 
have  I heard  my  father  say  that  neither 
Greece,  nor  Rome,  nor  Carthage,  nor  any 
of  them,  were  such  a race  of  men  as  these 
in  this  small  island,  nor  had  done  such 
great  things,  nor  earned  so  great  a fame, 
in  all  parts  of  the  world  and  beyond  the 
seas.  And  mark  you  this,  too : ’tis  the  men 
who  are  fiercest  to  fight  with  men  that 
are  the  gentlest  to  women ; they  make  no 
slaves  of  their  women ; they  make  com- 
panions of  them;  and  in  honoring  them 
they  honor  themselves,  as  I reckon.  Why, 
now,  could  I but  remember  what  my  fa- 
ther hath  written  about  England,  ’twould 
stir  your  heart,  I know;  that  it  would; 
for  you  are  one  of  the  true  stuff,  I’ll  be 
sworn ; and  you  will  grow  up  to  do  your 
duty  by  your  gracious  mother  England — 
not  to  run  away  from  her  in  peevish  dis- 
content !” 

She  cast  about  for  some  time,  her  mem- 
ory, that  she  could  not  replenish  by  any 
book- reading,  being  a large  and  somewhat 
miscellaneous  store  house. 

“ 'Twas  after  this  fashion,”  said  she,  44  if 
I remember  aright: 
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‘ This  royal  throne  of  Icings , this  sceptred  isle, 

This  earth  of  majesty , this  seat  of  Mars, 

This  fortress , built  by  Nature  for  herself 
Against  infest  ion  and  the  hand  of  war  ; 

This  happy  breed  of  men , this  little  world , 

This  precious  stone  set  in  the  silver  sea , 

Which  serves  it  in  the  office  of  a wall , 

Or  as  a moat  defensive  to  a house , 

Against  the  envy  of  less  happier  land i — 

This  blessed  plot , this  earth,  this  realm,  this  Eng- 
land P 

Mark  you  that,  sweetheart? — is’t  not  a 
land  worth  fighting  for  ? Ay,  and  she 
hath  had  sons  that  could  fight  for  her; 
and  she  hath  them  yet,  I dare  be  sworn, 
if  the  need  were  to  arise.  And  this  is 
what  you  shall  say,  Cousin  Willie,  when 
you  are  a man  and  grown : 

* Come  the  three  comers  of  the  world  in  anns , 

And  we  shall  shock  them . Naught  shall  make  us 
rue , 

If  England  to  itself  do  rest  but  h~ue  P ” 

These  quotations  were  but  for  the  in- 
struction of  this  small  cousin  of  hers,  and 
yet  her  own  face  was  proud. 

44  Shall  I be  a soldier,  then,  Cousin 
Judith?”  the  boy  said.  44 1 am  willing 
enough.  I would  be  what  you  would 
wish  me  to  be;  and  if  I went  to  the  wars, 
you  would  never  have  need  to  be  shamed 
of  me.” 

44 That  know  I right  well,  sweetheart,” 
said  she,  and  she  patted  him  on  the  head. 
44  But  ’tis  not  every  one’s  duty  to  follow 
that  calling.  You  must  wait  and  judge 
for  yourself.  But  whatever  chances  life 
may  bring  you,  this  must  you  ever  remain, 
if  you  would  have  my  love,  sweetheart, 
and  that  I hope  you  shall  have  always— 
you  must  remain  a good  and  loyal  son  to 
your  mother  England,  one  not  easily  dis- 
contented with  small  discomforts,  and  sent 
forth  in  a peevish  fit.  Where  is  there  a 
fairer  country  ? Marry,  I know  of  none. 
Look  around — is’t  not  a fair  enough  coun- 
try ?” 

And  fair  indeed  on  this  quiet  evening 
was  that  wide  stretch  of  Warwickshire, 
with  its  hedges  and  green  meadows,  and 
low-lying  wrooded  hills  bathed  in  the  warm 
sunset  light.  But  it  was  the  presence  of 
Judith  that  made  it  all  magical  and  mys- 
tical to  him.  Whatever  she  regarded 
with  her  clear-shining  and  wondrous  eyes 
was  beautiful  enough  for  him  —while  her 
hand  lay  on  his  shoulder  or  touched  his 
hair.  He  was  a willing  pupil.  He  drank 
in  those  lessons  in  patriotism : what  was 
it  he  would  not  do  for  his  cousin  Judith  ? 


What  was  it  he  would  not  believe  if  it 
were  she  who  told  him,  in  that  strange 
voice  of  hers,  that  thrilled  him,  and  was 
like  music  to  him,  whether  she  spoke  to 
him  in  this  proud,  admonitory  way,  or 
was  in  a teasing  mood,  or  was  gentle  and 
affectionate  toward  him  ? Yes,  this  War- 
wickshire landscape  was  fair  enough,  un- 
der the  calm  sunset  sky;  but  he  knew  not 
what  made  it  all  so  mystical  and  wonder- 
ful, and  made  the  far  golden  clouds  seem 
as  the  very  gateways  to  heaven. 

44  Or  is  there  one  with  a prouder  story  ?” 
she  continued.  “Or  a land  of  greater 
freedom  ? Why,  look  at  me,  now.  Here 
am  I,  a woman,  easily  frightened,  helpless 
if  there  were  danger,  not  able  to  fight  any 
one.  Why,  you  yourself,  Cousin  Willie, 
if  you  were  to  draw  a dagger  on  me,  I de- 
clare to  thee  I would  run  and  shriek  and 
hide.  Well,  look  at  me  as  I stand  here: 
all  the  might  and  majesty  of  England 
can  not  harm  me ; I am  free  to  go  or  to 
stay.  What  needs  one  more  ? None  durst 
put  a hand  on  me.  My  mind  is  as  free 
as  my  footsteps.  I may  go  this  way  or 
that  as  I choose;  and  no  one  may  com- 
mand me  to  believe  this,  that,  or  the  other. 
What  more  ? And  this  security — think 
you  it  had  not  to  \^e  fought  for  ?— think 
you  it  was  not  worth  the  fighting  for? 
Or  think  you  we  should  forget  to  give 
good  thanks  to  the  men  that  faced  the 
Spaniards,  and  drove  them  by  sea  and 
shore,  and  kept  our  England  to  our- 
selves ? Or  think  you  we  should  forget 
our  good  Queen  Bess,  that  I warrant  me 
had  as  much  spirit  as  they,  and  was  as 
much  a man  as  any  of  them  ?” 

She  laughed. 

“Perchance  you  never  heard,  sweet- 
heart, of  the  answer  that  she  made  to  the 
Spanish  ambassador  ?” 

“No,  Judith,”  said  he,  but  something 
in  her  manner  told  him  that  there  had 
been  no  cowardice  in  that  answer. 

“Well,” she  said,  “I  will  tell  thee  the 
story  of  what  happened  at  Deptford.  And 
now  I bethink  me,  this  must  you  do, 
cousin  Willie,  when  you  are  grown  to  be 
a man ; and  whether  you  be  soldier  or 
sailor,  or  merchant,  or  student,  ’tis  most 
like  that  some  day  or  other  you  will  be  in 
London;  and  then  must  you  not  fail  to 
go  straightway  to  Deptford  to  see  the 
famous  ship  of  Sir  Francis  Drake  lying 
there.  I tell  thee,  ’twas  a goodly  thought 
to  place  it  there;  that  was  like  our  brave 
Queen  Bess;  she  would  have  the  youth  of 
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the  country  regard  with  honor  the  ship 
that  had  been  all  round  the  world,  and 
chased  the  Spaniards  from  every  sea. 
Nay,  so  bad  is  my  memory  that  I can  not 
recall  the  name  of  the  vessel— perchance 
’twas  the  Judith — at  least  I have  heard 
that  he  had  one  of  that  name;  but  there 
it  lies,  to  signal  the  glory  of  England  and 
the  routing  of  Spain.” 

“ The  Judith  ?”  said  he,  with  wondering 
eyes.  “Did  he  name  the  ship  after  you, 
cousin  ?” 

“ Bless  the  lad ! All  that  I am  going  to 
tell  thee  happened  ere  I was  born.” 

“No  matter,”  said  he,  stoutly;  “the  first 
thing  I will  ask  to  see,  if  ever  I get  to 
London,  is  that  very  ship.” 

“Well,  then,  the  story,” she  continued, 
shaping  the  thing  in  her  mind  (for  being 
entirely  destitute  of  book-learning,  his- 
torical incidents  were  apt  to  assume  a 
dramatic  form  in  her  imagination,  and 
also  to  lose  literal  accuracy  of  outline). 
“You  must  know  the  Spaniards  were  sore 
vexed  because  of  the  doings  of  Francis 
Drake  in  all  parts  of  the  world,  for  he  had 
plundered  and  harried  them,  and  burned 
their  ships  and  their  towns,  and  made  the 
very  name  of  England  a terror  to  them. 
T5s  no  marvel  if  they  wished  to  get  hold 
of  him ; and  they  declared  him  to  be  no 
better  than  a pirate ; and  they  would  have 
the  Queen — that  is,  our  last  Queen — de- 
liver him  over  to  them  that  they  might 
do  with  him  w*hat  they  willed.  Marry, 
'twas  a bold  demand  to  make  of  England ! 
And  the  Queen,  how  does  she  take  it, 
think  you  ? — how  is  she  moved  to  act  in 
such  a pass  ? Why,  she  goes  down  to 
Deptford,  to  this  very  ship  that  I told  thee 
of —she  and  all  her  nobles  and  ladies, 
for  they  would  see  the  famous  ship.  Then 
they  had  dinner  on  board,  as  I have  heard 
the  story;  and  the  Queen’s  Majesty  asked 
many  particulars  of  his  voyages  from  Mas- 
ter Drake,  and  received  from  him  certain 
jewels  as  a gift,  and  was  right  proud  to 
wear  them.  Then  says  she  aloud  to  them 
all:  ‘My  lords,  is  this  the  man  the  Span- 
iards would  have  me  give  over  to  them  ?’ 
Right  well  she  knew  he  was  the  man ; but 
that  was  her  way,  and  she  would  call  the 
attention  of  all  of  them.  ‘ Your  Majesty,’ 
they  said,  ‘ His  no  other.’  Then  she  swore 
a great  oath  that  the  Queen  of  England 
knew  how  to  make  answer  to  such  a de- 
mand. * Come  hither,  Master  Drake,  ’ says 
she,  in  a terrible  voice.  ‘ Kneel  1’  Then 
he  knelt  on  his  knee  before  her.  ‘My 
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lord,’  says  she  to  one  of  the  noblemen 
standing  by,  ‘your  sword!’  And  then, 
when  she  had  the  sword  in  her  hand,  she 
says,  in  a loud  voice,  ‘ My  lords,  this  is 
the  man  that  Spain  would  have  us  give 
up  to  her;  and  this  is  the  answer  of  Eng- 
land : Arise,  Sir  Francis !’ — and  with  that 
she  taps  him  on  the  shoulder — which  is 
the  way  of  making  a knight,  Cousin  Willie ; 
and  I pray  you  may  be  brave  and  valiant, 
and  come  to  the  same  dignity,  so  that  all 
of  us  here  in  Stratford  shall  say,  * There, 
now,  is  one  that  knew  how  to  serve  faith- 
fully his  fair  mother  England !’  But  that 
was  not  all,  you  must  know,  that  happened 
with  regard  to  Sir  Francis  Drake.  For 
the  Spanish  ambassador  was  wroth  with 
the  Queen ; ay,  and  went  the  length  even 
of  speaking  with  threats.  ‘’Twill  come 
to  the  cannon,’ says  he.  ‘What?’  says 
she,  turning  upon  him.  ‘ Your  Majesty,’ 
says  he,  * I fear  me  this  matter  will  come 
to  the  cannon.’  And  guess  you  her  an- 
swer ? — nay,  they  say  she  spoke  quite  calm- 
ly, and  regarded  him  from  head  to  foot, 
and  that  if  there  were  anger  in  her  heart 
there  was  none  in  her  voice.  ‘ Little  man, 
little  man,’ says  she,  ‘if  I hear  any  more 
such  words  from  thee,  by  God  I will  clap 
thee  straight  into  a dungeon !’  ” 

Judith  laughed,  in  a proud  kind  of  way. 

“That  was  the  answer  that  England 
gave,”  said  she,  “and  that  she  is  like  to 
give  again,  if  the  Don  or  any  other  of 
them  would  seek  to  lord  it  over  her.” 

Three-fourths  of  these  details  were  of 
her  own  invention,  or  rather  — for  it  is 
scarcely  fair  to  say  that — they  had  un- 
consciously grown  up  in  her  mind  from 
the  small  seed  of  the  true  story.  But  little 
Willie  Hart  had  no  distrust  of  any  legend 
that  his  cousin  Judith  might  relate  to  him. 
Whatever  Judith  said  was  true,  and  also 
luminous  in  a strange  kind  of  fashion: 
something  beautiful  and  full  of  color,  to 
be  thought  over  and  pondered  over.  And 
now  as  they  walked  along  toward  the  vil- 
lage, idly  and  lazily  enough — for  she  had 
no  other  errand  than  to  fetch  back  the 
manuscript  that  would  be  lying  at  the 
cottage— his  eyes  were  wistful.  His  fan- 
cies were  far  away.  What  was  it,  then, 
that  he  was  to  do  for  England— that  Ju- 
dith should  approve  in  the  after-years? 

And  for  how  long  should  he  be  away— in 
the  Spanish  Main,  perchance,  of  which  he 
had  heard  many  stories,  or  fighting  in  the 
lowlands  of  Holland,  or  whatever  he  was 
called  to  do— and  what  was  there  at  the 
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end  ? Well,  the  end  that  he  foresaw 
and  desired — the  reward  of  all  his  toil — 
was  nothing  more  nor  less  than  this:  that 
he  should  be  sitting  once  again  in  a pew 
in  Stratford  church,  on  a quiet  Sunday 
morning,  with  Judith  beside  him  as  of  old, 
they  listening  to  the  sin ging  together.  He 
did  not  think  of  his  being  grown  up,  or 
that  she  would  be  other  than  she  was  now. 
His  mind  could  form  no  other  or  fairer 
consummation  than  that — that  would  be 
for  him  the  final  good — to  come  back  to 
Stratford  town  to  find  Judith  as  she  had 
ever  been  to  him,  gentle,  and  kind,  and 
soft-handed,  and  ready  with  a smile  from 
her  beautiful  and  lustrous  eyes. 

“Yes,  sweetheart  Willie,”  said  she,  as 
they  were  nearing  the  cottages,  “look  at 
the  quiet  that  reigns  all  around,  and  no 
priests  of  the  Inquisition  to  come  dragging 
my  poor  old  grandmother  from  her  knit- 
ting. What  has  she  to  do  but  look  after 
the  garden,  and  scold  the  maid,  and  fetch 
milk  for  the  cat  ? And  all  this  peace  of 
the  land  that  we  enjoy  we  may  have  to 
fight  for  again;  and  then,  if  the  King’s 
Majesty  calls  either  for  men  or  for  money, 
you  shall  have  no  word  but  obedience. 
Heard  you  never  of  the  Scotch  knight, 
Sir  Patrick  Spens  ? — that  the  Scotch  Kiug 
would  send  away  to  Norroway  at  an  evil 
time  of  the  year  ? Did  he  grumble  ? Did 
he  say  his  men  were  ill  content  to  start 
at  such  a time  ? Nay,  as  I have  heard, 
when  he  read  the  King’s  letter  the  tears 
welled  in  his  eyes ; but  I’ll  be  sworn  that 
was  for  the  companions  he  was  taking 
with  him  to  face  the  cruel  sea. 

‘The  King’s  daughter  from  Norroway, 

’Tis  we  must  fetch  her  home,’ 

he  says ; and  then  they  up  with  their  sails, 
and  set  out  from  the  land  that  they  never 
were  to  see  more.  What  of  that  ? They 
were  brave  men;  they  did  what  was  de- 
manded of  them;  though  the  black  seas 
of  the  north  were  too  strong  for  them  in 
the  end.  ’Twas  a sad  tale,  in  good  sooth : 

4 0 lang,  lang  may  the  ladies  sit, 

Wi*  the  fans  into  their  hand, 

Before  they  see  Sir  Patrick  Spens 
Come  sailing  to  the  strand! 

4 And  lang,  lang  may  the  maidens  sit, 

Wi’  their  gold  combs  in  their  hair, 

All  waiting  for  their  ain  dear  loves, 

For  them  they’ll  see  nae  mair. 

1 Half  owre,  half  owre  to  Aberdour, 

’Tis  fifty  fathoms  deep, 

And  there  lies  good  Sir  Patrick  Spens 
Wi’  the  Scots  lords  at  his  feet’ 


But  what  then  ? I tell  thee,  sweetheart, 
any  maiden  that  would  be  worth  the  win- 
ning would  a hundred  times  liefer  wail 
for  a lover  that  had  died  bravely  than 
welcome  him  back  safe  and  sound  as  a 
coward.  You  shall  be  no  coward,  I war- 
rant me,  when  you  are  grown  up  to  be  a 
man;  and  above  all,  as  I say,  shall  you 
be  gentle  and  forgiving  with  your  mother 
England,  even  if  your  own  condition  be 
not  all  you  wish;  and  none  the  less  for 
that  shall  you  be  willing  to  fight  for  her 
should  she  be  in  trouble.  Nay,  I’ll  an- 
swer for  thee,  lad:  I know  thee  well.” 

“But,  Judith,” said  he,  “who  are  they 
you  speak  of,  that  are  discontented,  and 
would  go  away  and  leave  the  country  ?” 

Well,  it  is  probable  she  might  have 
found  some  embarrassment  in  answering 
this  question  (if  she  had  been  pressed  to 
name  names)  but  that  what  she  now  be- 
held deprived  her  of  the  power  of  answer- 
ing altogether.  She  had  come  over  from 
the  town  with  no  other  thought  than  to 
pay  a brief  visit  to  her  grandmother,  and 
fetch  back  the  portion  of  the  play,  and 
she  had  not  the  slightest  expectation  of 
encountering  Master  Leofric  Hope.  But 
there  unmistakably  he  was,  though  lie  did 
not  see  her,  for  he  was  standing  at  the 
gate  of  her  grandmother’s  cottage,  and 
talking  to  the  old  dame,  who  was  on  the 
other  side.  There  was  no  pretense  of 
concealment.  Here  he  was  in  the  public 
path,  idly  chatting,  his  hand  resting  on 
the  gate.  And  as  Judith  had  her  cousin 
Willie  with  her,  her  first  thought  was  to 
hurry  away  in  any  direction  in  order  to 
escape  an  interview;  but  directly  she  saw 
that  this  was  impossible,  for  her  grand- 
mother had  descried  her,  if  Leofric  Hope 
had  not.  The  consequence  was  that,  as 
she  went  forward  to  the  unavoidable  meet- 
ing, she  was  not  only  surprised  and  a 
trifle  confused  and  anxious,  but  also  some- 
what and  vaguely  resentful ; for  she  had 
been  intending,  before  seeing  him  again, 
to  frame  in  her  mind  certain  tests  which 
might  remove  or  confirm  one  or  two  sus- 
picions that  had  caused  her  disquietude. 
And  now — and  unfairly,  as  she  thought 
— she  found  herself  compelled  to  meet  him 
without  any  such  legitimate  safeguard  of 
preparation.  She  had  no  time  to  reflect 
that  it  was  none  of  his  fault.  Why  had 
not  he  left  the  play  earlier  ? she  asked  her- 
self. Why  had  not  ho  departed  at  once  ? 
Why,  with  all  his  professions  of  secrecy, 
should  he  be  standing  in  the  open  high- 
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way,  carelessly  talking  ? And  what  was 
she  to  say  to  little  Willie  Hart  that  would 
prevent  his  carrying  back  the  tale  to  the 
school  and  the  town  ? When  she  went 
forward,  it  was  with  considerable  reluc- 
tance; and  she  had  a dim,  hurt  sense  of 
having  been  imposed  upon,  or  somehow  or 
another  injured. 


CHAPTER  XX. 

VARYING  MOODS. 

But  the  strange  thing  was  that  the  mo- 
ment he  turned  and  saw  her — and  the  mo- 
ment she  met  the  quick  look  of  friendliness 
and  frank  admiration  that  came  into  his 
face  and  his  eloquent  dark  eyes— all  her 
misgivings,  surmises,  suspicions,  and  half- 
meditated  safeguards  instantly  vanished. 
She  herself  could  not  have  explained  it; 
she  only  knew  that,  face  to  face  with  him, 
she  had  no  longer  any  doubt  as  to  his  hon- 
esty ; and  consequently  that  vague  sense  of 
injury  vanished  also.  She  had  been  taken 
unawares,  but  she  did  not  mind.  Every- 
thing, indeed,  connected  with  this  young 
man  was  of  a startling,  unusual  charac- 
ter; and  she  was  becoming  familiar  with 
that,  and  less  resentful  at  being  surprised. 

4 ‘Ah,  fair  Mistress  Judith,”  said  he, 
“you  come  opportunely:  I would  thank 
you  from  the  heart  for  the  gracious  com- 
pany I have  enjoyed  this  afternoon 
through  your  good-will ; in  truth,  I was 
loath  to  part  with  such  sweet  friends,  and 
perchance  detained  them  longer  than  I 
should.” 

“I  scarce  understand  you,  sir,”  said 
she,  somewhat  bewildered. 

“Not  the  visions  that  haunt  a certain 
magic  island  ?”  said  he. 

Her  face  lit  up. 

“ Well,  sir  ?”  she  asked,  with  a kind  of 
pride;  but  at  this  point  her  grandmother 
intorposed,  and  insisted — somewhat  to  Ju- 
dith's surprise — that  they  should  come  in 
and  sit  down,  if  not  in  the  house,  at  least  in 
the  garden.  He  seemed  willing  enough ; 
for  without  a word  he  opened  the  gate  to 
let  Judith  pass;  and  then  she  told  him 
who  her  cousin  was;  and  in  this  manner 
they  went  up  to  the  little  arbor  by  the 
hedge. 

“ Well,  good  sir,  and  how  liked  you  the 
company  t”  said  she,  cheerfully,  when  she 
had  got  within  and  sat  down. 

Her  grandmother  had  ostensibly  taken 


to  her  knitting;  but  she  managed  all  the 
same  to  keep  a sharp  eye  on  the  young 
man ; for  she  was  curious,  and  wanted  to 
know  something  further  of  the  parcel  that 
he  had  left  with  her.  It  was  not  merely 
hospitality  or  a freak  of  courtesy  that  had 
caused  her  to  give  him  this  sudden  invita- 
tion. Her  granddaughter  Judith  was  a 
self-willed  wench  and  mischievous;  she 
would  keep  an  eye  on  her  too;  she  would 
learn  more  of  this  commerce  between  her 
and  the  young  gentleman  who  had  appar- 
ently dropped,  as  it  were,  from  the  skies. 

As  for  little  Willie  Hart,  he  remained 
outside,  regarding  the  stranger  with  no 
great  good-will;  but  perhaps  more  with 
wonder  than  with  anger,  for  he  marvelled 
to  hear  Judith  talk  familiarly  with  this 
person,  of  whom  he  had  never  heard  a 
word,  as  though  she  had  known  him  for 
years. 

“ ’Tis  not  for  one  such  as  I,”  said  Mas- 
ter Leofric  Hope,  modestly— and  with  such 
a friendly  regard  toward  Judith  that  she 
turned  away  her  eyes  and  kept  looking  at 
this  and  that  in  the  garden — “to  speak  of 
the  beauties  of  the  work;  I can  but  tell 
you  of  the  delight  I have  myself  experi- 
enced. And  yet  how  can  I even  do  that  ? 
How  can  I make  you  understand  that — or 
my  gratitude  either,  sweet  Mistress  Judith 
— unless  you  know  something  of  the  soli- 
tude of  the  life  I am  compelled  to  lead  ? 

You  would  have  yourself  to  live  at  Bass- 
field  Farm ; and  watch  the  monotony  of 
the  days  there;  and  be  scarcely  able  to 
pass  the  time : then  would  you  know  the 
delight  of  being  introduced  to  this  fair  re- 
gion that  your  father  hath  invented,  and 
being  permitted  to  hear  those  creatures 
of  his  imagination  speak  to  each  other. 

Nay,  but  ’tis  beautiful!  I am  no  critical 
judge;  but  I swear  ’twill  charm  the 
town.” 

“You  think  so,  sir  ?”  said  she,  eagerly, 
and  for  an  instant  she  withdrew  her  eyes 
from  the  contemplation  of  the  flowers. 

But  immediately  she  altered  her  tone  to 
one  of  calm  indifference.  “My  father 
hath  many  affairs  to  engage  him,  you  must 
understand,  good  sir;  perchance,  now,  this 
play  is  not  such  as  he  would  have  written 
had  he  leisure,  and— and  had  he  been  com- 
manded by  the  court,  and  the  like.  Per- 
chance ’tis  too  much  of  the  human  kind 
for  such  purposes  ?” 

“ Icatch  not  your  mean  ing, sweet  lady,” 
said  he. 

“ I was  thinking,”  said  she,  calmly,  “ of 
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the  masques  you  told  us  of— at  Theobald’s 
and  elsewhere — that  Master  Benjamin  Jon- 
son  has  written,  and  that  they  all  seem  to 
prize  so  highly:  perchance  these  were  of 
a finer  stuff  than  my  father  hath  time  to 
think  of,  being  occupied,  as  it  were,  with 
so  many  cares.  ’Tis  a rude  life,  having 
regard  to  horses,  and  lands,  and  malt,  and 
the  rest;  and — and  the  court  ladies — they 
would  rather  have  the  gods  and  goddesses 
marching  in  procession,  would  they  not  ? 
My  father’s  writing  is  too  much  of  the 
common  kind,  is  it  not,  good  sir? — ’tis 
more  for  the  ’prentices,  one  might  say, 
and  such  as  these  ?’* 

^ He  glanced  at  her.  He  was  not  sure 
of  her. 

“The  King,  sweet  lady,”  said  he,  “is 
himself  learned,  and  would  have  the  court 
familiar  with  the  ancient  tongues;  and 
for  such  pageants  ’tis  no  wonder  they 
employ  Master  Jonson,  that  is  a great 
scholar.  But  surely  you  place  not  such 
things — that  are  but  as  toys — by  the  side 
of  your  father’s  plays,  that  all  marvel  at, 
and  applaud,  and  that  have  driven  away 
all  others  from  our  stage  ?” 

“Say  you  so?”  she  answered,  with 
the  same  indifferent  demeanor.  “Nay,  I 
thought  that  Master  Scoloker — was  that 
his  worship’s  name  ? — deemed  them  to  be 
of  the  vulgar  sort.  But  perchance  he 
was  one  of  the  learned  ones.  The  King, 
they  say,  is  often  minded  to  speak  in  the 
Latin.  What  means  he  by  that,  good  sir, 
think  you  ? Hath  he  not  yet  had  time  to 
learn  our  English  speech  ?” 

“Wench,  what  would  you  ?”  her  grand- 
mother interposed,  sharply.  “ Nay,  good 
sir,  heed  her  not ; her  tongue  be  an  unruly 
member,  and  maketh  sport  of  her,  as  I 
think;  but  the  wench  meaneth  no  harm.” 

“The  King  is  proud  of  his  learning,  no 
doubt,”  said  he;  and  he  would  probably 
have  gone  on  to  deprecate  any  comparison 
between  the  court  masques  and  her  fa- 
ther’s plays  but  that  she  saw  here  her  op- 
portunity, and  interrupted  him. 

“I  know  it,”  she  said,  “for  the  letter 
that  the  King  sent  to  my  father  is  writ  in 
the  Latin.” 

“ Nay,  is  it  so  ?”  said  he. 

She  affected  not  to  observe  his  surprise. 

“ ’Twas  all  the  same  to  my  father,”  she 
continued,  calmly, 1 4 whether  the  letter  was 
in  one  tongue  or  the  other.  He  hath  one 
book  now— how  is  it  called  ? — ’tis  a mar- 
vellous heap  of  old  stories— the  Jests — ” 

4 4 Not  the  Oesta  Romanorum  f”  he  said. 


“The  same, as  I think.  Well, he  hath 
one  copy  that  is  in  English,  and  of  our 
own  time,  as  I am  told;  but  he  hath  also 
another  and  a very  ancient  copy,  that  is 
in  the  Latin  tongue;  and  this  it  is— the 
Latin  one,  good  sir  — that  my  father  is 
fondest  of;  and  many  a piece  of  merri- 
ment he  will  get  out  of  it,  when  Julius 
Shawe  is  in  the  house  of  an  evening.” 

“ But  the  Ge8ta  are  not  jests,  good  Mis- 
tress Judith,”  said  he,  looking  somewhat 
puzzled. 

“I  know  not;  I but  hear  them  laugh- 
ing,” said  she,  placidly.  “And  as  for  the 
book  itself,  all  I know  of  it  is  the  outside; 
but  that  is  right  strange  and  ancient, 
and  beautiful  withal : the  back  of  it  white 
leather  stamped  with  curious  devices;  and 
the  sides  of  parchment  printed  in  letters 
of  red  and  black;  and  the  silver  clasps  of 
it  with  each  a boar’s  head.  I have  heard 
say  that  that  is  the  crest  of  the  Scotch 
knight  that  gave  the  volume  to  my  father 
when  they  were  all  at  Aberdeen;  ’twas 
when  they  made  Laurence  Fletcher  a bur- 
gess; and  the  knight  said  to  my  father, 

4 Good  sir,  the  honor  to  your  comrade  is  a 
general  one,  but  I would  have  you  take 
this  book  in  particular,  in  the  way  of 
thanks  and  remembrance  for  your  wit 
and  pleasant  company’  — that,  or  some- 
thing like  that,  said  he;  and  my  father 
is  right  proud  of  the  book,  that  is  very 
ancient  and  precious;  and  often  he  will 
read  out  of  it — though  it  be  in  the  Latin 
tongue.  Oh,  I assure  you,  sir,  ” she  added, 
with  a calm  and  proud  air,  “ ’tis  quite  the 
same  thing  to  him.  If  the  King  choose 
to  write  to  him  in  that  tongue,  well  and 
good.  Marry,  now  I think  of  it,  I make 
no  doubt  that  Julius  Shawe  would  lend 
me  the  letter,  did  you  care  to  see  it.” 

He  looked  up  quickly  and  eagerly. 

“ Goes  your  goodness  so  far,  sweet  Mis- 
tress Judith  ? Would  you  do  me  such  a 
favor  and  honor  ?” 

“Nay,  young  sir,  ” the  grandmother  said, 
looking  up  from  her  knitting,  4 4 tempt  not 
the  wench ; she  be  too  ready  to  do  mad 
things  out  of  her  own  mind.  And  you, 
grandchild,  see  you  meddle  not  in  your 
father's  affairs.” 

“Why,  grandam,”  Judith  cried,  “’tis 
the  common  property  of  Stratford  town. 
Any  one  that  goeth  into  Julius  Shawe’s 
house  may  see  it.  And  why  Julius  Shawe’s 
friends  only  ? Beshrew  me,  there  are  oth- 
ers who  have  as  good  a title  to  that  letter 
—little  as  my  father  valueth  it.” 
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“Nay,  I will  forego  the  favor,”  said 
he  at  once,  “though  I owe  you  none  the 
less  thanks,  dear  lady,  for  the  intention 
of  your  kindness.  In  truth,  I know  not 
how  to  make  you  sensible  of  what  I al- 
ready owe  you ; for,  having  made  acquaint- 
ance with  those  fair  creations,  how  can 
one  but  long  to  hear  of  what  further  be- 
fell them  ? My  prayer  would  rather  go  in 
that  direction — if  I might  make  so  bold.” 

He  regarded  her  now  with  a timid  look. 
Well,  she  had  not  undertaken  that  he 
should  see  the  whole  of  the  play,  nor  had 
she  ever  hinted  to  him  of  any  such  possi- 
bility; but  it  had  been  in  her  mind,  and 
for  the  life  of  her  she  could  not  see  any 
harm  in  this  brief  loan  of  it.  Harm? 
Had  not  even  this  brief  portion  of  it  caused 
him  to  think  of  her  father’s  creations  as* 
if  they  were  of  a far  more  marvellous  na- 
ture than  the  trumpery  court  performances 
that  had  engrossed  his  talk  when  first  she 
met  him  ? 

“There  might  be  some  difficulty,  good 
sir,”  said  she,  ‘ 4 but  methinks  I could  obtain 
for  you  the  further  portions,  if  my  good 
grandmother  here  would  receive  them  and 
hand  them  to  you  when  occasion  served.” 

“What’s  that,  wench?”  her  grandmo- 
ther said,  instantly. 

“Tis  but  a book,  good  grandam,  that 
I would  lend  Master  Hope  to  lighten  the 
dullness  of  his  life  at  the  farm  withal: 
you  can  not  have  any  objection,  grand- 
mother ?” 

“’Tis  a new  trade  to  find  thee  in, 
wench,”  said  her  grandmother.  “I’d  ’a 
thought  thou  wert  more  like  to  have  se- 
cret commerce  in  laces  and  silks.” 

“I  am  no  peddler,  good  madam,” said 
he,  with  a smile;  “else  could  I find  no 
pleasanter  way  of  passing  the  time  than 
in  showing  to  you  and  your  fair  grand- 
daughter my  store  of  braveries.  Nay,  this 
that  I would  beg  of  you  is  but  to  keep  the 
book  until  I have  the  chance  to  call  for  it; 
and  that  is  a kindness  you  have  already 
shown  in  taking  charge  of  the  little  pack- 
age I left  for  Mistress  Judith  here.” 

“Well,  well,  well,”  said  the  old  dame, 
“ if  ’tis  anything  belonging  to  her  father, 
see  you  bring  it  back,  and  let  not  the 
wench  get  into  trouble.” 

“ I think  you  may  trust  me  so  far,  good 
madam,”  said  he,  with  such  simplicity  of 
courtesy  and  sincerity  that  even  the  old 
grandmother  was  satisfied. 

In  truth  she  had  been  regarding  the 
two  of  them  with  some  sharpness  during 
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these  few  minutes  to  see  if  she  could  de- 
tect anything  in  their  manner  that  might 
awaken  suspicion.  There  was  nothing. 

No  doubt  the  young  gentleman  regarded 
Judith  with  an  undisguised  wish  to  be 
friendly  with  her,  and  say  pretty  things; 
but  was  that  to  be  wondered  at  ? ’Twas 
not  all  the  lads  in  Stratford  that  would  be 
so  modest  in  showing  their  admiration 
for  a winsome  lass.  And  this  book-lend- 
ing commerce  was  but  natural  in  the  cir- 
cumstances. She  would  have  been  well 
content  to  hear  that  his  affairs  permitted 
him  to  leave  the  neighborhood,  and  that 
would  happen  in  good  time;  meanwhile 
there  could  be  no  great  harm  in  being 
civil  to  so  well-behaved  a young  gentle- 
man. So  now,  as  she  had  satisfied  her- 
self that  the  leaving  of  the  package  meant 
nothing  dark  or  dangerous,  she  rose  and 
hobbled  away  in  search  of  the  little  maid, 
to  see  that  some  ale  were  brought  out  for 
the  refreshment  of  her  visitor. 

“Sweetheart  Willie,”  Judith  called, 

44  what  have  you  there  ? Come  hither !” 

Her  small  cousin  had  got  hold  of  the 
cat,  and  was  vainly  endeavoring  to  teach 
it  to  jump  over  his  clasped  hands.  He 
took  it  up  in  his  arms,  and  brought  it  with 
him  to  the  arbor,  though  he  did  not  look 
in  the  direction  of  the  strange  gentleman. 

“We  shall  be  setting  forth  for  home 
directly,”  said  she.  “Wilt  thou  not  sit 
down  and  rest  thee  ?” 

44  ’Tis  no  such  distance,  cousin,”  said  he. 

He  seemed  unwilling  to  come  in;  he 
kept  stroking  the  cat,  with  his  head  avert- 
ed. So  she  went  out  to  him,  and  put  her 
arm  round  his  neck. 

“This,  sir,”  said  she,  “is  my  most  con- 
stant companion,  next  to  Prudence  Shawe ; 

I know  not  to  what  part  of  all  this  neigh- 
borhood we  have  not  wandered  together. 

And  such  eyes  he  hath  for  the  birds’  nests ; 
when  I can  see  naught  but  a cloud  of 
leaves  he  will  say,  why,  ’tis  so  and  so,  or 
so  and  so;  and  up  the  tree  like  a squirrel, 
and  down  again  with  one  of  the  eggs,  or 
perchance  a small  naked  birdling,  to  show 
me.  But  we  always  put  them  back,  sweet- 
heart, do  we  not  ?— we  leave  no  bereft  fam- 
ilies, or  sorrowing  mother  bird  to  find  an 
empty  nest.  We  do  as  we  would  be  done 
by;  and  ’tis  no  harm  to  them  that  we 
should  look  at  the  pretty  blue  eggs,  or  take 
out  one  of  the  small  chicks  with  its  downy 
feathers  and  its  gaping  bill.  And  for  the 
fishing,  too— there  be  none  cleverer  at  set- 
ting a line,  as  I hear,  or  more  patient  in 
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watching : but  I like  not  that  pastime,  good 
Cousin  Willie,  for  or  soon  or  late  you  are 
certain  to  fall  through  the  bushes  into  the 
river,  as  happened  to  Dickie  Page  last 
week,  and  there  may  not  be  some  one  there 
to  haul  you  out,  as  they  hauled  out  him.” 

“And  how  fares  he  at  the  school  ?”  said 
the  young  gentleman  in  the  arbor. 

“Oh,  excellent  well,  as  I am  told,”  said 
she,  “although  I be  no  judge  of  lessons 
myself.  Marry,  I hear  good  news  of  his 
behavior;  and  if  there  be  a bloody  nose 
now  and  again,  why,  a boy  that’s  attack- 
ed must  hold  his  own,  and  give  as  good  as 
he  gets  — ’twere  a marvel  else  — and  ’tis 
no  use  making  furious  over  it,  for  who 
knows  how  the  quarrel  began?  Nay,  I 
will  give  my  cousin  a character  for  being 
as  gentle  as  any,  and  as  reasonable ; and 
if  he  fought  with  Master  Crutchley’s  boy, 
and  hit  him  full  sore,  I fear,  between  the 
eyes  — well,  having  heard  something  of 
the  matter,  I make  no  doubt  it  served 
young  Crutchley  right,  and  that  elder  peo- 
ple should  have  a care  in  condemning 
when  they  can  not  know  the  beginning  of 
the  quarrel.  Well,  now  I bethink  me, 
sweetheart,  tell  me  how  it  began,  for  that 
I never  heard.  How  began  the  quarrel  ?” 

“Nay,  ’twas  nothing,”  he  said,  shame- 
facedly. 

“Nothing?  Nay,  that  I will  not  be- 
lieve. I should  not  wonder  now,  i f it  were 
about  some  little  wench.  What?  Nay, 
I’ll  swear  it  now ! ’Twas  about  the  little 
wench  that  has  come  to  live  at  the  Vicar- 
age—what’s  her  name? — Minnie,  or  Win- 
nie ?” 

“’Twas  not,  then,  Judith,”  said  he. 
“ If  you  must  know,  I will  tell  you;  I had 
liefer  say  naught  about  it.  But  ’twas  not 
the  first  time  he  had  said  so — before  all  of 
them — that  my  uncle  was  no  better  than 
an  idle  player,  that  ought  to  be  put  in  the 
stocks  and  whipped.” 

“ Why,  now,”  said  she,  “to  think  that 
the  poor  lad’s  nose  should  be  set  a-bleed- 
ing  for  nothing  more  than  that !” 

4 4 It  had  been  said  more  than  once,  Cous- 
in Judith;  ’twas  time  it  should  end,”  said 
he,  simply. 

At  this  moment  Master  Leofric  Hope 
called  to  him. 

“Come  hither,  my  lad,”  said  he.  “I 
would  hear  how  you  get  on  at  school.” 

The  small  lad  turned  and  regarded  him, 
but  did  not  budge.  His  demeanor  was 
entirely  changed.  With  Judith  he  was 
invariably  gentle,  submissive,  abashed: 
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now,  as  he  looked  at  the  stranger,  he  seem- 
ed to  resent  the  summons. 

“ Come  hither,  my  lad.” 

44  Thank  you,  no,  sir,”  he  said ; “ I would 
as  lief  be  here.” 

“ Sweetheart,  be  these  your  manners  ?” 
Judith  said. 

But  the  young  gentleman  only  laughed 
good-naturedly. 

4 4 Didst  thou  find  any  such  speeches  in 
the  Sententice  Pueriles  ?”  said  he.  4 4 They 
were  not  there  when  I was  at  school.” 

“When  go  we  back  to  Stratford,  Ju- 
dith ?”  said  the  boy. 

“Presently,  presently,”  said  she  (with 
some  vague  impression  that  she  could  not 
well  leave  until  her  grandmother’s  guest 
showed  signs  of  going  also).  “See,  herais 
my  grandam  coming  with  various  things 
for  us;  and  I warrant  me  you  shall  find 
some  gingerbread  amongst  them.” 

The  old  dame  and  the  little  maid  now 
came  along,  bringing  with  them  ale  and 
jugs  and  spiced  bread  and  what  not,  which 
were  forthwith  put  on  the  small  table ; and 
though  Judith  did  not  care  to  partake  of 
these,  and  was  rather  wishful  to  set  out 
homeward  again,  still,  in  common  court- 
esy, she  was  compelled  to  enter  the  arbor 
and  sit  down.  Moreover,  Master  Hope 
seemed  in  no  hurry  to  go.  It  was  a plea- 
sant evening,  the  heat  of  the  day  being 
over;  the  skies  were  clear,  fair,  and  lam- 
bent with  the  declining  golden  light:  why 
should  one  hasten  away  from  this  quiet 
bower,  in  the  sweet  serenity  and  silence, 
with  tlie  perfume  of  roses  all  around,  and 
scarce  a breath  of  air  to  stir  the  leaves? 
He  but  played  with  this  slight  refection; 
nevertheless,  it  was  a kind  of  excuse  for 
the  starting  of  fresh  talk;  and  his  talk 
was  interesting  and  animated.  Then  he 
had  discovered  a sure  and  easy  way  of 
pleasing  Judith,  and  instantly  gaining 
her  attention.  When  he  spoke  of  the  do- 
ings in  London,  her  father  was  no  longer 
left  out  of  these : nay,  on  the  contrary,  he 
became  a central  figure;  and  she  learned 
more  now  of  the  Globe  and  Blackfriars 
theatres  than  ever  she  had  heard  in  her 
life  before.  Nor  did  she  fail  to  lead  him 
on  with  questions.  Which  of  her  father’s 
friends  were  most  constant  attendants  at 
the  theatre?  Doubtless  they  had  chairs 
set  for  them  on  the  stage?  Was  there 
any  one  that  her  father  singled  out  for  es- 
pecial favor?  When  they  went  to  the 
tavern  in  the  evening,  what  place  had  her 
father  at  the  board?  Did  any  of  the 
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young  lords  go  with  them?  How  late 
sat  they  ? Did  her  father  outshine  them 
all  with  his  wit  and  merriment,  or  did  he 
sit  quiet  and  amused  ? — for  sometimes  it 
was  the  one  and  sometimes  the  other  with 
him  here  in  Stratford.  Did  they  in  Lon- 
don know  that  he  had  such  a goodly  house, 
and  rich  lands,  and  horses?  And  was 
there  good  cooking  at  the  tavern — Portu- 
gal dishes  and  the  like?  Or  perchance 
(she  asked,  with  an  inquiring  look  from 
the  beautiful,  clear  eyes)  it  was  rather 
poor?  And  the  napery,  now:  it  was  not 
always  of  the  cleanest  ? And  instead  of 
neat-handed  maids,  rude  serving-men,  tap- 
sters, drawers,  and  so  forth  ? And  the  ale 
—she  could  be  sworn  ’twas  no  better  than 
the  Warwickshire  ale;  no,  nor  was  the 
claret  likely  to  be  better  than  that  brought 
into  the  country  for  the  gentlefolk  by  such 
noted  vintners  as  Quiney.  Her  father’s 
lodging — that  he  said  was  well  enough,  as 
he  said  everything  was  well  enough,  for 
she  had  never  known  him  utter  a word  of 
discontent  with  anything  that  happened 
to  him— perchance  ’twas  none  of  the  clean- 
liest ? for  she  had  heard  that  the  London 
housewives  were  mostly  slovens,  and 
would  close  you  doors  and  windows 
against  the  air,  so  that  a countryman  go- 
ing to  that  town  was  like  to  be  sickened. 
And  her  father— did  he  ever  speak  of  his 
family  when  he  was  in  London  ? Did 
they  know  he  had  belongings  ? Nay,  she 
was  certain  he  must  have  talked  to  his 
friends  and  familiars  of  little  Bess  Hall, 
for  how  could  he  help  that  ? 

“You  forget,  sweet  Mistress  Judith,” 
said  he,  in  his  pleasant  way,  “that  I have 
not  the  honor  of  your  father’s  friendship, 
nor  of  his  acquaintance  even,  and  what  I 
have  told  you  is  all  of  hearsay,  save  with 
regard  to  the  theatre,  where  I have  seen 
him  often.  And  that  is  the  general  con- 
sent: that  this  one  may  have  more  learn- 
ing, and  that  one  more  sharpness  of  re- 
tort, but  that  in  these  encounters  he  hath 
a grace  and  a brilliancy  far  outvying 
them  all,  and,  moreover,  with  such  a gen- 
tleness as  earns  him  the  general  good-will. 
Such  is  the  report  of  him ; I would  it  had 
been  in  my  power  to  speak  from  my  own 
experience.” 

“But  that  time  will  come,  good  sir,” 
said  she,  “and  soon,  I trust.” 

“ In  the  mean  while,”  said  he,  “bethink 
you  what  a favor  it  is  that  I should  be  per- 
mitted to  come  into  communion  with  those 
fair  creations  Of  his  fancy;  and  I would 
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remind  you  once  more  of  your  promise, 
sweet  Mistress  Judith ; and  would  beseech 
your  good  grandmother  to  take  charge  of 
anything  you  may  leave  for  me.  Nay, 

’twill  be  for  no  longer  than  an  hour  or 
two  that  I would  detain  it;  but  that  brief 
time  I would  have  free  from  distractions, 
so  that  the  mind  may  dwell  on  the  picture. 

Do  I make  too  bold,  sweet  lady  ? Or  does 
your  friendship  go  so  far  ?” 

“In  truth,  sir,”  she  answered,  readily, 

“ if  I can  I will  bring  you  the  rest  of  the 
play— but  perchance  in  portions,  as  the 
occasion  serves;  ’twere  no  great  harm 
should  you  carry  away  with  you  some 
memory  of  the  Duke  and  his  fair  daugh- 
ter on  the  island.” 

“The  time  will  pass  slowly  until  I hear 
more  of  them,”  said  he. 

“And  meanwhile, good  grandmother,” 
said  she,  “ if  you  will  tell  me  where  I may 
find  the  little  package,  methinks  I must 
be  going.” 

At  this  he  rose. 

“I  beseech  your  pardon  if  I have  de- 
tained you,  sweet  lady,”  said  he,  with 
much  courtesy. 

“Nay,  sir,  I am  indebted  to  you  for 
welcome  news,”  she  answered,  “and  I 
would  I had  longer  opportunity  of  hear- 
ing. And  what  said  you  — that  he  out- 
shone them  all  ?— that  it  was  the  general 
consent  ?” 

“Can  you  doubt  it  ?”  he  said,  gallantly. 

“Nay,  sir,  we  of  his  own  household — 
and  his  friends  in  Stratford  — we  know 
and  see  what  my  father  is:  so  well  esteem- 
ed, in  truth,  as  Julius  Shawe  saith,  that 
there  is  not  a man  in  Warwickshire  would 
cheat  him  in  the  selling  of  a horse,  which 
they  are  not  slow  to  do,  as  I hear,  with 
others.  But  I knew  not  he  had  won  so 
wide  and  general  a report  in  London, 
where  they  might  know  him  not  so  well 
as  we.” 

“Let  me  assure  you  of  that,  dear  lady,” 
he  said,  “and  also  that  I will  not  forget 
to  bring  or  send  you  the  printed  tribute 
to  his  good  qualities  that  I spoke  of,  when 
that  I may  with  safety  go  to  London. 

?Tis  but  a trifle;  but  it  may  interest  his 
family ; marry,  I wonder  he  hath  not  him- 
self spoken  of  it  to  you.” 

“He  speak  of  itl”  said  she,  regarding 
him  with  some  surprise,  as  if  he  ought  to 
have  known  better.  “We  scarce  know 
aught  of  what  happeneth  to  him  in  Lon- 
don. When  he  comes  home  to  Warwick- 
shire it  would  seem  as  if  he  had  forgotten 
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London  aud  all  its  affairs,  and  left  them 
behind  for  good.” 

“Left  them  behind  for  good,  say  you, 
wench  ?”  the  old  dame  grumbled,  mostly 
to  herself,  as  she  preceded  them  down  the 
path.  ‘ 4 1 would  your  father  had  so  much 
sense.  What  hath  he  to  gain  more  among 
the  players  and  dicers  and  tavern  brawlers 
and  that  idle  crew  ? Let  him  bide  at 
home,  among  respectable  folk.  Hath  he 
not  enough  of  gear  gathered  round  him, 
eh  ? It  be  high  time  he  slipped  loose  from 
those  mummers  that  play  to  please  the 
cutpurses  and  their  trulls  in  London. 
Hath  he  not  enough  of  gear?” 

“What  say  you,  grandmother?  You 
would  have  my  father  come  away  from 
London  and  live  always  in  Warwickshire  ? 
Well,  now,  that  is  nearer  than  you  think, 
or  my  guesses  are  wrong.” 

But  her  grandmother  had  gone  into  the 
cottage;  and  presently  she  returned  with 
the  little  package.  Then  there  was  a 
general  leave-taking  at  the  gate ; and  Leo- 
fric  Hope,  after  many  expressions  of  his 
thanks  and  good-will,  set  out  on  his  own 
way,  Judith  and  her  cousin  taking  the 
path  through  the  meadows. 

For  some  time  they  walked  in  silence ; 
then,  as  soon  as  the  stranger  was  out  of 
ear-shot,  the  lad  looked  up  and  said, 

“ Who  is  that,  Judith  ?” 

“Why,”  said  she,  lightly,  “I  scarcely 
know  myself ; but  that  he  is  in  misfortune 
and  hiding,  and  that  he  knoweth  certain 
of  my  father’s  friends,  and  that  he  seems 
pleased  to  have  a few  words  with  one  or 
other  of  us  to  cheer  his  solitude.  You 
would  not  begrudge  so  much,  sweetheart  ? 
Nay,  there  is  more  than  that  I would  have 
you  do:  his  safety  depends  on  there  being 
no  talk  about  him  in  the  town ; and  I know 
you  can  keep  a secret,  Cousin  Willie ; so 
you  must  not  say  a word  to  any  one — 
whether  at  school,  or  at  home,  or  at  New 
Place — of  your  having  seen  him.  You 
will  do  as  much  for  my  sake,  sweetheart  ?” 

“Yes;  but  why  for  your  sake,  cousin  ?” 
said  the  boy,  looking  up.  “Why  should 
you  concern  yourself  ?” 

44  Nay,  call  it  for  anybody’s  sake,  then,” 
said  she.  “But  I would  not  have  him 
betrayed  by  any  one  that  I had  aught  to 
do  with — and  least  of  all  by  you,  sweet- 
heart, that  I expect  to  show  nothing  but 
fair  and  manly  parts.  Nay,  I trust  you. 
You  will  not  blab.” 

And  then,  as  they  walked  on,  it  oc- 
curred to  her  that  this  young  gentleman’s 


secret — if  he  wished  it  kept — was  becom- 
ing somewhat  widely  extended  in  his 
neighborhood.  In  her  own  small  circle 
how  many  already  knew  of  his  presence  ? 
— her  grandmother,  Prudence  Shawe,  her- 
self, Tom  Quiney,  and  now  this  little  Wil- 
lie Hart.  And  she  could  not  but  re- 
member that  not  much  more  than  half  an 
hour  ago  she  had  seen  him  at  the  garden 
gate,  carelessly  chatting,  and  apparently 
not  heeding  in  the  least  what  passers-by 
might  observe  him.  But  that  was  always 
the  way:  when  she  left  him,  when  she 
was  with  her  own  thoughts,  curious  sur- 
mises would  cross  her  mind;  whereas, 
when  she  met  him,  these  were  at  once 
discarded.  And  so  she  took  to  arguing 
with  herself  as  to  why  she  should  be  so 
given  to  do  this  young  man  injustice  in 
his  absence,  when,  every  time  she  en- 
countered him  face  to  face  she  was  more 
than  ever  convinced  of  his  honesty.  Fas- 
cination? Well,  she  liked  to  hear  of  Lon- 
don town  and  the  goings  on  there;  and 
this  evening  she  had  been  particularly 
interested  in  hearing  about  the  Globe  The- 
atre, and  the  spectators,  and  the  tavern  to 
which  her  father  and  his  friends  repaired 
for  their  supper;  but  surely  that  would 
not  blind  her  if  she  had  any  reason  to 
think  that  the  young  man  was  other  than 
he  represented  ? And  then,  again  * this 
evening  he  had  been  markedly  deferen- 
tial. There  was  nothing  in  his  manner 
of  that  somewhat  too  open  gallantry  he 
had  displayed  in  the  morning  when  he 
made  his  speech  about  the  English  roses. 
Had  she  not  wronged  him,  then,  in  ima- 
gining even  for  a moment  that  he  had 
played  a trick  upon  her  in  order  to  make 
her  acquaintance?  It  is  true,  she  had 
forgotten  to  make  special  remark  of  his 
eyes,  as  to  whether  they  were  like  those 
of  the  wizard;  for  indeed  the  suspicion 
had  gone  clean  out  of  her  mind.  But 
now  she  tried  to  recall  them;  and  she 
could  not  fairly  say  to  herself  that  there 
was  a resemblance.  Nay,  the  wizard  was 
a solemn  person,  who  seemed  to  rebuke 
her  light-heartedness;  he  spoke  gravely 
and  slow;  whereas  this  young  man,  as 
any  one  could  see,  had  a touch  of  merri- 
ment in  his  eye  that  was  ready  to  declare 
itself  on  further  acquaintance,  only  that 
his  deference  kept  him  subdued,  while  his 
talk  was  light  and  animated  and  rapid. 
No,  she  would  absolve  him  from  this  sus- 
picion; and  soon,  indeed,  as  she  guessed, 
he  would  absolve  himself  by  removing 
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from  the  neighborhood,  and  probably  she 
would  hear  no  more  of  him,  unless,  per- 
chance, he  should  remember  to  send  her 
that  piece  of  print  concerning  her  father. 

And  then  her  thoughts  went  far  afield. 
She  had  heard  much  of  London  that  even- 
ing; and  London,  in  her  mind,  was  chief- 
ly associated  with  her  father’s  plays,  or 
such  as  she  knew  of  them ; and  these  again 
were  represented  to  her  by  a succession 
of  figures,  whose  words  she  thought  of, 
whose  faces  she  saw,  when,  as  now,  her 
fancies  were  distant.  And  she  was  more 
silent  than  usual  as  they  went  on  their 
way  across  the  meadows,  and  scarce  ad- 
dressed a word  to  her  companion;  inso- 
much that  at  last  he  looked  up  into  her 
face,  and  said, 

“Judith,  why  are  you  so  sad  this  even- 
ing r 

‘ ‘ Sad,  sweetheart  ? Surely  no,  ” she  an- 
swered ; and  she  put  her  hand  on  his  head. 
“What  makes  thee  think  so  ?” 

“Did  Dame  Hathaway  speak  harshly 
to  you?”  said  he.  “Methought  I heard 
her  say  something.  Another  time  I will 
bid  her  hold  her  peace.” 

“Nay,  nay,  not  so,”  said  she;  and  as 
they  were  now  come  to  a stile,  she  paused 
there,  and  drew  the  boy  toward  her. 

Not  that  she  was  tired ; but  the  evening 
was  so  quiet  and  still,  and  the  whole 
world  seemed  falling  into  a gentle  repose. 
There  was  not  a sound  near  them;  the 
earth  was  hushed  as  it  sank  to  sleep ; far 
away  they  could  hear  the  voices  of  chil- 
dren going  home  with  their  parents,  or 
the  distant  barking  of  a dog.  It  was  late, 
and  yet  the  skies  seemed  full  of  light,  and 
all  the  objects  around  them  were  strange- 
ly distinct  and  vivid.  Behind  them,  the 
northwestern  heavens  were  of  a pale  lu- 
minous gold;  overhead  and  in  front  of 
them,  the  great  vault  was  of  a beautiful 
lilac-gray,  deepening  to  blue  in  the  som- 
bre east;  and  into  this  lambent  twilight 
the  great  black  elms  rose  in  heavy  masses. 
The  wide  meadows  still  caught  some  of 
the  dying  radiance ; and  there  was  a touch 
of  it  on  the  westward-looking  gables  of 
one  or  two  cottages;  and  then  through 
this  softened  glow  there  came  a small 
keen  ray  of  lemon  yellow — a light  in  one 
of  the  far-off  windows  that  burned  there 
like  a star.  So  hushed  this  night  was, 
and  so  calm  and  beautiful,  that  a kind  of 
wistfulness  fell  over  her  mind — scarcely 
sadness,  as  the  boy  had  imagined — but  a 
dull  longing  for  sympathy,  and  some 


vague  wonder  as  to  what  her  life  might 
be  in  the  years  to  come. 

“ Why,  sweetheart,”  said  she,  absently, 
and  her  hand  lay  affectionately  on  his 
shoulder,  “as  we  came  along  here  this 
evening  we  were  speaking  of  all  that  was 
to  happen  to  you  in  after-life ; and  do  you 
never  think  you  would  like  to  have  the 
picture  unrolled  now,  and  see  for  your- 
self, and  have  assurance  ? Does  not  the 
mystery  of  it  make  you  impatient,  or  rest- 
less, or  sad — so  that  you  would  fain  have 
the  years  go  by  quick,  and  get  to  the  end  ? 
Nay,  I trow  not;  the  day  and  the  hour 
are  sufficient  for  thee ; and  ’tis  better  so. 
Keep  as  thou  art,  sweetheart,  and  pay  no 
heed  to  what  may  hereafter  happen  to 
thee  ” 

“What  is’t  that  troubles  you,  Judith  ?” 
said  he,  with  an  instinctive  sympathy,  for 
there  was  more  in  her  voice  than  in  her 
words. 

“Why,  I know  not  myself,”  said  she, 
slowly,  and  with  her  eyes  fixed  vacantly 
on  the  darkening  landscape.  “Nothing, 
as  I reckon.  ’Tis  but  beating  one’s  wings 
against  the  invisible  to  seek  to  know  even 
to-morrow.  And  in  the  further  years 
some  will  have  gone  away  from  Stratford, 
and  some  to  far  countries,  and  some  will 
be  married,  and  some  grown  old ; but  to 
all  the  end  will  be  the  same;  and  I dare 
say  now  that,  hundreds  of  years  hence, 
other  people  will  be  coming  to  Stratford, 
and  they  will  go  into  the  church-yard 
there,  and  walk  about  and  look  at  the 
names — that  is,  of  you  and  me  and  all 
the  rest  of  us — and  they  will  say,  ‘ Poor 
things,  they  vexed  themselves  about  very 
small  matters  while  they  were  alive,  but 
they  are  all  at  peace  at  last.’  ” 

“But  what  is  it  that  troubles  you,  Ju- 
dith?” said  he;  for  this  was  an  unusual 
mood  with  her,  who  generally  was  so 
thoughtless  and  merry  and  high-hearted. 

“Why,  nothing,  sweetheart,  nothing,” 
said  she,  seeming  to  rouse  herself.  “ ’Tis 
the  quiet  of  the  night  that  is  so  strange, 
and  the  darkness  coming.  Or  will  there 
be  moonlight?  In  truth,  there  must  be, 
and  getting  near  to  the  full,  as  I reckon. 
A night  for  Jessica!  Heard  you  ever  of 
her,  sweetheart?” 

“No,  Judith.” 

“Well,  she  was  a fair  maiden  that  lived 
long  ago,  somewhere  in  Italy,  as  I think. 
And  she  ran  away  with  her  lover,  and 
was  married  to  him,  and  was  very  happy; 
i and  all  that  is  now  known  of  her  is  con- 
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nected  with  music  and  moonlight  and  an 
evening  such  as  this.  Is  not  that  a fair 
life  to  lead  after  death:  to  be  in  all  men’s 
thoughts  always  as  a happy  bride,  on  such 
a still  night  as  this  is  now?  And  would 
you  know  how  her  lover  spoke  to  her? — 
this  is  what  he  says: 

4 How  sweet  the  moonlight  sleeps  upon  this  bank ! 
Here  will  we  sit,  and  let  the  sounds  of  music 
Creep  to  our  ears;  soft  stillness  and  the  night 
Become  the  touches  of  sweet  harmony. 

Sit,  Jessica:  Look,  how  the  floor  of  heaven 
Is  thick  inlaid  with  patines  of  bright  gold; 
There’s  not  the  smallest  orb  which  thou  bebold’st 
But  in  his  motion  like  an  angel  sings, 

Still  quiring  to  the  young-eyed  cherubims: 

Such  harmony  is  in  immortal  souls; 

But,  whilst  this  muddy  vesture  of  decay 
Doth  grossly  close  it  in,  we  can  not  hear  it. — 
Come,  ho,  and  wake  Diana  with  a hymn ; 

With  sweetest  touches  pierce  your  mistress’  ear, 
And  draw  her  home  with  music.’ 

Is  not  that  a gentle  speech?  And  so  shall 
you  speak  to  your  bride,  sweetheart,  in  the 
years  to  come,  when  you  have  wooed  her 
and  won  her.  And  then  you  will  tell  her 
that  if  she  loves  you  not — ay,  and  if  she 
loves  you  not  dearly  and  well — then  is  she 
not  like  one  that  you  knew  long  ago,  and 
that  was  your  cousin,  and  her  name  Ju- 
dith Shakespeare.  Come,  sweetheart,” 
said  she,  and  she  rose  from  the  stile  and 
took  his  hand  in  hers.  “Shall  I draw 
thee  home?  But  not  with  sweet  music, 
for  I have  not  Susan’s  voice.  I would  I 
had,  for  thy  sake.” 

“You  have  the  prettiest  voice  in  the 
whole  world,  Cousin  Judith,”  said  he. 

And  so  they  walked  on  and  into  the 
town,  in  silence  mostly.  The  world  had 
grown  more  solemn  now:  here  and  there 
in  the  lilac-gray  deeps  overhead  a small 
silver  point  began  to  appear.  And  sure 
he  was  that  whatever  might  happen  to 
him  in  the  years  to  come,  no  sweetheart 
or  any  other  would  ever  crush  out  from 
his  affection  or  from  his  memory  this 
sweet  cousin  of  his;  for  him  she  would 
always  be  the  one  woman,  strange  and 
mystical  and  kind ; there  never  would  be 
any  touch  like  the  touch  of  her  hand,  so 
gentle  was  it  as  it  rested  on  his  hair;  and 
there  never  would  be  anything  more  won- 
derful and  gracious  to  look  forward  to 
than  the  old  and  familiar  sitting  in  the 
church  pew  by  Judith’s  side,  with  the 
breathless  fascination  of  knowing  that 
she  was  so  near,  and  the  thrill  of  hearing 
her  join  (rather  timidly,  for  she  was  not 
proud  of  her  voice)  in  the  singing  of  the 
choir. 


CHAPTER  XXI. 

A DISCOVERY. 

“That  be  so  as  I tell  ye,  zur,”  said 
Matthew  gardener,  as  he  slowly  sharpen- 
ed a long  knife  on  the  hone  that  he  held 
in  his  hand ; “ it  all  cometh  of  the  pamper- 
ing of  queasy  stomachs  nowadays  that 
can  not  hold  honest  food.  There  be  no 
such  folk  now  as  there  wur  in  former 
days,  when  men  wur  hardy,  and  long- 
lived,  and  healthy;  and  why,  zur? — why, 
but  that  they  wur  content  wi’  plain  dishes 
of  pulse  or  herbs,  and  for  the  most  wor- 
shipful no  more  than  a dish  of  broth  and 
a piece  of  good  wholesome  beef  withal. 
But  nowadays,  Lord!  Lord!— dish  after 
dish,  with  each  his  several  sauce;  and  this 
from  Portugal  and  that  from  France,  so 
that  gluttony  shall  have  its  swing,  and 
never  a penny  be  kept  for  the  poor.  Nay, 
I tell  ye,  zur,  rich  and  poor  alike  wur 
stronger  and  healthier  when  there  wur 
no  such  waste  in  the  land ; when  a man 
would  wear  his  frieze  coat  and  hosen  of 
the  color  of  the  sheep  that  bore  them; 
and  have  his  shirt  of  honest  hemp  or  flax, 
and  could  sleep  well  with  his  head  on  a 
block  of  wood  and  a sheep-skin  thrown 
o’er  it.'  But  nowadays  must  he  have 
his  shirt  of  fine  lawn  and  needle- work ; 
ay,  and  his  soft  pillow  to  lie  on,  so  that 
his  lily-white  body  shall  come  to  no 
scratching;  nor  will  he  drink  any  longer 
sm  all  drink,  no,  nor  water,  but  heavy  ales 
and  rich  wines;  and  all  goeth  to  the  bel- 
ly, and  naught  to  his  poorer  neighbor. 
And  what  cometh  of  this  but  tender  stom- 
achs, and  riot,  and  waste? — and  lucky  if 
Bocardo  be  not  at  the  end  of  it  all.” 

As  it  chanced  on  this  fine  morning,  Ju- 
dith’s father  had  strolled  along  to  look  at 
some  trained  apple-trees  at  the  further 
end  of  the  garden,  and  finding  goodman 
Matthew  there,  and  having  a mind  for 
idleness,  had  sat  down  on  a bench  to 
hear  what  news  of  the  condition  of  the 
land  Matthew  might  have  to  lay  before 
him. 

“Nay,  but,  good  Matthew,”  said  he,  “ if 
these  luxuries  work  such  mischief,  ’tis 
the  better  surely  that  the  poor  have  none 
of  them.  They,  at  least,  can  not  have 
their  stomachs  ruined  with  sauces  and 
condiments.” 

“Lord  bless  ye,  zur,”  said  the  ancient, 
with  a wise  smile,  “’tis  not  in  one  way, 
but  in  all  ways,  that  the  mischief  is  done  ; 
for  the  poorest,  seeing  such  waste  and 
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gluttony  everywhere  abroad,  have  no 
continence  of  their  means,  but  will  spend 
their  last  penny  on  any  foolishness. 
Lord!  Lord!  they  be  such  poor  simple 
creatures ! they  that  have  scarce  a rag 
to  their  backs  will  crowd  at  the  mops  and 
fairs,  and  spend  their  money — on  what? 
Why*  you  must  ha’  witnessed  it,  zur— the 
poor  fools! — emptying  their  pouches  to 
see  a woman  walking  on  a rope,  or  a tum- 
bler joining  his  hands  to  his  heels,  or  a 
hen  with  two  heads.  The  poor  simple 
creatures!— and  yet  I warrant  me  they  be 
none  so  poor  but  that  the  rascal  doctor 
can  make  his  money  out  o1  them:  ’tis  a 
foine  way  o’  making  a fortune  that,  go- 
ing vagrom  about  the  country  with  his 
draughts  and  pills— not  honest  medicines 
that  a body  might  make  out  o’  wholesome 
herbs,  but  nauseous  stinking  stuff  that 
robs  a man  of  his  breath  in  the  very  swal- 
lowing of  it  And  the  almanac-makers, 
too— marry,  that,  now,  is  another  thriv- 
ing trade! — the  searching  of  stars,  and 
the  prophesying  of  dry  or  wet  weather! 
Weather?  what  know  they  of  the  weather, 
the  town-bred  rogues,  that  lie  and  cheat 
to  get  at  the  poor  country  folks’  money? 
God  ’a  mercy,  a whip  to  their  shoulders 
would  teach  them  more  o’  the  weather 
than  ever  they  are  like  to  get  out  of  the 
stars!  And  yet  the  poor  fools  o’  coun- 
trymen— that  scarce  know  a B from  a bat- 
tledoor— will  sit  o’  nights  puzzling  their 
brains  o’er  the  signs  o’  the  heavens;  and 
no  matter  what  any  man  with  eyes  can 
see  for  himself — ay,  and  fifty  times  surer, 
as  I take  it — they  will  prophesy  you  a dry 
month  or  a wet  month,  because  the  alma- 
nac saith  so;  and  they  will  swear  to  you 
that  Taurus — that  is  a lion — and  the  vir- 
gin scales  have  come  together,  therefore 
there  must  be  a blight  on  the  pear-trees! 
Heard  you  ever  the  like,  zur? — that  a man 
in  Lunnon,  knowing  as  much  about  hus- 
bandry and  farm-work  as  a cat  knows 
about  quoit  - throwing,  is  to  tell  me  the 
weather  down  here  in  Warwickshire  ? 
God  help  us,  they  be  poor  weak  creatures 
that  think  so;  I’d  liefer  look  at  the  cover 
of  a penny  ballad,  if  I wanted  to  know 
when  there  was  to  be  frost  o’  nights.” 

At  this  juncture  the  old  man  grinned, 
as  if  some  secret  joke  were  tickling  his 
fancy. 

44  Why,  zur,”  said  he,  looking  up  from 
the  hone,  14  would  you  believe  this,  zur — 
they  be  such  fools  that  a rogue  will  sell 
them  a barren  cow  for  a milch  cow  if  he 


but  put  a strange  calf  to  her  ? ’Tis  done, 
zur — ’tis  done,  I assure  ye.” 

“In  truth,  a scurvy  trick!”  Judith’s  fa- 
ther said.  He  was  idly  drawing  figures 
on  the  ground  with  a bit  of  stick  he  had 
got  hold  of.  Perhaps  he  was  not  listen- 
ing attentively ; but  at  all  events  he  en- 
couraged Matthew  to  talk.  44  But  surely 
with  years  comes  wisdom.  The  most 
foolish  are  not  caught  twice  with  such  a 
trick.” 

44  What  of  that,  zur?”  answered  Mat- 
thew. “There  be  plenty  of  other  fools 
in  the  land  to  make  the  trade  of  roguery 
thrive.  ’Tis  true  that  a man  may  learn 
by  his  own  experience ; but  what  if  he 
hath  a son  that  be  growing  up  a bigger 
fool  than  himself  ? And  that’s  where  ’tis 
nowadays,  zur;  there  be  no  waiting  and 
prudence ; but  every  saucy  boy  must 
match  on  to  his  maid,  and  marry  her  ere 
they  have  a roof  to  put  over  their  heads. 
’Tis  a fine  beginning,  surely!  No  wait- 
ing, no  prudence — as  the  rich  are  waste- 
ful and  careless,  so  are  the  poor  heedless 
of  the  morrow;  and  the  boy  and  the 
wench  they  must  have  their  cottage  at 
the  lane  end,  run  up  of  elder  poles,  and 
forthwith  begin  the  begetting  of  beggars 
to  swarm  over  the  land.  A rare  begin- 
ning! Body  o’  me,  do  they  think  they 
can  live  on  nettles  and  grass,  like  Nebu- 
chadnezzar ?” 

And  so  the  old  man  continued  to  rail 
and  grumble  and  bemoan,  sometimes  with 
a saturnine  grin  of  satisfaction  at  his  own 
wit  coming  over  his  face;  and  Judith’s 
father  did  not  seek  to  controvert ; he  list- 
ened, and  drew  figures  on  the  ground, 
and  merely  put  in  a word  now  and  again. 
It  was  a pleasant  morning — fresh,  and 
clear,  and  sunny;  and  this  town  of  Strat- 
ford was  a quiet  place  at  that  hour,  with 
the  children  all  at  school.  Sometimes 
Judith’s  father  laughed;  but  he  did  not 
argue ; and  goodman  Matthew,  having  it 
all  his  own  way,  was  more  than  ever  con- 
vinced not  only  that  he  was  the  one  wise 
man  among  a generation  of  fools,  but  also 
that  he  was  the  only  representative  and 
upholder  of  the  Spartan  virtues  that  had 
characterized  his  forefathers.  It  is  true 
that  on  more  than  one  occasion  he  had 
been  found  somewhat  overcome  with  ale; 
but  this,  when  he  had  recovered  from  his 
temporary  confusion,  he  declared  was  en- 
tirely due  to  the  rascal  brewers  of  those 
degenerate  days — and  especially  of  War- 
wickshire— who  put  all  manner  of  abom- 
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inations  into  their  huff -cap,  so  that  an  hon- 
est Worcestershire  stomach  might  easily 
be  caught  napping,  and  take  no  shame. 

And  meanwhile  what  had  been  happen- 
ing in  another  part  of  the  garden  ? As  it 
chanced,  Judith  had  been  sent  by  her  mo- 
ther to  carry  to  the  summer-house  a cup 
of  wine  and  some  thin  cates ; and  in  doing 
so  she  of  course  saw  that  both  her  father 
and  goodman  Matthew  were  at  the  fur- 
ther end  of  the  garden,  and  apparently 
settled  there  for  the  time  being.  The  op- 
portunity was  too  good  to  be  lost.  She 
swiftly  went  back  to  the  house,  secured 
the  portion  of  the  play  that  was  secreted 
there,  and  as  quickly  coming  out  again, 
exchanged  it  for  an  equal  number  of  new 
sheets.  It  was  all  the  work  of  a couple 
of  minutes ; and  in  another  second  she  was 
in  her  own  room,  ready  to  put  the  precious 
prize  into  her  little  cupboard  of  boxes. 
And  yet  she  could  not  forbear  turning 
over  the  sheets,  and  examining  them  cu- 
riously, and  she  was  saying  to  herself : 
“You  cruel  writing,  to  have  such  secrets, 
and  refuse  to  give  them  up  I If  it  were 
pictures,  now,  I could  make  out  something 
with  a guess;  but  all  these  little  marks,  so 
much  alike,  what  can  one  make  of  them  ? 
— all  alike — with  here  and  there  a curling, 
as  if  my  father  had  been  amusing  himself 
— and  all  so  plain  and  even,  too,  with  nev- 
er a blot : marry,  I marvel  he  should  make 
the  other  copy,  unless  with  intent  to  alter 
as  he  writes.  And  those  words  with  the 
big  letters  at  the  beginning— these  be  the 
people’s  names — Ferdinand,  and  sweet 
Miranda,  and  the  Duke,  and  the  ill  beast 
that  would  harm  them  all.  Why,  in 
Heaven’s  mercy,  was  I so  fractious  ? I 
might  even  now  be  learning  all  the  story 
— here  by  myself — the  only  one  in  the 
land : I might  all  by  myself  know  the 
story  that  will  set  the  London  folk  agog 
in  the  coming  winter.  And  what  a prize 
were  this,  now,  for  Master  Ben  Jonson! 
Could  one  but  go  to  him  and  say,  * Good 
sir,  here  be  something  better  than  your 
masques  and  mummeries,  your  Greeks  and 
clouds  and  long  speeches:  put  your  name 
to  it,  good  sir— nay,  my  father  hath  abun- 
dant store  of  such  matter,  and  we  in  War- 
wickshire are  no  niggards — put  your  name 
to  it,  good  sir,  and  you  will  get  the  court 
ladies  to  say  you  have  risen  a step  on  the 
ladder,  else  have  they  but  a strange  judg- 
ment I’  What  would  the  goodman  do? 
Beshrew  me,  Prudence  never  told  me  the 
name  of  the  play ! But  let  us  call  it  The 


Magic  Island.  The  Magic  Island , by 
Master  Benjamin  Jonson.  What  would 
the  wits  say  ?” 

But  here  she  heard  some  noise  on  the 
stair;  so  she  quickly  hid  away  the  trea- 
sure in  the  little  drawer,  and  locked  it  up 
safe  there  until  she  should  have  the 
chance  of  asking  Prudence  to  read  it  to 
her. 

That  did  not  happen  until  nearly  night- 
fall; for  Prudence  had  been  away  all  day 
helping  to  put  the  house  straight  of  a 
poor  woman  that  was  ill  and  in  bed. 
Moreover,  she  had  been  sewing  a good 
deal  at  the  children’s  clothes  and  her 
eyes  looked  tired— or  perhaps  it  was  the 
wan  light  that  yet  lingered  in  the  sky  that 
gave  her  that  expression,  the  candles  not 
yet  being  lit.  Judith  regarded  her,  and 
took  her  hands  tenderly,  and  made  her  sit 
down. 

“Sweet  mouse,”  said  she,  “you  are 
wearing  yourself  out  in  the  service  of 
others;  and  if  you  take  such  little  heed  of 
yourself,  you  will  yourself  fall  ill.  And 
now  must  I demand  of  you  further  labor. 
Or  will  it  be  a refreshment  for  you  after 
the  fatigue  of  the  day?  See,  I have 
brought  them  all  with  me — the  sprite 
Ariel,  and  the  sweet  prince,  and  Miranda; 
but  in  good  sooth  I will  gladly  wait  for 
another  time  if  you  are  tired—” 

“Nay,  not  so,  Judith,”  she  answered. 

“ There  is  nothing  I could  like  better — but 
for  one  thing.” 

“What,  then  ?” 

“Mean  you  to  show  this  also  to  the 
young  gentleman  that  is  at  Bidford  ?” 

“ And  wherefore  not,  good  Prue  ? He 
hath  seen  so  much  of  the  story,  ’twere  a 
pity  he  should  not  have  the  rest.  And 
what  a small  kindness— the  loan  but  for 
an  hour  or  two ; and  I need  not  even  see 
him,  for  I have  but  to  leave  it  at  my 
grandmother’s  cottage.  And  if  you  heard 
what  he  says  of  it — and  how  grateful  he 
is:  marry,  it  all  lies  in  this,  sweet  Prue, 
that  you  have  not  seen  him,  else  would 
you  be  willing  enough  to  do  him  so  small 
a favor.” 

By  this  time  Prudence  had  lit  the  can- 
dles; and  presently  they  made  their  way 
upstairs  to  her  own  room. 

“And  surely,” said  Judith,  as  her  gen- 
tle gossip  was  arranging  the  manuscript, 
“the  story  will  all  end  well,  and  merrily 
for  the  sweet  maiden,  seeing  how  power- 
ful her  father  is  ? Will  he  not  compel  all 
things  to  her  happiness — he  that  can  raise 
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storms,  and  that  has  messengers  to  fly 
round  the  world  for  him  ?” 

“ And  yet  he  spoke  but  harshly  to  the 
young  man  when  last  we  saw  them,”  Pru- 
dence said.  “ Why,  what’s  this  ?” 

She  had  run  her  eye  down  the  first  page ; 
and  now  she  began  reading: 

Enter  Ferdinand  bearing  a log. 

Ferdinand,  There  be  some  sports  are  painful, 
and  their  labor 

Delight  in  them  sets  off.  This  my  mean  task 
Would  be  as  heavy  to  me  as  odious,  but 
The  mistress  which  I serve  quickens  what’s  dead, 
And  makes  my  labors  pleasures.  Oh,  she  is 
Ten  times  more  gentle  than  her  father’s  crabbed ; 
And  he’s  composed  of  harshness.  I must  remove 
Some  thousands  of  these  logs  and  pile  them  up, 
Upon  a sore  injunction.  My  sweet  mistress 
Weeps  when  she  sees  me  work;  and  says  such 
baseness 

Had  never  like  executor. 

Judith’s  face  had  gradually  fallen. 

44  Why,  ’tis  cruel,”  said  she;  “and  ’tis 
cruel  of  my  father  to  put  such  pain  on  the 
sweet  prince,  that  is  so  gentle,  and  so  un- 
fortunate withal.” 

But  Prudence  continued  the  reading: 

Enter  Miranda. 

Miranda.  Alas,  now,  pray  you, 

Work  not  so  hard:  I would  the  lightning  had 
Burnt  up  those  logs,  that  you  are  enjoined  to 
pile! 

Pray,  set  it  down  and  rest  yon : when  this 
bums, 

Twill  weep  for  having  wearied  you.  My  father 
Is  hard  at  study ; pray,  now,  rest  yourscif ; 

He's  safe  for  these  three  hours. 

Ferdinand.  0 most  dear  mistress, 

The  sun  will  set  before  I shall  discharge 
What  I must  strive  to  do. 

Miranda . If  you’ll  sit  down, 

Til  bear  your  logs  the  while : pray  give  me  that — 
I II  carry  it  to  the  pile. 

At  this  point  Judith’s  eyes  grew  proud 
and  grateful  (as  though  Miranda  had 
done  some  brave  thing),  but  she  did  not 
speak. 

Ferdinand  No,  precious  creature; 

I had  rather  crack  my  sinews,  break  my  back, 
Than  you  should  such  dishonor  undergo, 

While  I sit  lazy  by. 

Miranda.  You  look  wearily. 

Ferdinand.  No,  noble  mistress ; ’tis  fresh  morning 
with  me, 

When  you  are  by  at  night  I do  beseech  you 
(Chiefly  that  I may  set  it  in  my  prayers), 

What  is  your  name? 

Miranda.  Miranda. — 0 my  father, 

I have  broke  your  best  to  say  so! 

Ferdinand.  Admired  Miranda ! 

Indeed,  the  top  of  admiration ; worth 
What’s  dearest  to  the  world!  Full  many  a lady 
I have  eyed  with  best  regard;  and  many  a time 


The  harmony  of  their  tongues  hath  into  bondage 
Brought  my  too  diligent  ear:  for  several  virtues 
Have  I liked  several  women ; never  any 
With  so  full  soul  but  some  defect  in  her 
Did  quarrel  with  the  noblest  grace  she  owed, 

And  put  it  to  the  foil.  But  you,  0 you, 

So  perfect  and  so  peerless,  arc  created 
Of  every  creature’s  best! 

Miranda.  I do  not  know 

One  of  my  sex:  no  woman’s  face  remember, 

Save,  from  my  glass,  mine  own ; nor  have  I seen 
More  that  I may  call  men  than  you,  good  friend, 
And  my  dear  father:  how  features  are  abroad, 

I am  skill-loss  of;  but,  by  my  modesty 
(The  jewel  in  my  dower),  I would  not  wish 
Any  companion  in  the  world  but  you; 

Nor  can  imagination  form  a shape, 

Besides  yourself,  to  like  of : But  I prattle 
Something  too  wildly,  and  my  father’s  precepts  , 
I therein  do  forget. 

“Nay,  is  she  not  fair  and  modest!”  Ju- 
dith exclaimed— but  apart;  and,  as  the 
reading  proceeded,  she  begau  to  think  of 
how  Master  Leofric  Hope  would  regard 
this  maiden.  Would  he  not  judge  her  to 
be  right  gentle,  and  timid,  and  yet  wo- 
manly withal,  and  frank  in  her  confid- 
ing ? And  he — supposing  that  he  were  the 
young  prince— what  would  he  think  of 
such  a one?  Was  it  too  submissive  that 
she  should  offer  to  carry  the  logs  ? Ought 
she  to  so  openly  confess  that  she  would 
fain  have  him  to  be  her  companion  ? And 
then,  as  J udith  was  thus  considering,  this 
was  what  she  heard,  in  Prudence’s  gentle 
voice: 

Miranda.  Do  you  love  me? 

Ferdinand.  0 heaven,  0 earth,  bear  witness  to 
this  sound, 

And  crown  what  I profess  with  kind  event, 

If  I speak  true;  if  hollowly,  invert 
What  best  is  boded  me,  to  mischief ! I, 

Beyond  all  limit  of  what  else  i’  the  world, 

Do  love,  prize,  honor  you. 

Miranda.  I am  a fool 

To  weep  at  what  I am  glad  of. 

Ferdinand . Wherefore  weep  you? 

Miranda.  At  mine  unworthiness,  that  dare  not 
offer 

What  I desire  to  give;  and  much  less  take 
What  I shall  die  to  want:  But  this  is  trifling; 
And  all  the  more  it  seeks  to  hide  itself, 

The  bigger  bulk  it  shows.  Hence,  bashful  cunning! 
And  prompt  me,  plain  and  holy  innocence! 

I am  your  wife,  if  you  will  marry  me; 

If  not,  I’ll  die  your  maid ; to  be  your  fellow 
You  may  deny  me;  but  I'll  be  your  servant, 
Whether  you  will  or  no. 

Ferdinand.  My  mistress,  dearest; 

And  I thus  humble  ever. 

Miranda.  My  husband,  then  ? 

Ferdinand.  Ay,  with  a heart  as  willing 
As  bondage  e’er  of  freedom : here’s  my  hand. 

Miranda.  And  mine,  with  my  heart  in’t ; and  now 
farewell, 

Till  half  an  hour  hence. 

Ferdinand.  A thousand*  thousand ! 
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She  clapped  her  hands  and  laughed,  in 
delight  and  triumph. 

“ Why,  sure  her  father  will  relent,”  she 
cried. 

“But,  Judith,  Judith,  stay,”  Prudence 
said,  quickly,  and  with  scarce  less  glad- 
ness. “ ’Tis  so  set  down ; for  this  is  what 
her  father  says: 

‘So  glad  of  this  as  they  I can  not  be, 

Who  are  surprised  withal;  but  my  rejoicing 

At  nothing  can  be  more.’ 

Nay,  I take  it  he  will  soon  explain  to  us 
why  he  was  so  harsh  with  the  young 
prince— perchance  to  try  his  constancy  ?” 

Well,  after  that  the  reading  went  on  as 
far  as  the  sheets  that  Judith  had  brought; 
but  ever  her  mind  was  returning  to  the 
scene  between  the  two  lovers,  and  specu- 
lating as  to  how  Leofric  Hope  would  look 
upon  it.  She  had  no  resentment  against 
Ben  Jonson  now;  her  heart  was  full  of 
assurance  and  triumph,  and  was  therefore 
generous.  Her  only  vexation  was  that  the 
night  must  intervene  before  there  could 
be  a chance  of  the  young  London  gentle- 
man calling  at  the  cottage;  and  she  look- 
ed forward  to  the  possibility  of  seeing  him 
some  time  or  other  with  the  determination 
to  be  more  demure  than  ever.  She  would 
not  expect  him  to  praise  this  play.  Per- 
chance ’twas  good  enough  for  simple  War- 
wickshire folk ; but  the  London  wits  might 
consider  it  of  the  vulgar  kind  ? And  she 
laughed  to  herself  at  thinking  how  awk- 
ward his  protests  would  be  if  she  ventured 
to  hint  anything  in  that  direction. 

Prudence  put  the  sheets  carefully  to- 
gether again. 

“Judith,  Judith,”  she  said,  with  a quiet 
smile,  “ you  lead  me  far  astray.  I ought 
to  find  such  things  wicked  and  horrible  to 
the  ear;  but  perchance  ’tis  because  I know 
your  father,  and  see  him  from  day  to  day, 
that  I find  them  innocent  enough.  They 
seem  to  rest  the  mind  when  one  is  sor- 
rowful.” 

“ Beware  of  them,  good  Prue;  they  are 
the  devil  himself  come  in  the  guise  of  an 
angel  to  snatch  thee  away.  Nay,  but, 
sweetheart,  why  should  you  be  sorrow- 
fui  ?” 

“There  is  Martha  Hodgson,”  said  she, 
simply,  “and  her  children,  nigh  to  starv- 
ing ; and  I can  not  ask  Julius  for  more — ” 

Judith’s  purse  was  out  in  an  instant. 

“Why,”  said  she,  “my  father  did  riot 
use  half  of  what  I gave  him  for  the  knife 
he  bought  at  Warwick— marry,  I guess  he 


paid  for  it  mostly  himself ; but  what  there 
is  here  you  shall  have.” 

And  she  emptied  the  contents  on  to 
the  table,  and  pushed  them  over  to  her 
friend. 

“You  do  not  grudge  it,  Judith?”  said 
Prudence.  “Nay,  I will  not  ask  thee 
that.  Nor  can  I refuse  it  either,  for  the 
children  are  in  sore  want.  But  why 
should  you  not  give  it  to  them  yourself, 
Judith  ?” 

“Why?”  said  Judith,  regarding  the 
gentle  face  with  kindly  eyes.  “Shall  I 
tell  thee  why,  sweetheart?  ’Tis  but  this: 
that  if  I were  in  need,  and  help  to  be  given 
me,  I would  value  it  thrice  as  much  if  it 
came  from  your  hand.  There  is  a way  of 
doing  such  things,  and  you  have  it:  that 
is  all.” 

“I  hear  Julius  is  come  in,”  Prudence 
said,  as  she  took  up  the  two  candles. 
“ Will  you  go  in  and  speak  with  him  ?” 

There  was  some  strange  hesitation  in 
her  manner,  and  she  did  not  go  to  the 
door.  She  glanced  at  Judith  somewhat 
timidly.  Then  she  set  the  candles  down 
again. 

“Judith,”  said  she,  “your  pity  is  quick, 
and  you  are  generous  and  kind ; I would 
you  could  find  it  in  your  heart  to  extend 
your  kindness.” 

“How  now,  good  cousin  ?”  Judith  said, 
in  amazement.  “ What’s  this  ?” 

Prudence  glanced  at  her  again,  some- 
what uneasily,  and  obviously  in  great  em- 
barrassment. 

“You  will  not  take  it  ill,  dear  Judith  ?” 

4 4 By  my  life,  I will  not ! Not  from  you, 
dear  heart,  whatever  it  be.  But  what  is 
the  dreadful  secret  ?” 

“Tom  Quiney  has  spoken  to  me,”  she 
said,  diffidently. 

Judith  eagerly  caught' both  her  hands. 

4 4 And  you  1 What  said  you  ? ’Tis  all 
settled,  then  l”  she  exclaimed,  almost 
breathlessly. 

44  It  is  as  I imagined,  Judith,”  said  Pru- 
dence, calmly  — and  she  withdrew  her 
hands,  with  a touch  of  maidenly  pride, 
perhaps,  from  what  she  could  not  but  im- 
agine to  be  a kind  of  felicitation.  “He 
hath  no  fault  to  find  with  the  country.  If 
he  goes  away  to  those  lands  beyond  seas, 
’tis  merely  because  you  will  say  no  word 
to  hold  him  back.” 

“ I !”  said  J udith,  impatiently ; and  then 
she  checked  herself.  “But  you,  sweet- 
heart, what  said  he  to  you  ?” 

Prudence’s  cheeks  flushed  red. 
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“ He  would  have  me  intercede  for  him,” 
she  said,  timidly. 

44  Intercede  ? with  whom  ?” 

44  Why,  you  know,  Judith;  with  whom 
but  yourself  ? Nay,  but  be  patient — have 
some  kindness.  The  young  man  opened 
his  heart  to  me ; and  I know  he  is  in  trou- 
ble. Twas  last  night  as  we  were  coming 
home  from  the  lecture ; and  he  would  have 
me  wait  till  he  left  a message  at  his  door, 
so  that  thus  we  fell  behind;  and  then  he 
told  me  why  it  was  that  Stratford  had 
grown  distasteful  to  him,  and  not  to  be 
borne,  and  why  he  was  goi  ng  away.  How 
could  I help  saying  that  that  would  grieve 
you  ? — sure  I am  you  can  not  but  be  sorry 
to  think  of  the  young  man  banishing  him- 
self from  his  own  people.  And  he  said 
that  I was  your  nearest  friend ; and  would 
I speak  for  him  ? And  I answered  that  I 
was  all  unused  to  such  matters,  but  that 
if  any  pleading  of  mine  would  influence 
you  I would  right  gladly  do  him  that  serv- 
ice; and  so  I would,  dear  Judith ; for  how 
can  you  bear  to  think  of  the  youth  going 
away  with  these  godless  men,  and  per- 
chance never  to  return  to  his  own  land, 
when  a word  from  you  would  restrain 
him?” 

Judith  took  both  her  hands  again,  and 
looked  with  a kindly  smile  into  the  timid, 
pleading  eyes. 

44  And  ’tis  you,  sweet  mouse,  that  come 
to  me  with  such  a prayer  ? Was  there  ever 
so  kind  a heart  ? But  that  is  you  ever  and 
always — never  a thought  for  yourself,  ev- 
erything for  others.  And  so  he  had  the 
cruelty  to  ask  you — you — to  bring  this 
message  ?” 

44  Judith,”  said  the  other,  with  the  color 
coming  into  her  face  again,  44  you  force  me 
to  speak  against  my  will.  Nay,  how  can 
I hide  from  myself,  dear  friend,  that  you 
have  plans  and  wishes — perchance  suspi- 
cions—with  regard  to  me  ? And  if  what 
I guess  be  true— if  that  is  your  meaning — 
indeed  ’tis  all  built  on  a wrong  founda- 
tion : believe  me,  Judith,  it  is  so.  I would 
have  you  assured  of  it,  sweetheart.  You 
know  that  I like  not  speaking  of  such  mat- 
ters; ’tis  not  seemly  and  becoming  to  a 
maiden ; and  fain  would  I have  my  mind 
occupied  with  far  other  things;  but,  Ju- 
dith, this  time  I must  speak  plain;  and  I 
would  have  you  put  away  from  you  all 
such  intentions  and  surmises— dear  heart, 
you  do  me  wrong  I” 


4 4 In  good  sooth,  am  I all  mistaken?” 
Judith  said,  glancing  keenly  at  her. 

44  Do  you  doubt  my  word,  Judith  ?”  said 
she. 

44  And  yet,”  her  friend  said,  as  if  to  her- 
self, and  musingly,  “there  were  several 
occasions:  there  was  the  fortune-teller  at 
Hampton  Lucy  that  coupled  you,  and 
Quiney  seemed  right  merry  withal;  and 
then  again  when  he  would  have  us  play 
kiss-in-the-ring  on  the  evening  after  Mary 
Sadler’s  marriage,  and  I forbade  it  chiefly 
for  your  sake,  sweet  mouse,  then  me* 
thought  you  seemed  none  overpleased 
with  my  interference — ” 

But  here  she  happened  to  look  at  Pru- 
dence, and  she  could  not  fail  to  see  that 
the  whole  subject  was  infinitely  distress- 
ing to  her.  There  was  a proud,  hurt  ex- 
pression on  the  gentle  face,  and  a red  spot 
burning  in  each  cheek.  So  Judith  took 
hold  of  her  and  kissed  her. 

“ Once  and  forever,  dearest  heart,”  said 
she,  44 1 banish  all  such  thoughts.  And  I 
will  make  no  more  plans  for  thee,  nor 
suspect,  thee,  but  let  thee  go  in  thine  own 
way,  in  the  paths  of  charity  and  goodness. 
But  I mean  not  to  give  up  thy  friendship, 
sweet  Prue;  if  I can  not  walk  in  the  same 
path,  at  least  I may  stretch  a hand  over 
to  thee ; and  if  I but  keep  so  near  so  true  a 
saint,  marry,  I shall  not  go  so  far  wrong.” 

She  took  up  one  of  the  candles. 

“Shall  we  go  down  and  see  Julius?” 
said  she. 

“But  Tom  Quiney,  Judith — what  shall 
I say  ?”  Prudence  asked,  anxiously. 

44  Why,  say  nothing,  sweetheart,”  was 
the  immediate  answer.  44  ’Twas  a shame 
to  burden  you  with  such  a task.  When 
he  chooses  he  can  at  any  moment  have 
speech  of  me,  if  his  worship  be  not  too 
proud  or  too  suspicious.  In  Stratford  we 
can  all  of  us  speak  the  English  tongue,  I 
hope.” 

“But,  Judith,”  said  the  other,  slowly 
and  wistfully,  “twenty  years  is  a long 
space  for  one  to  be  away  from  his  native 
land.” 

44  Marry  is  it,  sweet  mouse,”  Judith  an- 
swered, as  she  opened  the  door  and  pro- 
ceeded to  go  down  the  narrow  wooden 
steps.  44 ’Tis  a long  space  indeed,  and  at 
the  end  of  it  many  a thing  that  seemeth 
of  great  import  and  consequence  now  will 
be  no  better  than  an  old  tale,  idle  and  half 
forgotten.” 
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In  my  garden  it  is  night-time, 

But  a still  time  and  a bright  time, 

For  the  moon  rains  down  her  splendor, 

And  my  garden  feels  the  wonder 
Of  the  spell  which  it  lies  under 
In  that  light  so  soft  and  tender. 

While  the  moon  her  watch  is  keeping 
All  the  blossoms  here  are  sleeping, 

And  the  roses  sigh  for  dreaming 

Of  the  bees  that  love  to  love  them 
When  the  warm  sun  shines  above  them 
And  the  butterflies  pass  gleaming. 

Could  one  follow  roses’  fancies, 

When  the  night  the  garden  trances, 

Oh,  what  fair  things  we  should  chance  on! 
For  to  lilies  and  to  roses, 

As  to  us,  soft  sleep  discloses 
What  the  waking  may  not  glance  on. 

But  hark!  now  across  the  moonlight, 
Through  the  warmness  of  the  June  night, 
From  the  tall  trees’  listening  branches, 
Comes  the  sound,  sustained  and  holy, 

Of  the  passionate  melancholy, 

Of  a wound  which  singing  stanches. 


Oh,  the  esctasy  of  sorrow 
Which  the  music  seems  to  borrow 
From  the  thought  of  some  past  lover 
Who  loved  vainly  all  his  lifetime, 

Till  death  ended  peace  and  strife-time, 
And  the  darkness  clothed  him  over! 

Oh,  the  passionate,  sweet  singing, 

Aching,  gushing,  throbbing,  ringing, 

Dying  in  divine,  soft  closes, 

Recommencing,  waxing  stronger, 

Sweet  notes,  ever  sweeter,  longer, 

Till  the  singing  wakes  the  roses! 

i 

Quoth  the  roses  to  the  singer: 

“Oh,  thou  dearest  music-bringer, 

Now  our  sleep  so  sweetly  endeth, 

Tell  us  why  thy  song  so  sad  seems, 
When  the  air  is  full  of  glad  dreams, 

And  the  bright  moon  o’er  us  bendeth.” 

Sang  the  singer  to  the  roses: 

“Love  for  you  my  song  discloses, 

Hence  the  note  of  grief  it  borrows.” 

Quoth  the  roses,  “Love  means  pleasure.” 
Quoth  the  singer,  “Love’s  best  measure 
Is  its  pure  attendant  sorrows.” 
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the  guy  world  pack  their  trucks  foe $%bt  1 Eton  is  equally  well  represented  in  the  life- 


\ lory  of  Uluilriovn  Ewgtidtii^er^  It  te  r* 
ef  tfMph  .&*■■  LurtVfl..  Wiule  the  utiiversi-  | notably  fac5t  that  naany  of,  the  students 
% *4*co  |Til-«ai^r.-8p4r^'.  tji*^  be  said  l who  haw  most  dtetiRgai^itcd  WieniscjT^ 
to  iH4U^m^te  the  Lnmtori  season,  the  Eton 
and  Harrow  cricket  m&toh  at  Lord 

Eton  arid  H^rruw  are 
'h&frtey  oa  Ox  fa«l 


have  been  wlehroted 
’s  may  \ as  boating  men  nmi  erieWtorsc  During 
U Ekuf  a»d.H^ri^>^  ure  ; eurJv  days  of  the  schools'  nuUttt  b» 
the  two  grcii  Engird*  flphgstf*;'  oa  Oxford  ! the  classic*  arena  of  Lqrd:*^  g^^unl  in  the 
andC^inbidiJ^;  a**  the  two gnmt  uoi  versi-  j handsome--  sofeurbsm.  district  of  St.  it*ihn>. 
ties.  The  Eton  Momenta  ,%iic-.w'ith-  t.h.OTi  J Wood  only  &f«nv ■ I ■ iii b .v? 'eallhtjr^i 
K<  higher  colleges  the  taste  for  boat .lug  [ am;!  ft*^.)fei;ionr«fd<?  friends  of  the.  s,i ride? its  at-- 
Klikh  they  JomJ acquired  on  ihc  Th&mcsj  touded  to  watch  ami  euetvurjgf*  the  sports 
ami  i'.sUibli^hetl  t he  -sport  ami  pastime  of  To-day  <#ihc  world  yd  Lamton' mtemlsihe 
ro’vif^fjio  theCum jituUhe  istfr.  Harrow  j match.  Belgravia  and  Mayfair  iu  their 
ami  Eton  mgether  eimilkto  iuvV^  ; (brags-  &i$d  enaqht#.  Bjrtvmptoo  aunt  Whig- 

meadows  the  athletic  prowess  of  Oxford  ton  hi  ifajtfr  &ud  fmttefcuift,  mul- 

and  Cambridge  rni  thft  toftugft?*.  EWuCMi-  ! by  tridii  and  ^vtimbii*. 

lege  \va&  founded  by  Hcory  VJ.  in  l i4u;  | >.bh  uiyaa 

John  Lyon,  a y^omau  wim  an  cnlhu-  */\vry  flexoripuon ..  tor 

si  as  tie  promoter  of  tttevk1uoi4tidu  ^fyi»ihh;  ; - y 

-o.tototoed  a grammar  school  at  Burrow  interval  tor  rv  fv<»fditi.io.nt  sumpnions  [o  n.  :, 
'in  iri?l0  from  which  sprung  t!to  presem  ed  - entis;  /uv  -.pr' -W  be  ».to  servants  and  r-atio*. 
•UCattohaJ  e^tabllei Hoe^t;  The  old  -eh* »»i-  , t^r-ofi to;  >irto?n*  o!'«i  o*‘.7»-..t>  to  --v  ■ to  ••■■• 
limine  of  Harrow  bears  ih  its  tyrv’&i  path#  {.  tcc|iftx^yotn^y  charioto  W}Hle  nbl^!4^di 
the  inimes  uf  ?5if k ^S%ri By;  i gocto  .0nT:  :cv^ry  ii^idtoi  ■■  v>.f-  Hp?  •g^obo.;' 
roti,  jShmdanv  ShtfibddWi  f^rcira),  ;Pm1  I wifb 

Palruen«.tOiti  amoiig  iti  famous  scholar^.  | the  Orickcbe.s  art'  r^«i>L\  e ^Inottable 
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reunion  over  an  al  fresco  luncheon  takes 
place.  If  it  is  a fine  day,  the  sight  is  inter 
esting  if  not  picturesque.  The  ladies  are 
in  their  lightest  ami  prettiest  costumes; 
the  gentlemen  have  generally  discarded 
black  cloth;  the  liveries  of  the  servants 
are  bright  with  many  buttons;  the  silver 
mountings  of  coach  and  carriage  flash  in 
the  sun;  the  two  blues  of  the  rival  schools 
flutter  against  the  lighter  blue  of  the  sky ; 
inside  the  barricade  of  carriages  thousands 
of  persons  are  promenading;  the  grand 
stands  are  alive  with  people  coming  and 
and  then  presently  the  ground  is 


in  his  garden,  where  luncheon  and  dinner 
are  laid  for  fifty  or  sixty  guests  on  the  two 
days  of  the  match,  which  has  now  become 
a fashionable  festival — the  social  clasp 
which  hinds  up  for  the  year  the  story  of 
the  London  Reason. 

When  society  lea  ves  London,  m I have 
already  said,  then  is  the  great  city  most 
delightful  to  a reflective  mind.  The  parks 
are  rejoicing  in  their  full  endowment  of 
autumnal  flowers.  There  is  no  crowd  in 
the  Row.  Tradesmen  arc  more  than  usu- 
ally polite  in  responseto  your  business  in- 
quiries. You  have  the  run  of  your  club. 
The  attend ania  are  glad  to  have  the  mo- 
notony of  their  lives  relieved  with  the  in- 
cident of  serving  your  dinner.  Hansom 
cabmen  will  touch  their  hats  to  you,  and 
four-wheelers  fairly  grovel  in  their  polite- 
ness. You  have  become  an  important 
person  at  the  West  End  by  the  absence  of 
competition. 

“By  under-ground  to  Harrow, ’Vis  the 
legend  that  confronts  the  lingering  Lon  * 
doner  at  many  of  the  local  railway  sta- 
tions of  the  West  End.  It  is  a misnomer. 
It  refers  to  the  extension  of  London’s  tin 
der-ground  system  of  railway  to  Harrow ; 


going 

once  more  cleared  for  action,  everybody 
gets  back  to  his  or  her  place  of  observa- 
tion, and  your  eye  rests  upon  a green  ex 
pause,  like  an  enormous  billiard  table, 
dotted  with  white- flannelled  cricketers. 
Outside  Lord's  there  is  a continual  stream 
of  traffic  to  and  fro,  coming  and  going 
from  Luulon;  it  is  regulated  by  a double 
line  of  policetTi^n,  who  stretch  away  as  far 
as  Baker  Street ; ami  in  many  of  the  villas 
round  about  the  grounds  private  lunch- 
eons are  spread  for  friends  and  visitors. 
The  manager  of  a London  theatre  who 
lives  in  the  shadow  of  Lord's  erects  a tent 
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her  say  wiiU  (hjj;  poia's  Lines  on  liar1 

fOW"  : 

9i  Again  l revisit  the  hills  wrlffcra  we  pparu^ij,  . 

Th«  atroams  her*  *tve  sua iuf  nud  Ute  ^>h|s: 
tv  her*  ue  fought; 

The  ^duiol  where,  loud -warned  by  the  bell;*  dWt 
OisorteU 

Te  jfqre  o’er  die  precepts  by  pedazuptiiv  ■ 


present  lekmmub  af  tins  Hare  we-  utte-H  ill  \ 
of  the  If  you  Yfunt  *4 

*>< j v 1 e » ] ) \.  1 :v irit ( o i t v$  the  ihjlh en ce  0 f a?** 
thetiei^m  In  tUe^e  days,  go  by 

thV  t#  H&WlwY 

The  fe-w-siliy  ife^yn^tnjihiiis  c?f  CtiutUa<i>r 
ism  w ti  Wh fnmi  mi  XiiW  n i ly.  t ii4 

atetl  in  ^idj:  wfmt  tuny  .Ife 

c&Uwl  bubhhxs'  ml  the  MKHlcru  st'rtiam  of 
art,  progress.  The  tidytmitige*  ?>f  sciiooh 
of -art  revival  of  taste 

seen  not  oaly.lt>  U'u>  latest  forios  of  do- 
mestic »loc*>mti0w , bit*  in  many  remtit  ef- 
fort.* in  the  w.tty  of  arehiltviuiv  as  appi  io.d 
to  the  eonsmo  1) asji  purposes.  Every  rail- 
way station  oyd^pot  atwhieh  fcbfe  train 
•stops  by  niidfer^rmitid  to 
brick  piethcfe  & mudftsi  adaptation  of s ’ Old 
Kensington*  to  ihti  Jiiost  jtjkr* 

p***e.s.  • ‘Phdformjs,  • tiwfeel 

uffidiS*  buijdii^  «on>. 

sxvicte&  s&itit  k ^yyWll  xl4 

en \%e,  and J$*£i bury  ttm  (fkl  with, ! 

• esu(3^  w r\- .; 

[ know  L*;OKh *ipsi\k$  pbun 
Mil  ii  ¥$$$ 

round  alrWit,  Ih.it.I^hald  not  lust  &$0fiy. 


The,  new  tWihvay  station,  ^yitti  ii$  thiffed 

■:g\w&  and  its  tiled  pavements.  is  ‘lull/’  *t 
from  Harrow,  *»  that  th* 
of  the.  little  to  worn  not.  in  ay  m l 
by  the  iownnoUW'.  Y:m  h.i v«-  ^uiU.vu,  (00^ 

iraJk  (tfi^IallT : to  jfiie  hU^J>  ; of  the* 
ehareh-yHrd  Where  ‘SyVon.  often  wafiderrd 

“ To  eabJx  th.o  *;  tot.  ^ieaiLp  b(  tin.*  •s^inV  Yrttuie:' 


On.  one  toi?ul  yoiir  ''paliV  hf  5j»>t;f.(e<v4  by 
stately  frees,  tlm>ugh  which  pH^nily  one 
see^  finl  gables  of  eolfego  and  muimkm ; 
while  oti  the  Ihfl  gre-r n tae^utnWR  stefeb 
away  toward  Libuhm.  ouiil  tba  eye  loses 
flnem  \n  :i  huvy  o.tuliha  of  oak  and  dm 
diraiust  a did.).  my*ie\nions  looking  *k  v. 

For  tbrr^  iimidred  years  mm  of  the  gmit 
inibti^'.^iuloU  of  :Eugiiiiitl  lia^* . (ledtl  • ;tiiiet: 
/fetu^li^ahri  od  thfe Rlo|iing  riu-mot  of  t|u^, 
aioJovO  which  had  <i  local  liahvhv- 

tibH  |iiid  a uame  before 
qtte&t,  Vev  ' :,  > 

Urn  reiufer  kuftvv'  the  earhedrat 


njoii  KTHKCT,  hahkov. 
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coin  and  York?  Here  and  there  at  Har- 
row you  find  yourself  recalling  bits  of 
those  time-honored  localities.  The  houses 
are  not  quite  wrinkled  enough  to  make 
the  illusion  complete;  but  they  have  that 
general  air  of  competence  and  comfort 
which  characterizes  the  deaneries  and  can- 
ons’ houses  of  the  snug  by-ways  that  be- 
long to  cathedral  precincts.  And  what  a 
view  there  is  from  the  church-yard  where 
Byron  pondered  with  his  immortal  muse ! 
Four  hundred  feet  high,  it  commands  a 
magnificent  natural  panorama,  and  you 
may  almost  be  said  to  stand  in  the  centre 
of  it,  as  in  the  artificial  panoramas  which 
of  late  years  have  become  popular  in  Par- 
is and  London.  The  writer  of  The  Sub- 
urban Homes  of  London  tells  us  that 
from  this  altitude  at  Harrow,  ten  miles 
from  the  Marble  Arch  at  Hyde  Park,  the 
view  toward  the  east  is  bounded  by  the 
metropolis;  that  to  the  south  looks  on  the 
Crystal  Palace  and  the  range  of  the  Sur- 
rey Hills;  that  on  the  southeast  extends 
from  Knockholt  Beeches  to  Shooter's  Hill, 
and  across  the  Thames  to  the  Langdon 
Hills  on  the  Essex  side.  “The  west  and 
southwest  is  specially  extensive  and  beau- 
tiful from  the  church -yard,  including 
Windsor  Castle  and  a great  part  of  the 
counties  of  Berkshire  and  Bucks.  The 
north  is  the  least  commanding,  but  singu- 
larly rich,  including  Hampstead,  Hendon, 
and  Barnet;  but  the  proximity  of  the 
splendid  estate  of  Lord  Wolverton  at 
Etonmore  interrupts  the  long  range  which 
characterizes  every  other  direction.”  I 
confess  I could  not  quite  realize  all  this 
topographically,  neither  could  I feel  that 
I was  within  half  an  hour  of  the  noise 
and  bustle  of  London.  The  sylvan  plain 
of  a Herefordshire  landscape,  or  a stretch 
of  Worcestershire  as  seen  from  the  Mal- 
vern Hills,  could  not  have  seemed  further 
away  from  the  metropolis  as  I sat  near  the 
poet's  favorite  haunt,  while  the  soft  shad- 
ows of  twilight  were  gathering  about  the 
classic  spot,  and  evening  mists  made 
ghostly  landscapes  and  “moving  lakes” 
and  mimic  waterways  in  the  grassy  plain 
below. 

It  was  twenty  years  after  Byron  left 
Harrow  that  he  wrote  to  Mr.  Murray  re- 
questing that  the  remains  of  his  daughter 
Allegra  might  be  buried  there.  “There 
is,”  he  wrote  to  Murray,  “a  spot  in  the 
church -yard,  near  the  foot-path  on  the 
brow  of  the  hill,  looking  toward  Windsor, 
and  a tomb  under  a large  tree  (bearing  the 


name  of  Peacliie  or  Peachy),  where  I used 
to  sit  for  hours  and  hours  when  a boy. 
This  was  my  favorite  spot;  but  as  I wish 
to  erect  a tablet  to  her  memory,  her  body 
had  better  be  deposited  in  the  church.” 
In  a note  to  the  fourth  canto  of  “Childe 
Harold”  he  says,  regarding  liis  leaving 
Harrow  for  Cambridge  in  1806:  “When 
I first  went  up  to  college  it  was  a new  and 
heavy-hearted  scene  for  me.  I so  much 
disliked  leaving  Harrow  that,  though  it 
was  time  (I  being  seventeen),  it  broke  my 
very  rest  for  the  last  quarter  with  count- 
ing the  days  that  remained.  I always 
hated  Harrow  till  the  last  year  and  a half, 
but  then  I liked  it.”  In  Finden’s  Illus- 
trations of  the  Life  and  Works  of  Lord 
Byron , published  half  a century  ago,  there 
is  an  engraving  of  Harrow  from  a drawing 
by  Clarkson  Stanfield,  having  for  its  im- 
mediate foreground  the  tombstone  and  the 
poet  school -boy,  illustrative  of  the  stanza: 

“ Again  I behold  where  for  hours  I have  pondered, 
As  reclining,  at  eve,  on  yon  tombstone  I lay. 
Or  round  the  steep  brow  of  the  church-yard  1 
wandered 

To  catch  the  last  gleam  of  the  sun’s  setting  ray.” 

“Byron's  tomb,”  as  it  is  called,  is  now 
incased  for  safe-keeping  in  a cage  of  iron 
bars,  which  mayr  preserve  it  for  future 
generations,  but  certainly  robs  it  of  all 
picturesqueness  to  present  disciples  of  the 
poet. 

Under  the  shadow  of  the  old  flint  church 
lies  a great  colony  of  the  dead,  and  the 
living  wander  curious  among  the  old-fash- 
ioned tombstones,  or  take  their  summer 
evening  airings  on  the  seats  at  the  north- 
ern edge  of  the  church-yard,  on  the  very 
brow  of  the  hill.  Some  of  the  inscrip- 
tions are  odd  indeed,  as  the  following, 
which  commemorates  what  must  have 
been  one  of  the  earliest  of  railway  acci- 
dents, for  it  is  dated  1838: 

“ Bright  rose  the  morn,  and  vigorous  rose  poor  Port  ; 
Gay  on  the  Train  he  used  his  W'onted  sport: 

Ere  noon  arrived  his  mangled  form  they  bore, 
With  pain  distorted,  and  overwhelmed  with  gore: 
When  evening  came  to  close  the  fatal  day, 

A mutilated  corpse  the  sufferer  lay.” 

The  church  itself,  which  is  at  least  sev- 
en hundred  years  old,  dominates  a wide 
landscape,  and  is  a part  of  the  familiar 
view  from  Hampstead  Heath.  The  shaded 
roads,  the  lanes  and  prescriptive  foot-paths 
all  about,  are  delightful:  one  can  almost 
reach  London  by  the  latter  without  using 
the  high-roads,  albeit  at  some  danger  from 
irate  proprietors,  very  willing  to  let  the 
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.so lit  iii.no  and  the  days- Of  Harrow . . It  Was  • lt.tr  row  h^s  ] f isKn-y  fulled  piH,Wiyamti. 
jfc  new.  und  iceling.  lik#  rising  : uiterestf  and  biaiorio  .foniiUieV  ThotrhU 

f * - * * i v l the  £TSV-e.  Pi  me.  | 'liM'c.  too,  VV;os  a Broket  !<oid ; 8ldf£  here,  fcftii  Wolsey  W4S 
? fr ihttti  rector  of  the  p&rhdi,  And ;'  jtved  .ftva;  tnpat- 
. d ihotftj'i ; bekt‘ • .to.  oil  house  ktilf  to  )>6  found  by  the  perils- 

>fi  vl  »"  . Vf  Mrn  ;>  -i.U  Kit.iu  ' A >..1  -i*  iv  Ox  i-.i  1 i ..  n . '.•(  V i'T.v  > » •#  . . . 


Ui>  imgV'rVonU*.  uohw:q  imb-ed  a was1  the  trian.  And.  os  in  other  suburban  towns 

t fa.  hj  k\m, . and  • villages  about  Ltuidbib  the  past  *m«l. 

We  iM-  ^ j pleas^Btly  rihki^HogvHi^r 

jou pue  y k-he  fur  Rome,  I for  Pisa— but  . by  a hostelry  that  seems  to  belong  to  the 
with  ’iM  promise  to  meet  again  in  the  ooaobmgda^,  and  Kuyge*!*  the  time  when 
S|>t*ing;  - We  'were  but  live  minutes  to-  ; the  •vreil-iiiounted  Idghvv^yman  was  apir- 
gellier,  and  on  t he  public  road,  but  T hard-  ; tiiresque  though  drtng:oisju^.njc-?deTi!  of  the 
{:>*  recollect  auiioitr  of  which  ; great  roads  that  leibl  in  and  out  of  the. 

e&Mld:  lx-  •weig)tedl  again  at  them,*’  In  j metropolis.  There  is.  the  swinging  sign 
Hour*  of  Iilivm'Srt  a poem  is  addressed  to  j courting1  the  brqev#  where  probably  the* 
Lord  Glare .'  which  recalls  the  boyish  days  \ cvosfc  of  the  olden  times  mired  aloft  ir>: 
of  both  at  Harrow  i jGhristian  symbol.  The  inn  Has  a quaint 

-Fruvul  ...  tar  vo„th!  wiieu  vo.ang  w*  romi,  j »PP~-,  nujotU  «yjr.«ifr  from 
Like  ^ivipiih^;  mutually  Gloved."  ds  w maow  - pane*  mriy-  fclmkHIg  ;witli. 


WUh  fru*i.>»Mii|r«3  purest  glm>. 

Tfet*  bU~>  vviuei;  -ituiged  tlioso  ro*v  1 jours'-  ■ 
surb  «V  jtiea>urv  dddoih  shower* 

On  irtvrinh  hete  tii>lvuv/J 

If  one  .had  tmvT‘Hod  by  steadier  and  by 
ml,  during'  ru&ny  dayA;  to  wander  in  the 
footsteps  of  Byron’s-  boyish  days,  to  trace 
mil  -the  spots  where-  be-  fought  the  tyrants 
of  his  school,  played  einyk*T,  Hululifbd 
hia  poetic  dreams  hf  thie  plt^ureH 

of  a Harrow  ramble  might  possibly  have 
bbe.n  mtCMisUiod.  It  wmihl  be far  morwim- 
prassiV e in  a Londort  to  talk 

of  you!  Byron ir  ventiui^ectice«  of  2arag<->- 
zn , N/  ‘!ro}Kiji  t;  C oriu t h , Verona,  Ravemiu, 
than  ir>l  ydiir  eyyiirsiOJi  froui  Baker  Street 
to  Harrow ; andlbere  are.  mnny  grmt  and 
Wealthy  Kfig’lUh  traveller*,  who  have  s.nr'v 
veyed  niunk Hid  from  Ghtha  to  IVrU,  who- 
know  nothing  of  Ciiertsey  meads,  Vir- 
ginia Wat«»r-:  tiro'  baeksvalem'  of  the  up 
per  Thames,  the  haunts  about  Burnham 
Bitches,  thebreezy  c<;miii*ons  a dd  the  %h ady 
nooks  and  eorhem  that  li©  around  Ijinuhm 
little  ynore  than  ten  miles  from  town. 


NATURE’S  SERIAL  STORY. 

VIII. 


IT  is  said  that  there  is  no  heaven  any- 
where for  those  incapable  of  recogniz- 
ing and  enjoying  it.  Be  this  as  it  may,  the 
month  of  June  is  a segment  of  heaven 
annually  bestowed  on  those  whose  eyes 
and  ears  have  been  opened  to  beauty  in 
sight  and  sound.  Indeed,  what  sense  in 
man  is  not  gratified  to  the  point  of  ima- 
ginary perfection  during  this  early  frui- 
tion of  the  varied  promise  of  spring  ? 
Even  to  the  sense  of  touch  how  exquisite 
is  the  “feel”  of  the  fragrant  rose  petals, 
the  soft  young  foliage  that  has  transform- 
ed the  world,  and  the  queer  downy  fledge- 
lings in  innumerable  nests!  To  the  eye 
informed  by  a heart  in  love  with  nature 
the  longest  days  of  the  year  are  all  too 
short  to  note  half  that  exists  and  takes 
place.  Who  sees  and  distinguishes  the 
varied  blossoming  of  the  many  kinds  of 
grain  and  grasses  that  are  waving  in  ev- 
ery field  ? And  yet  here  is  a beauty  as 
distinct  and  delicate  as  can  be  found  in 
some  of  Mendelssohn’s  “Songs  without 
Words”— blossomings  so  odd,  delicate,  and 
evanescent  that  they  might  resemble  a 
child's  dream  of  a flower.  Place  them 
under  a strong  glass,  and  who  can  fail  to 
wonder  at  the  miracles  of  form  and  color 
that  are  revealed.  From  these  tiny  flow- 
erets the  scale  runs  upward  until  it  touch- 
es the  hybrid  rose.  During  this  period, 
also,  many  of  the  forest  trees  emulate  the 
wild  flowers  at  their  feet  until  their  in- 
florescence culminates  in  the  white  cord- 
like fringe  that  foretells  the  spiny  chest- 
nut burrs. 

So  much  has  been  written  comparing 
this  exquisite  season  when  spring  passes 
insensibly  into  summer  with  the  fulfilled 
prophecy  of  girlhood,  that  no  attempt 
shall  be  made  to  repeat  the  simile.  Amy’s 
birthday  should  have  been  in  May,  but  it 
came  early  in  June.  May  was  still  in  her 
heart,  and  might  linger  there  indefinitely ; 
but  her  mind,  her  thoughts,  kept  pace  with 
nature  as  unconsciously  as  the  flowers 
that  bloomed  in  their  season.  There  were 
little  remembrances  from  all  the  family, 
but  Webb’s  gift  promised  the  most  plea- 
sure. It  was  a powerful  opera-glass,  and 
as  he  handed  it  to  her  on  the  piazza  in  the 
early  morning  he  said : 

“Our  troupe  are  all  here  now,  Amy, 
and  I thought  that  you  would  like  to  see 


the  singers,  and  observe  their  costumes 
and  expressions.  Some  birds  have  a good 
deal  of  expression  and  a very  charming 
manner  while  singing — a manner  much 
more  to  my  taste  than  more  than  one  prima 
donna  that  I have  heard,  although  my  taste 
may  be  uncultivated.  Focus  your  glass  on 
that  indigo-bird  in  yonder  tree-top.  Don’t 
you  see  him  ? — the  one  that  is  favoring  us 
with  such  a lively  strain,  beginning  with 
a repetition  of  short,  sprightly  notes.  The 
glass  may  enable  you  to  see  his  markings 
accurately.” 

“Oh,  what  an  exquisite  glossy  bluel 
and  it  grows  so  deep  and  rich  about  the 
head,  throat,  and  breast!  How  plainly  I 
can  see  him,  even  to  the  black  velvet  un- 
der his  eyes!  There  is  brown  on  his 
wings,  too.  Why,  I can  look  right  into 
his  little  throat,  and  almost  imagine  I see 
the  notes  he  is  flinging  abroad  so  viva- 
ciously. I can  even  make  out  his  claws 
closed  on  a twig,  and  the  dew  on  the 
leaves  around  him  is  like  pearls.  Tru- 
ly, Webb,  you  were  inspired  when  you 
thought  of  this  gift.” 

“Yes,”  he  replied,  quietly,  looking 
much  pleased,  however,  “with  a very 
honest  wish  to  add  to  your  enjoyment  of 
the  summer.  I must  confess,  too,  that  I 
had  one  thought  at  least  for  myself.  You 
have  described  the  indigo-bird  far  more  ac- 
curately than  I could  have  done,  although 
I have  seen  it  every  summer  as  long  as  I 
can  remember.  You  have  taught  me  to 
see;  why  should  I not  help  you  to  see 
more  when  I can  do  it  so  easily?  My 
thought  was  that  you  would  lend  me  the 
glass  occasionally,  so  that  I might  try  to 
keep  pace  with  you.  I’ve  been  using  the 
microscope  too  much — prying  into  nature, 
as  Burt  would  say,  with  the  spirit  of  an 
anatomist.” 

“I  shall  value  the  glass  a great  deal 
more  if  you  share  it  with  me,”  she  said, 
simply,  with  a sincere,  direct  gaze  into  his 
eyes;  “and  be  assured, Webb,”  she  added, 
earnestly^  “ you  are  helping  me  more  than 
I can  help  you.  I’m  not  an  artist,  and 
never  can  be,  but  if  I were  I should  want 
something  more  than  mere  surface,  how- 
ever beautiful  it  might  be.  Think  of  it, 
Webb,  I'm  eighteen  to-day,  and  I know 
so  little!  You  always  make  me  feel  that 
there  is  so  much  to  learn,  and,  what  is 
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more,  that  it  is  worth  knowing.  You 
should  have  been  a teacher,  for  you  would 
make  the  children  feel,  when  learning 
their  lessons,  as  Alf  does  when  after  game. 
How  well  nature  bears  close  scrutiny!” 
she  added,  sweeping  the  scene  with  her 
glass.  “lean  go  every  day  now  on  an 
exploring  expedition.  But  there  is  the 
breakfast  bell.” 

Mr.  Clifford  came  in  a little  late,  rub- 
bing his  hands  felicitously,  as  he  said: 

“ I have  just  come  from  the  apiary, 
and  think  we  shall  have  another  swarm 
to-day. 

4 A swarm  of  bees  in  June 
Is  worth  a silver  spoon.1 

If  one  comes  out  to-day,  and  we  hive  it 
safely,  we  shall  call  it  yours,  and  you 
shall  have  the  honey.” 

“How  much  you  are  all  doing  to  sweet- 
en my  life!”  she  said,  laughing;  “but  I 
never  expected  the  present  of  a swarm  of 
bees.  I assure  you  it  is  a gift  that  you 
will  have  to  keep  for  me,  and  yet  I should 
like  to  see  how  the  bees  swarm,  and  how 
you  hive  them.  Would  it  be  safe  ? I’ve 
heard  that  bees  are  so  wise,  and  know 
when  people  are  afraid  of  them.” 

“ You  can  fix  yourself  up  with  a thick 
veil  and  a pair  of  gloves  so  that  there  will 
be  no  danger,  and  your  swarm  of  bees, 
when  once  in  the  hive,  will  take  care  of 
themselves,  and  help  take  care  of  you. 
That’s  the  beauty  of  bee-culture.” 

“Our  bees  are  literally  in  clover  this 
year,”  Leonard  remarked.  “That  heavy 
-coating  of  wood-ashes  that  I gave  to  a 
half-acre  near  the  apiary  proved  most  ef- 
fective, and  the  plot  now  looks  as  if  a 
Hurry  of  snow  had  passed  over  it,  the 
white  clover  blossoms  are  so  thick.  That 
is  something  I could  never  understand, 
Webb.  Wood -ashes  will  always  bring 
white  clover.  It’s  hard  to  believe  that 
it  all  comes  from  seed  dormant  in  the 
ground.” 

44  Well,  it  does,”  was  the  reply. 

44  A great  many  think  that  the  ashes 
simply  produce  conditions  in  the  soil 
which  generate  the  clover.” 

44  Out  of  nothing  ? That  would  not  be 
simple  at  all,  and  if  any  one  could  prove 
it  he  would  make  a sensation  in  the  scien- 
tific world.” 

44  Now,  Len,  here’s  your  chance,”  laugh- 
ed Burt.  44  Just  imagine  what  a halo  of 
glory  you  would  get  by  setting  the  scien- 
tific world  agape  with  wonder!” 
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44 1 could  make  the  scientific  world  gape 
in  a much  easier  way,”  Leonard  replied,  . 
dryly.  “Well,  Amy,  if  you  are  as  fond 
of  honey  as  I am,  you  will  think  a swarm 
of  bees  a very  nice  present.  Fancy  buck- 
wheat cakes  eaten  with  honey  made  from 
buckwheat  blossoms ! There’s  a conjunc- 
tion that  gives  to  winter  an  unflagging 
charm.  If  the  old  Hebrews  felt  as  I do, 
a land  flowing  with  milk  and  honey  must 
have  been  very  alluring.  Such  a land 
the  valley  of  the  Hudson  certainly  is. 

It’s  one  of  the  finest  grass  regions  of  the 
world,  and  grass  means  milk;  and  the  ex- 
tensive raspberry  fields  along  its  banks 
mean  honey.  White  clover  is  all  very 
well,  but  I’ve  noticed  that  when  the  rasp- 
berry bushes  are  in  bloom  they  are  alive 
vrith  bees  ” 

“ Well,”  said  Mr.  Clifford, 44 1 shall  look 
after  the  apiary  to-day.  That’s  good  lazy 
work  for  an  old  man.  You  can  help  me 
watch  at  a safe  distance,  Amy,  and  protect- 
ed as  I said,  if  they  swarm.-  It  wouldn’t 
be  well  for  you  to  go  too  near  the  hives  at 
first,  you  know,”  he  added,  in  laughing 
gallantry,  “for  they  might  mistake  you 
for  a flower.  They  are  so  well  acquaint- 
ed with  me  that  I raise  neither  expecta- 
tions nor  fears.  You  needn’t  come  out 
before  ten  o’clock,  for  they  don’t  swarm 
until  toward  mid-day.” 

With  shy  steps,  and  well  protected,  Amy 
approached  the  apiary,  near  which  the  old 
gentleman  was  sitting  in  placid  fearless- 
ness under  the  shade  of  a maple,  the  honey 
of  whose  spring  blossoms  was  already  in 
the  hive.  For  a time  she  kept  at  a most 
respectful  distance,  but,  as  the  bees  did  not 
notice  her,  she  at  last  drew  nearer,  and  re- 
moved her  veil,  and  with  the  aid  of  her 
glass  saw  the  indefatigable  workers  coming 
in  and  going  out  with  such  celerity  that 
they  seemed  to  be  assuring  each  other  that 
there  were  tons  of  honey  now  to  be  had  for 
the  gathering.  The  bees  grew  into  large 
insects  under  her  powerful  lenses,  and 
their  forms  and  movements  were  very  dis- 
tinct. Suddenly  from  the  entrance  of  one 
hive  near  Mr.  Clifford,  which  she  happen- 
ed to  be  covering  with  her  glass,  she  saw 
pouring  out  a perfect  torrent  of  bees.  She 
started  back  in  affright,  but  Mr.  Clifford 
told  her  to  stand  still,  and  she  noted  that 
he  quietly  kept  his  seat,  while  following 
through  his  gold-rimmed  spectacles  the 
swirling,  swaying  stream  that  rushed  into 
the  upper  air.  The  combined  hum  smote 
the  ear  with  its  intensity.  Each  bee  was 
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describing  circles  with  almost  the  swift- 
ness of  light,  and  there  were  such  num- 
bers #that  they  formed  a nebulous  living 
mass.  Involuntarily  she  crouched  down 
in  the  grass.  In  a few  moments,  how- 
ever, she  saw  the  swarm  draw  together 
and  cluster  like  a great  black  ball  on  a 
bough  of  a small  pear-tree.  The  queen 
had  alighted,  and  all  her  subjects  gathered 
around  her. 

“Ah,”  chuckled  the  old  gentleman,  ris- 
ing quietly,  “they  couldn’t  have  been 
more  sensible  if  they  had  been  human — 
not  half  so  sensible  in  that  case,  perhaps. 
I think  you  will  have  your  swarm  now 
without  doubt.  That’s  the  beauty  of  these 
Italian  bees  when  they  are  kept  pure. 
They  are  so  quiet  and  sensible.  Come 
away  now,  until  I return  prepared  to  hive 
them.” 

The  young  girl  obeyed  with  alacrity, 
and  was  almost  trembling  with  excitement, 
to  which  fear  as  well  as  the  novelty  of  the 
scene  contributed  not  a little.  Mr.  Clif- 
ford soon  returned,  well  protected  and  pre- 
pared for  h is  work.  Taking  an  empty 
hive,  he  placed  it  on  the  ground  in  a se- 
cluded spot,  and  laid  before  its  entrances 
a broad,  smooth  board.  Then  holding  a 
large  tin  pan  in  his  left  hand,  he  mount- 
ed a step-ladder,  and  gently  brushed  the 
bees  into  it  as  if  they  had  been  inani- 
mate things.  A sheet  had  first  been  spread 
beneath  the  pear-tree  to  catch  those  that 
did  not  fall  into  the  pan.  Touched  thus 
gently  and  carefully,  the  immense  vitality 
of  the  swarm  remained  dormant;  but  a 
rough,  sudden  movement  would  have 
transformed  it  instantly  into  a vengeful 
cloud  of  insects,  each  animated  by  the  one 
impulse  to  use  its  stiletto.  Coming  down 
from  the  ladder,  he  turned  the  pan  toward 
Amy,  and  with  her  glass  she  saw  that  it 
was  nearly  half  full  of  a crawling,  seething 
mass  that  fairly  made  her  shudder.  But 
much  experience  rendered  the  old  gentle- 
man confident,  and  he  only  smiled  as  he 
carried  the  pan  of  bees  to  the  empty  hive, 
and  poured  them  out  on  the  board  before 
it.  The  sheet  was  next  gathered  up  and 
placed  near  the  hive  also,  and  then  the  old 
gentleman  backed  slowly  and  quietly 
away  until  he  had  joined  Amy,  to  whom 
he  said,  ‘ ‘ My  part  of  the  work  is  now  done, 
and  I think  we  shall  soon  see  them  enter 
the  hive.”  He  was  right,  for  within  twen- 
ty minutes  every  bee  had  disappeared  with- 
in the  new  domicile.  “To-night  I will 
place  the  hive  on  the  platform  with  the 


others,  and  to-morrow  your  bees  will  be  at 
work  for  you,  Amy.  I don’t  wonder  you 
are  so  interested,  for  of  all  insects  I think 
bees  tak£  the  palm.  It  is  possible  that  the 
swarm  may  not  fancy  their  new  quarters, 
and  come  out  again,  but  it  is  not  probable. 
Screened  by  this  bush,  you  can  watch  in 
perfect  safety” ; and  he  left  her  well  con- 
tent, with  her  glass  fixed  on  the  apiary. 

Burt  had  expended  more  on  his  present 
for  Amy  than  had  any  of  the  family,  and, 
while  it  had  been  acknowledged  most  cor- 
dially, he  was  a little  disappointed  that  his 
choice  had  not  been  so  happy  as  Webb's. 
Therefore  after  dinner  he  said:  “I  feel  al- 
most envious.  I wish  I could  give  you  a 
great  deal  of  pleasure  also  to-day.  How 
would  you  like  to  go  in  a row-boat  to  Con- 
stitution Island,  and  make  that  visit  to  Miss 
Warner  of  which  we  spoke  last  winter? 
It’s  warm,  but  not  sultry,  and  we  would 
keep  in  the  shadow  of  the  mountains  most 
of  the  way  down.” 

She  hesitated  a moment. 

“Don’t  be  afraid,  Amy,”  he  said,  in  a 
low  tone. 

1 4 I’ll  go  with  you,  ” she  assented,  cordial- 
ly, “and  I can  not  think  of  anything  that 
would  make  my  birthday  more  complete.” 

“I’ll  be  ready  in  an  hour,”  he  said, 
flushing  with  pleasure,  and  he  went  up 
to  his  room  two  steps  at  a time. 

Burt’s  mental  processes  during  the  past 
few  weeks  were  characteristic,  and  would 
have  amused  Amy  had  she  been  fully 
aware  of  them.  As  Webb  surmised,  his 
fever  had  to  run  its  course,  but  after  its 
crisis  had  passed  he  rapidly  grew  ration- 
al. Moreover,  in  his  mother,  and  indeed 
in  Amy  herself,  he  had  the  best  of  physi- 
cians. At  first  he  was  very  penitent,  and 
not  a little  chagrined  at  his  course.  As 
days  went  by,  however,  and  it  was  not  re- 
ferred to  by  word  or  sign  on  the  part  of  the 
family,  his  nervous  apprehension  passed 
away.  He  thought  he  detected  a peculiar 
twinkle  inLeonard’s  eyes  occasionally,  but 
it  might  have  resulted  from  other  causes. 
Still  Amy  did  the  most  to  re  assure  him 
both  consciously  and  unconsciously.  As 
she  said,  she  took  him  at  his  word,  and 
being  unembarrassed  by  any  feeling  of 
her  own,  found  it  easy  to  act  like  a sister 
toward  him.  This  naturally  put  him  at 
his  ease.  In  her  floral  expeditions  with 
Johnnie,  however,  and  her  birdnestings 
with  Alf,  wherein  no  birds  were  robbed, 
she  unconsciously  did  more  to  reconcile 
him  to  the  necessity  of  waiting  than  could 
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hours  of  argument  from  even  his  mother. 
She  thus  proved  to  him  that  he  had  spoken 
much  too  soon — that  she  was  not  ready 
for  his  ill-chosen,  passionate  words,  which 
had  wounded  instead  of  firing  her  heart 
as  he  had  intended  they  should.  He  now 
berated  his  stupidity,  but  consoled  himself 
with  the  thought  that  love  is  always  a lit- 
tle blind.  He  saw  that  she  liked  Webb  ex- 
ceedingly, and  enjoyed  talking  with  him, 
but  he  now  was  no  longer  disposed  to  be 
jealous.  She  ever  seemed  to  be  asking 
questions  like  an  intelligent  child.  4 4 Why 
shouldn’t  she  like  Webb?”  he  thought. 
“He  is  one  of  the  best  fellows  in  the 
world,  and  she  has  found  out  that  he’s  a 
walking  encyclopaedia  of  out-door  lore.” 

Burt  was  not  one  to  be  depressed  or  to 
remain  in  the  valley  of  humiliation  very 
long.  After  a week  or  two  a slight  feeling 
of  superiority  began  to  assert  itself.  Amy 
was  not  only  too  young  to  understand 
him,  but  also,  perhaps,  to  appreciate  him. 
He  believed  that  he  knew  more  than  one 
pretty  girl  to  whom  he  would  not  have 
spoken  as  he  had  in  vain.  Some  day  the 
scales  would  fall  from  Amy’s  eyes.  He 
could  well  afford  to  wait  until  they  did,  and 
he  threw  back  his  handsome  head  at  the 
thought,  and  an  exultant  flash  came  into 
his  blue  eyes.  Oh,  he  would  be  faithful, 
he  would  be  magnanimous,  and  he  also 
admitted  to  himself  that  he  would  be  very 
glad  and  grateful;  but  he  would  be  very 
patient,  perhaps  a little  too  much  so  to 
suither.  Since  he  had  been  told  to  “wait,” 
he  would  wait  until  her  awakening  heart 
constrained  her  to  give  unequivocal  signs 
of  readiness  to  surrender. 

Thus  his  thoughts  ran  on  while  he  was 
busy  about  the  farm,  or  galloping  over 
the  country  on  business  or  pleasure.  Aft- 
er the  corn-planting  and  the  rush  of  work 
in  May  was  over,  he  had  given  himself  a 
week’s  outing  among  the  trout  streams 
of  Ulster  County,  and  had  returned  with 
his  equanimity  quite  restored.  To  assure 
Amy  of  this,  and  that  she  had  nothing 
more  to  fear,  but  everything  to  gain,  was 
one  of  his  motives  in  asking  her  to  take 
the  long  sail  that  afternoon.  He  suc- 
ceeded so  well  that  a smile  of  very  gen- 
uine satisfaction  hovered  about  her  lips 
more  than  once.  She  enjoyed  the  expe- 
dition exceedingly.  She  was  grateful  for 
the  kind  reception  given  her  by  the  au- 
thors who  had  done  much  to  sweeten  and 
purify  the  world’s  thought.  She  was 
charmed  with  the  superb  scenery  as  on 


their  return  they  glided  along  in  the  shad- 
ows of  Cro’nest,  whose  sides  seemed  lined 
with  a choir  of  wood  and  veery  thrushes 
and  other  wild  songsters.  At  last  they 
evoked  the  spirit  of  music  in  her.  She  took 
an  oar  with  Burt,  and  they  pulled,  sang, 
and  laughed  together  like  careless,  happy 
children.  Yet  more  than  once  she  shyly 
glanced  at  him,  and  queried , Could  h is  fl  ush- 
ed  and  mirthful  face  be  that  of  the  passion* 
ate  lover  and  blighted  youth  of  scarce  a 
month  since  ? Burt  said  something  droll, 
and  her  laugh  raised  a musical  echo  against 
the  steep  rocks  near.  His  wit  was  not  its 
cause,  but  her  own  thought:  4 4 My  plea  was 
that  I was  too  young;  he  is  very  young 
too.” 

As  they  neared  the  point  of  Storm 
King  the  evening  boat,  the  Mary  Powell , 
swept  toward  them  with  scarcely  more 
apparent  effort  than  that  of  a swan.  A 
few  moments  later  their  skiff  was  dancing 
over  the  swells,  Amy  waving  her  hand- 
kerchief, and  the  good-natured  pilot  awak- 
ening a hundred  echoes  by  his  steam- whis- 
tle of  responsive  courtesy. 

They  were  at  home  in  time  for  supper, 
and  here  another  delicious  surprise  await- 
ed Amy.  Johnnie  and  Alf  felt  that  they 
should  do  something  in  honor  of  the  day. 
From  a sunny  hill-side  they  had  gleaned 
a gill  of  wild  strawberries,  and  Webb  had 
found  that  the  heat  of  the  day  had  so  far 
developed,  half  a dozen  Jacqueminot  rose- 
buds that  they  were  ready  for  gathering. 
These  with  their  fragrance  and  beauty 
were  beside  her  plate  in  dainty  arrange- 
ment. They  seemed  to  give  the  complete 
and  final  touch  to  the  day  already  re- 
plete with  joy  and  kindness,  and  happy, 
grateful  tears  rushed  into  the  young  girl’s 
eyes.  Dashing  them  brusquely  away,  she 
said : 14 1 can’t  tell  you  all  what  I feel,  and 
I won’t  try.  I want  you  to  know,  how- 
ever,” she  added,  smilingly,  while  her 
lips  quivered,  “that  I am  very  much  at 
home.” 

Burt  was  in  exuberant  spirits,  for  Amy 
had  told  him  that  she  had  enjoyed  every 
moment  of  the  afternoon.  This  had  been 
most  evident,  and  the  young  fellow  con- 
gratulated himself.  He  could  keep  his 
word,  he  could  be  so  jolly  a companion  as 
to  leave  nothing  to  be  desired,  and  wait- 
ing, after  all,  would  not  be  a martyrdom. 
His  mood  unloosed  his  tongue  and  made 
him  eloquent  as  he  described  his  experi- 
ences in  trout-fishing.  His  words  were  so 
simple  and  vivid  that  he  made  his  listen- 
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ers  hear  the  cool  splash  and  see  the  foam 
of  the  mountain  brooks.  They  saw  the 
shimmer  of  the  speckled  beauties  as  they 
leaped  for  the  fly,  and  felt  the  tingle  of  the 
rod  as  the  line  suddenly  tightened,  and 
heard  the  hum  of  the  reel  as  the  fish  dart- 
ed away  in  imagined  safety.  Burt  saw 
his  vantage — was  not  Amy  listening  witli 
intent  eyes  and  glowing  cheeks  ?— and  he 
kept  the  little  group  in  suspense  almost  as 
long  as  it  took  him  to  play,  land,  and  kill 
a three -pound  trout,  the  chief  trophy  of 
his  excursion. 

Webb  was  unusually  silent,  and  was 
conscious  of  a depression  for  which  he 
could  not  account.  All  was  turning  out 
better  than  he  had  predicted.  The  rela- 
tions between  Burt  and  Amy  were  not 
only  “serene,”  but  were  apparently  be- 
coming decidedly  blissful.  The  young 
girl  was  enthusiastic  over  her  enjoyment 
of  the  afternoon ; there  were  no  more  del- 
icately veiled  defensive  tactics  against 
Burt,  and  now  her  face  was  full  of  frank 
admiration  of  his  skill  as  an  angler  and 
of  interest  in  the  wild  scenes  described. 
Burt  had  spent  more  time  in  society  than 
over  his  books  while  at  college,  and  was  a 
fluent,  easy  talker.  Webb  felt  that  he  suf- 
fered in  contrast,  that  he  was  grave,  heavy, 
dull,  and  old — no  fit  companion  for  the 
girl  whose  laughing  eyes  so  often  rested 
on  his  brother’s  face  and  responded  to  his 
mirth.  Perhaps  Burt  would  not  have 
long  to  wait;  perhaps  his  rash,  passionate 
words  had  already  given  to  Amy’s  girlish 
unconsciousness  the  shock  that  had  de- 
stroyed it,  and  she  was  learning  that  she 
was  a woman  who  could  return  love  for 
love.  Well,  granting  this,  was  it  not  just 
what  they  were  all  expecting?  “But 
the  change  is  coming  too  soon,”  he  com- 
plained to  himself.  “I  wish  she  could 
keep  her  gentle,  lovable,  yet  unapproach- 
able May-day  grace  a little  longer.  Then 
she  was  like  the  wind-flower,  which  the 
eyes  can  linger  upon,  but  which  fades  al- 
most the  moment  it  is  grasped.  It  made 
her  so  different  from  other  girls  of  her 
age.  It  identified  her  with  the  elusive 
spirit  of  nature,  whose  beauty  entrances 
one,  but  search  and  wander  where  we  will, 
nothing  can  be  found  that  is  distinctly 
and  tangibly  ours  or  any  one’s.  Amy, 
belonging  definitely  to  any  one,  would  lose 
half  her  charm.” 

Webb  saw  and  heard  all  that  passed, 
but  in  a minor  key  thoughts  like  these 
were  forming  themselves,  with  little  vo- 


lition on  his  part,  and  were  symptoms 
which  as  yet  he  did  not  understand.  In 
an  interval  of  mirth  Johnnie  heard  foot- 
stepson  the  piazza,  and  darting  out,  caught 
a glimpse  of  Mr.  A1  vord's  retreating  form. 
He  had  come  on  some  errand,  and  seeing 
the  group  at  the  supper  table,  had  yielded 
to  the  impulse  to  depart  unrecognized. 
This  the  little  girl  would  by  no  means 
permit.  Since  Easter  an  odd  friendship 
had  sprung  up  between  her  and  the  lonely 
man,  and  she  had  become  almost  his  solo 
visitor.  She  now  called  after  him,  and  in 
a moment  was  at  his  side.  “Why  are 
you  going  away  ?”  she  said.  “You  must 
not  go  till  I show  you  my  garden.” 

Maggie  joined  them,  for  he  deeply  en- 
listed her  sympathy,  and  she  wished  to 
make  it  clear  by  her  manner  that  the  tie 
between  him  and  the  child  had  her  ap- 
proval. “Yes,  indeed,  Mr.  Alvord,”  she 
said,  “you  must  let  Johnnie  show  you 
her  garden,  and  especially  her  pansies.” 

“ Heart’s-ease  is  another  name  for  the 
flower,  I believe,”  he  replied,  with  the 
glimmer  of  a smile.  “ In  that  case  John- 
nie should  be  called  Pansy.  I thank 
you,  Mrs.  Clifford,  that  you  are  willing  to 
trust  your  child  to  a stranger.  We  had 
a lovely  ramble  the  other  day,  and  she 
said  that  you  told  her  she  might  go  with 
me.” 

“I’m  only  too  glad  that  you  find  John- 
nie an  agreeable  little  neighbor,”  Maggie 
began.  “Indeed,  we  all  feel  so  neigh- 
borly that  we  hope  you  will  soon  cease  to 
think  of  yourself  as  a stranger.”  But 
here  impatient  Johnnie  dragged  him  off 
to  see  her  garden,  and  his  close  and  ap- 
preciative attention  to  all  she  said  and 
showed  to  him  won  the  child’s  heart  anew* 
Amy  soon  joined  them,  and  said: 

4 4 Mr.  Alvord,  I wish  your  congratula- 
tions also.  I’m  eighteen  to-day.” 

He  turned  and  looked  at  her  so  wist- 
fully for  a moment  that  her  eyes  fell.  “ I 
do  congratulate  you,”  he  said,  in  a low, 
deep  voice.  “ If  I had  my  choice  between 
all  the  world  and  your  age,  I’d  rather  be 
eighteen  again.  May  your  brow  always 
be  as  serene  as  it  is  to-night,  Miss  Amyl” 
His  eyes  passed  swiftly  from  the  elder  to 
the  younger  girl,  the  one  almost  as  young 
at  heart  and  fully  as  innocent  as  the  oth- 
er, and  then  he  spoke  abruptly:  “Good- 
by,  Johnnie.  I wish  to  see  your  father 
a moment  on  some  business;”  and  he 
walked  rapidly  away.  By  the  time  they 
reached  the  house  he  had  gone.  Amy 
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felt  that  with  the  night  a darker  shadow 
had  fallen  upon  her  happy  day.  The 
deep  sadness  of  a wounded  spirit  touched 
her  own,  she  scarcely  knew  why.  It  was 
but  the  law  of  her  unwarped,  unselfish 
nature.  Even  as  a happy  girl  she  could 
not  pass  by,  uncaring,  on  the  other  side. 
She  felt  that  she  would  like  to  talk  with 
Webb,  as  she  always  did  when  anything 
troubled  her;  but  he,  touched  with  some- 
thing of  Burt’s  old  restlessness,  had  ram- 
bled away  in  the  moonlight,  notwith- 
standing the  fatigues  of  the  day.  There- 
fore she  went  to  the  piano  and  sang  for 
the  old  people  some  of  the  quaint  songs  of 
which  she  knew  they  were  fond.  Burt 
sat  smoking  and  listening  on  the  piazza 
in  immeasurable  content. 

To  Mrs.  Clifford  the  month  of  June 
brought  the  halcyon  days  of  the  year. 
The  warm  sunshine  revived  her,  the  sub- 
acid of  the  strawberry  seemed  to  furnish 
the  very  tonic  she  needed,  and  the  beau- 
ty that  abounded  on  every  side,  and  that 
was  daily  brought  to  her  couch,  conferred 
a happiness  that  few  could  understand. 
Long  years  of  weakness,  in  which  only 
her  mind  could  be  active,  had  developed 
in  the  invalid  a refinement  scarcely  pos- 
sible to  those  who  must  daily  meet  the 
practical  questions  of  life,  and  whose 
more  robust  natures  could  enjoy  the  ma- 
terial side  of  existence.  It  was  not  strange, 
therefore,  that  country  life  had  matured 
her  native  love  of  flowers  into  almost  a 
passion,  which  culminated  in  her  intense 
enjoyment  of  the  rose  in  all  its  varieties. 
The  family,  aware  of  this  marked  prefer- 
ence, rarely  left  her  without  these  flowers 
at  any  season ; but  in  June  her  eyes  feast- 
ed on  their  varied  forms  and  colors,  and 
she  distinguished  between  her  favorites 
with  all  the  zest  and  accuracy  which  a 
connoisseur  of  wines  ever  brought  to  bear 
upon  their  delicate  bouquet.  With  eyes 
shut  she  could  name  from  its  perfume  al- 
most any  rose  with  which  she  was  familiar. 
Therefore  in  all  the  flower  beds  and  borders 
roses  abounded,  especially  the  old-fashion- 
ed kinds,  which  are  again  finding  a place 
in  florists’  catalogues.  Originally  led  by 
love  for  his  mother,  Webb,  years  since, 
had  begun  to  give  attention  to  the  queen  of 
flowers.  He  soon  found,  however,  that 
the  words  of  an  English  writer  are  true, 
“He  who  would  have  beautiful  roses  in 
his  garden  must  have  them  first  in  his 
heart,”  and  there  with  queenly  power 
they  soon  enthroned  themselves.  In  one 


corner  of  the  garden,  which  was  protected 
on  the  north  and  west  by  a high  stone 
wall,  where  the  soil  was  warm,  loamy, 
and  well  drained,  he  made  a little  rosery. 
He  bought  treatises  on  the  flower,  and 
when  he  heard  of  or  saw  a variety  that 
was  particularly  fine,  he  added  it  to  his 
collection. 

On  the  third  morning  after  her  birthday 
Amy  came  down  very  early.  The  bird 
symphony  had  penetrated  her  open  win- 
dows with  such  a jubilant  resonance  that 
she  had  been  awakened  almost  with  the 
dawn.  The  air  was  so  cool  and  exhil- 
arating, and  there  was  such  a wealth  of 
dewy  beauty  on  every  side,  that  she  yield- 
ed to  the  impulse  to  go  out  and  enjoy  the 
most  delightful  hour  of  the  day.  To  her 
surprise  she  saw  Webb  going  down  the 
path  leading  to  the  garden.  “What’s  on 
your  conscience,”  she  cried,  “that  you 
can’t  sleep  ?” 

“What’s  on  yours  ?”  he  retorted. 

“The  shame  of  leaving  so  many  morn- 
ings like  this  unseen  and  not  enjoyed.  I 
mean  to  repent  and  mend  my  ways  from 
this  time  forth ; that  is,  if  I wake  up.  Can 
I go  with  you  ?” 

“What  a droll  question  1”  he  replied,  in 
laughing  invitation. 

“Well,  I did  not  know,”  she  said,  join- 
ing him,  “but  that  you  were  going  to 
visit  that  sanctum  sanctorum  of  yours.” 

“ I am.  Your  virtue  of  early  rising  is 
about  to  be  rewarded.  You  know  when 
some  great  personage  is  to  be  specially 
honored,  he  is  given  the  freedom  of  a city 
or  library,  etc.  I shall  now  give  you  the 
freedom  of  my  rosery  for  the  rest  of  the 
summer,  and  from  this  time  till  frost 
you  can  always  find  roses  for  your  belt. 
I meant  to  do  this  on  your  birthday,  but 
the  buds  were  not  sufficiently  forward  this 
backward  season.” 

“I’m  not  a great  personage.” 

4 ‘ No,  thanks,  you’re  not.  You  are  only 
our  Amy.” 

“ I’m  content.  Oh,  Webb,  what  mira- 
cles have  you  been  working  herel”  she 
exclaimed,  as  she  passed  through  some 
screening  shrubbery  and  looked  upon  a 
plot  given  up  wholly  to  roses,  many  of 
which  were  open,  more  in  the  phase  of  ex- 
quisite buds,  while  the  majority  were  still 
closely  wrapped  in  their  green  calyxes. 

“No  miracle  at  all.  I’ve  only  assisted 
nature  a little.  At  the  same  time  let  me 
assure  you  that  this  small  place  is  like  a 
picture-gallery,  and  that  there  is  a chance 
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here  for  as  nice  discrimination  as  there 
would  be  in  a cabinet  full  of  art.  There 
are  few  duplicate  roses  in  this  place,  and  I 
have  been  years  in  selecting  and  winnow- 
ing this  collection.  They  are  all  named 
varieties,  labelled  in  my  mind.  I love 
them  too  well,  and  am  too  familiar  with 
them,  to  hang  disfiguring  bits  of  wood 
upon  them.  One  might  as  well  label  his 
friends.  Each  one  has  been  chosen  and 
kept  because  of  some  individual  point  of 
excellence,  and  you  can  gradually  learn 
to  recognize  these  characteristics,  just  as 
mother  does.  This  plot  here  is  filled  with 
hardy  hybrid  perpetuals,  and  that  with 
tender  tea-roses  that  require  very  different 
treatment.  Here  is  a moss  that  will  also 
bloom  in  the  autumn.  It  has  a sounding 
name — Soupert-et-notting— but  it  is  wor- 
thy of  any  name.  Though  not  so  mossy  as 
some  others,  look  at  its  fine  form  and  beau- 
tiful rose-color.  Only  one  or  two  are  out 
yet,  but  in  a week  this  bush  will  be  a thing 
of  beauty  that  one  would  certainly  wish 
might  last  forever.  Try  its  fragrance. 
Nothing  surpasses  it  unless  it  is  La  France 
over  there.” 

She  inhaled  the  exquisite  perfume  in 
long  breaths,  and  then  looked  around  at 
the  budding  beauty  on  every  side,  even  to 
the  stone  walls  that  were  covered  with 
climbing  varieties. 

“Well,  Webb,”  she  said,  laughing,  “I 
can  not  think  of  anything  lacking  in  my 
morning’s  experience.  I was  wakened  by 
the  song  of  birds.  You  have  revealed  to 
me  the  mystery  of  your  sanctum,  and  that 
alone,  you  know,  would  be  happiness  to 
the  feminine  soul.  You  have  also  intro- 
duced me  to  dozens  of  your  sweethearts, 
for  you  look  at  each  rose  as  Burt  does  at 
the  pretty  girls  he  meets.  You  have 
shown  me  your  budding  rosery  in  the 
dewy  morning,  and  that  was  appropriate 
too.  Every  one  of  your  pets  was  gemmed 
and  jewelled  for  the  occasion,  and  unri- 
valled musicians,  cleverly  concealed  in  the 
trees  near,  have  filled  every  moment  with 
melody.  What  more  could  I ask  ? But 
where  are  you  going  with  that  basket?” 

“To  gather  strawberries  tor  breakfast. 
There  are  enough  ripe  this  morning.  You 
gather  roses  in  the  other  basket.  Why 
not  have  them  for  breakfast  also?” 

“ Why  indeed,  since  it  would  seem  that 
there  are  to  be  thousands  here  and  else- 
where in  the  garden!  Fresh  roses  and 
strawberries  for  breakfast— that’s  country 
life  to  perfection.  Good-by.” 


He  went  away  as  if  in  a dream,  and  his 
heart  almost  ached  with  a tension  of  feel- 
ing that  he  could  not  define.  It  seemed 
to  him  the  culmination  of  all  that  he  bad 
loved  and  enjoyed.  His  rosery  had  been 
complete  at  this  season  the  year  before,  but 
now  that  Amy  had  entered  it,  the  roses 
that  she  had  touched,  admired,  and  kissed 
with  lips  that  vied  with  their  petals  grew 
tenfold  more  beautiful,  and  the  spot  seem- 
ed sacred  to  her  alone.  He  could  never 
enter  it  again  without  thinking  of  her  and 
seeing  her  lithe  form  bending  to  favorites 
which  hitherto  he  had  only  associated 
with  his  mother. 

He  brought  the  strawberries  to  Amy  in 
the  breakfast-room,  and  stood  near  while 
she  and  Johnnie  hulled  them.  He  saw 
the  roses  arranged  by  his  mother’s  plate 
in  such  nice  harmony  that  one  color  did 
not  destroy  another.  He  replied  to  her 
mirthful  words  and  rallyings,  scarcely 
knowing  what  he  said,  so  deep  was  the 
feeling  that  oppressed  him,  so  strong  was 
his  love  for  that  sweet  sister  who  had  come 
into  his  life  and  made  it  ideally  perfect. 
She  appreciated  what  he  had  loved  so  ful- 
ly, her  very  presence  had  ever  kindled  his 
spirit,  and  while  eager  to  learn  and  easily 
taught,  how  truly  she  was  teaching  him 
a philosophy  of  life  that  seemed  divine! 
What  more  could  he  desire?  The  day 
passed  in  a confused  maze  of  thought  and 
happiness,  so  strange  and  absorbing  that 
he  dared  not  speak  lest  he  should  waken 
as  from  a dream.  The  girl  had  grown 
so  beautiful  to  him  that  he  scarcely  wish- 
ed to  look  at  her,  and  hastened  through 
his  meals  that  he  might  be  alone  with  his 
thoughts.  The  sun  had  sunk,  and  the 
moon  was  well  over  the  eastern  mount- 
ains, before  he  visited  the  rosery.  Amy 
was  there,  and  she  greeted  him  with  a 
pretty  petulance  because  he  had  not  come 
before.  Then  in  sudden  compunction  she 
asked: 

“Don’t  you  feel  well,  Webb?  You 
have  been  so  quiet  since  we  were  here 
this  morning!  Perhaps  you  are  sorry 
you  let  me  into  this  charmed  seclusion.” 

“ No,  Amy,  I am  not,”  he  said,  with  an 
impetuosity  very  unusual  in  him.  “ You 
should  know  me  better  than  even  to  ima- 
gine such  a thing.” 

Before  he  could  say  anything  more, 
Burt’s  mellow  voice  rang  out,  “Amy!” 

“Oh,  I half  forgot;  I promised  to  take 
a drive  with  Burt  this  evening.  Forgive 
me,  Webb,”  she  added,  gently;  “I  only 
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spoke  in  sport.  I do  know  you  too  well 
to  imagine  I am  unwelcome  here.  No 
one  ever  had  a kinder  or  more  patient 
brother  than  you  have  been  to  me ;”  and 
she  clasped  her  hands  upon  his  arm,  and 
looked  up  into  his  face  with  frank  affec- 
tion. 

His  arm  trembled  under  her  touch,  and 
he  felt  that  he  must  be  alone.  In  his 
usual  quiet  tones,  however,  he  was  able  to 
say:  “You,  rather,  must  forgive  me  that 
I spoke  so  hastily.  No ; I’m  not  ill,  but 
very  tired.  A good  night’s  rest  will  bring 
me  around.  Go  and  enjoy  your  drive  to 
the  utmost.” 

“Webb,  you  work  too  hard,”  she  said, 
earnestly.  “ But  Burt  is  calling — ” 

“Yes;  do  not  keep  him  waiting;  and 
think  of  me,”  he  added,  laughing,  “as  too 
weary  for  moonlight,  roses,  or  anything 
but  prosaic  sleep.  June  is  all  very  well, 
but  it  brings  a pile  of  work  to  a fellow 
like  me.” 

“ Oh,  Webb,  what  a clod-hopper  you’re 
trying  to  make  yourself  out  to  be ! Well, 

4 Sleep,  sleep’ — I can’t  think  of  the  rest  of 
the  quotation.  Good-by.— Yes,  I’m  com- 
ing!” rang  out  her  clear  voice;  and,  with 
a smiling  glance  backward,  she  hastened 
away. 

From  the  shrubbery  he  watched  her 
pass  up  the  wide  garden  path,  the  moon- 
light giving  an  ethereal  beauty  to  her 
slight  form  with  its  white,  close  drapery.. 
Then,  deeply  troubled,  he  threw  himself 
on  a rustic  seat  near  the  wall  and  buried 
his  face  in  his  hands.  It  was  all  growing 
too  clear  to  him  now,  and  he  found  him- 
self face  to  face  with  the  conviction  that 
Amy  was  no  longer  his  sister,  but  the 
woman  he  loved.  The  deep-hidden  cur- 
rent of  feeling  that  had  been  gathering 
volume  for  months  at  last  flashed  out  into 
the  light,  and  there  could  be  no  more  dis- 
guise. The  explanation  of  her  power 
over  him  was  now  given  to  his  deepest 
consciousness.  By  some  law  of  his  na- 
ture, when  she  spoke  he  had  ever  listen- 
ed ; whatever  she  said  and  did  had  been 
invested  with  a nameless  charm.  Day 
after  day  they  had  been  together,  and 
their  lives  had  harmonized  like  two  chords 
that  blend  in  one  sweet  sound.  He  had 
never  had  a sister,  and  his  growing  inter- 
est in  Amy  had  seemed  the  most  natural 
thing  in  the  world ; that  Burt  should  love 
her,  equally  natural — to  fall  in  love  was 
almost  a habit  with  the  mercurial  young 
fellow  when  thrown  into  the  society  of  a 


pretty  girl — and  he  had  felt  that  he  should 
be  only  too  glad  that  his  brother  had  at 
last  fixed  his  thoughts  on  one  who  would 
not  be  a stranger  to  them.  He  now  re- 
membered that  while  all  this  had  been 
satisfactory  to  reason,  his  heart  for  a long 
time  had  been  uttering  its  low,  half -con- 
scious protest.  Now  he  knew  why.  The 
events  of  this  long  day  had  revealed  him 
unto  himself,  because  he  was  ripe  for  the 
knowledge. 

His  nature  had  its  hard,  practical,  busi- 
ness side,  but  he  had  never  been  content 
with  questions  of  mere  profit  and  loss. 

He  not  only  had  wanted  the  com,  but 
the  secret  of  the  corn’s  growth  and  ex- 
istence. To  search  into  Nature’s  hidden 
life,  so  that  he  could  see  through  her 
outward  forms  the  mechanism  back  of 
all,  and  trace  endless  diversity  to  simple 
inexorable  laws,  had  been  his  pride  and 
the  promised  solace  of  his  life.  His  love 
of  the  rose  had  been  to  him  what  it  is  to 
many  another  hard-working  man  and 
woman — recreation,  a habit,  something 
for  which  he  had  developed  the  taste  and 
feeling  of  a connoisseur.  It  had  had  no 
appreciable  influence  on  the  current  of 
his  thoughts.  Amy’s  coming,  however, 
had  awakened  the  poetic  side  of  his  tem- 
perament, and  while  this  had  taken  no- 
thing from  the  old,  it  had  changed  every- 
thing. Before,  his  life  had  been  like  na- 
ture in  winter,  when  all  tilings  are  in 
hard,  definite  outline.  The  feeling  which 
she  had  inspired  brought  the  transform- 
ing flowers  and  foliage.  It  was  an  im- 
mense addition  to  that  which  already  ex- 
isted, and  which  formed  the  foundation 
for  it.  For  a long  time  he  had  exulted 
in  this  inflorescence  of  his  life,  as  it  were, 
and  was  more  than  content.  He  did 
not  know  that  the  spirit  gifted  even  un- 
consciously with  the  power  thus  to  de- 
velop his  own  nature  must  soon  become 
to  him  more  than  a cause  of  an  effect, 
more  than  a sister  upon  whom  he  could 
look  with  as  tranquil  eyes  and  even  pulse  in 
youth  as  in  frosty  age.  But  now  he  knew 
it  with  the  absolute  certainty  that  was 
characteristic  of  his  mind  when  once  it 
grasped  a truth.  The  voice  of  Burt  call- 
ing “Amy,”  after  the  experiences  of  the 
day,  had  been  like  a shaft  of  light,  and 
everything  was  instantly  revealed.  For 
her  sake  more  than  his  own  he  had  exert- 
ed himself  to  the  utmost  to  conceal  the 
truth  of  that  moment  of  bitter  conscious- 
ness. He  trembled  as  he  thought  of  his 
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blind,  impetuous  words  and  her  look  of 
surprise;  he  grew  cold  with  dread  as  he 
remembered  how  easily  he  might  have  be- 
trayed himself. 

And  now  what  should  he  do  ? what 
could  he  do  but  hide  the  truth  with  sleep- 
less vigilance  ? He  could  not  become  his 
brother’s  rival.  In  the  eyes  of  Amy  and 
all  the  family  Burt  was  her  acknowledged 
suitor,  who,  having  been  brought  to  rea- 
son, was  acting  most  rationally  and  hon- 
orably. Whether  Amy  was  learning  to 
love  him  or  not  made  no  difference.  If 
she,  growing  conscious  of  her  woman- 
hood, was  turning  her  thoughts  to  Burt 
as  the  one  who  had  first  sought  her,  and 
who  was  now  cheerfully  waiting  until 
the  look  of  shy  choice  and  appeal  came 
into  her  eyes,  he  could  not  seek  to  thrust 
his  younger  brother  aside.  If  the  illus- 
tration of  the  rose  which  she  had  forced 
into  unnatural  bloom  was  still  true  of 
her  heart,  he  would  be  false  to  her  and 
himself,  as  well  as  to  Burt,  should  he  seek 
her  in  the  guise  of  a lover.  He  had  felt 
that  it  was  almost  sacrilege  to  disturb  her 
May-like  girlhood ; thatthischildof  nature 
should  be  left  wholly  to  nature’s  impulses 
and  to  nature’s  hour  for  awakening. 

“If  it  only  could  have  been,  how  rich 
and  full  life  would  be !”  he  thought.  “We 
were  in  sympathy  at  almost  every  point. 
When  shall  I forget  the  hour  we  spent 
here  this  morning  1 How  can  I hide  all 
this  from  her,  and  seem  merely  her  quiet 
elderly  brother?  How  can  I meet  her 
here  to-morrow  morning,  and  in  the 
witchery  of  summer  evenings,  and  still 
speak  in  measured  tones,  and  look  at  her 
as  I would  at  Johnnie  ? The  thing  is  im- 
possible until  I have  gained  a stronger 
self-control.  I must  go  away  for  a day 
or  two,  and  I will.  When  I return,  neither 
Burt  nor  Amy  shall  have  cause  to  com- 
plain and  he  strode  away. 

The  evening  mail  brought  an  excuse. 
A firm  to  whom  the  Cliffords  had  been 
sending  part  of  their  produce  had  not  giv- 
en full  satisfaction,  and  Webb  announced 
his  intention  of  going  to  the  city  in  the 
morning  to  investigate  matters.  His  fa- 
ther and  Leonard  approved  of  his  pur- 
pose, and  when  lie  added  that  he  might 
stay  in  town  for  two  or  three  days,  that 
he  felt  the  need  of  a little  change  and 
rest  before  haying  and  harvest  began,  they 
all  expressed  their  approval  still  more 
heartily. 

The  night  was  so  beautiful  that  Burt 


prolonged  his  drive.  The  witchery  of 
the  romantic  scenery  through  which  he 
and  Amy  passed,  and  the  loveliness  of  her 
profile  in  the  pale  light,  almost  broke 
down  his  resolution,  and  once,  in  accents 
much  too  tender,  he  said,  “Oh,  Amy,  I 
am  so  happy  when  with  you !” 

“I’m  happy  with  you  also,”  she  re- 
plied, in  brusque  tones,  “now  that  you 
have  become  so  sensible.” 

He  took  the  hint,  and  said,  emphatical- 
ly: “Don’t  you  ever  be  apprehensive  or 
nervous  when  with  me.  I’ll  wait,  and  be 
4 sensible,’  as  you  express  it,  till  I’m  gray.” 

Her  laugh  rang  out  merrily,  but  she 
made  no  other  reply.  He  was  a little 
nettled,  and  mentally  vowed  a constancy 
that  would  one  day  make  her  regret  that 
laugh. 

Webb  had  retired  when  Amy  returned, 
and  she  learned  of  his  plans  from  Maggie. 
“It’s  just  the  best  thing  he  can  do,”  she 
said,  earnestly.  4 4 W ebb’s  been  overwork- 
ing, and  he  needs  and  deserves  a little 
rest.” 

In  the  morning  he  seemed  so  busy  with 
his  preparations  that  he  had  scarcely  time 
to  give  her  more  than  a genial  off-hand 
greeting. 

44  Oh,  Webb,  I shall  miss  you  so  much !” 
she  said,  in  parting,  and  her  look  was 
very  kind  and  wistful.  He  did  not  trust 
himself  to  speak,  but  gave  her  a humor- 
nus  and  what  seemed  to  her  a half-incred- 
ulous  smile.  He  puzzled  her,  and  she 
thought  about  him  and  his  manner  of  the 
previous  day  and  evening  not  a little. 
With  her  sensitive  nature,  she  could  not 
approach  so  near  the  mystery  that  he  was 
striving  to  conceal  without  being  vaguely 
impressed  that  there  was  something  un- 
usual about  him.  The  following  day, 
however,  brought  a cheerful,  business-like 
letter  to  his  father,  which  was  read  at  the 
dinner  table.  He  had  straightened  out 
matters  in  town,  and  seemed  to  be  enjoy- 
ing himself.  She  more  than  once  admit- 
ted that  she  did  miss  him  as  she  would 
not  any  other  member  of  the  household. 
But  her  out-door  life  was  very  full.  By 
the  aid  of  her  glass  she  made  the  intimate 
acquaintance  of  her  favorite  songsters. 
Every  day  she  took  Mrs.  Clifford  in  her 
garden  chair  to  the  rosery,  and  proposed 
through  her  instruction  to  give  Webb  a 
surprise  when  he  returned.  She  would 
prove  to  him  that  she  could  name  his  pets 
from  their  fragrance,  form,  and  color  as 
well  as  he  himself. 
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Burt  did  his  best  to  keep  things  lively, 
and  a few  days  after  Webbs  departure, 
slid : v *■  I’ve  heard  that  there  is  to  be  a sham 
battle  at  West  Point  this  afternoon.  Sup- 
pose we  go  and  see  it  T' 

The  heavy  guns  from  the  river  batteries 
bad  been  awakening  deep  echoes  among 
the  mountains  every  afternoon  for  some 
time  past,  reminding  the  Cliffords  that 
the  June  examinations  were  taking  place 
at  the  Military  Academy,  and  that  there 
was  much  of  interest  occurring  near  them. 
Amy  not  only  assented  to  Burt’s  proposi- 
tion, but  Leonard  also  resolved  to  go  and 
take  Maggie  and  the  children.  In  the 
afternoon  a steam-yacht  bore  them  and 
many  other  excursionists  to  their  destina- 
tion, and  they  were  soon  skirting  the 
grassy  plain  on  which  the  military  evolu- 
tions were  to  take  place. 

The  scene  was  full  of  novelty  and  inter- 
esi  for  Arny.  Thousands  of  people  were 
there*  representing  every  walk  and  eondi 
Lion  of  life.  Plain  farmers  with  their  wives 
and  children,  awkward  country  fellows 
with  their  sweethearts,  dapper  clerks  with 
bleached  hands  and  faces,  were  passing  to 
and  fro  among  ladies  in  Parisian  toilets 
and  with  the  unmistakable  air  of  the  me- 
tropolis. There  were  officers  with  stars 
upon  their  shoulders,  and  others,  quite  as 

Vol  I.XJX  -No.  410.— 1 6 

Co  gle 


important  in  their  bearing*  decorated  with 
the  single  bar  of  a second  lieutenant. 
Plain-looking  men  were  pointed  out  as 
Senators,  and  elegantly  dressed  men  were 
seen  to  be  no  bodies  at  a glance.  Scarce- 
ly a type  was  wanting  among  those  who 
came  to  see  how  the  nation's  wards  were 
drilled  and  prepared  to  defend  the  na- 
tion’s honor  and  maintain  peace  at  the 
point  of  the  bayonet  On  the  piarias  of 
the  officers'  quarters  were  groups  of  fa- 
vored people  whose  relations  or  distin- 
guished claims  were  such  as  to  give  them 
tins  ad  vantage  over  those  who  must  stand 
where  they  could  to  sec  the  pageant.  The 
cadets  in  their  gray  uniforms  were  con- 
spicuously absent,  but  the  baud  was  upon 
the  plain  discoursing  lively  music.  From 
the  inclosure  within  the  barracks  came 
the  long  roll  of  a drum,  and  all  eyes 
turned  thitherward  expectantly.  Soon 
from  under  the  arched  sa  lly  port  two  com- 
panies of  cadets  were  seen  issuing  on  the 
double  quick.  They  crossed  the  plain  with 
the  perfect  time  and  precision  of  a single 
mechanism,  and  passed  down  into  a de- 
pression of  the  ground  toward  the  river. 

After  an  interval  the  other  t wo  companies 
came  out  in  like  manner,  and  halted  on 
the  plain  within  a few  hundred  yards  of 
this  depression,  their  bayonets  scintillating* 
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in  the  cloudless  afternoon  sun.  Both 
parties  were  accompanied  by  mounted 
cadet  officers.  The  body  on  the  plain 
threw  out  pickets,  stacked  arms,  and 
lounged  at  their  ease.  Suddenly  a shot 
was  fired  to  the  eastward,  then  another, 
and  in  that  direction  the  pickets  were  seen 
running  in.  With  marvellous  celerity 
the  loungers  on  the  plain  seized  their  mus- 
kets, formed  ranks,  and  faced  toward  the 
point  from  which  the  attack  was  threat- 
ened. A skirmish  line  was  thrown  out, 
and  this  soon  met  a similar  line  advancing 
from  the  depression,  sloping  eastward. 
Behind  the  skirmishers  came  a compact 
line  of  battle,  and  it  advanced  steadily 
until  within  fair  musket  range,  when  the 
firing  became  general.  While  the  attack- 
ing party  appeared  to  fight  resolute- 
ly, it  was  soon  observed  that  they  made 
no  further  effort  to  advance,  but  sought 
only  to  occupy  the  attention  of  the  party 
to  which  they  were  opposed. 

The  Cliffords  stood  on  the  northwest- 
ern edge  of  the  plain,  near  the  statue  of 
General  Sedgwick,  and  from  this  point 
they  could  also  see  what  was  occurring  in 
the  depression  toward  thfc  river.  “Turn, 
Amy,  quick,  and  see  what’s  coming,”  cried 
Burt.  Stealing  up  the  hill  side  in  solid 
column  was  another  body  of  cadets.  A 
moment  later  they  passed  near  on  the 
double-quick,  went  into  battle  formation 
on  the  run,  and  with  loud  shouts  charged 
the  flank  and  rear  of  the  cadets  on  the 
plain,  who  from  the  first  had  sustained  the 
attack.  These  seemed  thrown  into  confu- 
sion, for  they  were  now  between  two  fires. 
After  a moment  of  apparent  indecision 
they  gave  way  rapidly  in  seeming  defeat 
and  rout,  and  the  two  attacking  parties 
drew  together  in  pursuit.  When  they 
had  united,  the  pursued,  who  a moment 
before  had  seemed  a crowd  of  fugitives, 
became  almost  instantly  a steady  line  of 
battle.  The  order,  “Charge!”  rang  out, 
and,  with  fixed  bayonets,  they  rushed 
upon  their  assailants,  and  steadily  drove 
them  back  over  the  plain,  and  down  into 
their  original  position.  It  was  all  carried 
out  with  a fair  degree  of  life  like  reality. 
The  “sing”  of  minie  bullets  was  absent, 
but  abundance  of  noise  and  sulphurous 
smoke  can  be  made  with  blank  cartridges; 
and  as  the  party  attacked  plucked  victory 
from  seeming  defeat,  the  people’s  accla- 
mations were  loud  and  long. 

At  this  point  the  horse  of  one  of  the  ca- 
det officers  became  unmanageable.  They 


had  all  observed  him  during  the  battle, 
admiring  the  manner  with  which  he  rode 
and  restrained  the  vicious  brute,  but  at 
last  the  animal’s  excitement  or  fear  be- 
came so  great  that  he  rushed  toward  the 
crowded  sidewalk  and  road  in  front  of 
the  officers’  quarters.  The  people  gave 
way  to  right  and  left.  Burt  had  scarcely 
time  to  do  more  than  encircle  Amy  with 
his  arm  and  sweep  her  out  of  the  path  of 
the  terrified  beast.  The  cadet  made  heroic 
efforts,  until  it  was  evident  that  the  horse 
would  dash  into  the  iron  fence  beyond 
the  road,  and  then  the  young  fellow  was 
off  and  on  his  feet  with  the  agility  of  a 
cat,  but  he  still  maintained  his  hold  upon 
the  bridle.  A second  later  there  was  a 
heavy  thud  heard  above  the  screams  of 
women  and  children  and  the  shouts  of 
those  vociferating  advice.  The  horse  fell 
heavily  in  his  recoil  from  the  fence,  and 
in  a moment  or  two  was  led  limping  and 
crest-fallen  away,  while  the  cadet  quietly 
returned  to  his  comrades  on  the  plain.  * 
Johnnie  and  little  Ned  were  crying  from 
fright,  and  both  Amy  and  Maggie  were 
pale  and  nervous;  therefore  Leonard  led 
the  way  out  of  the  crowd.  From  a more 
distant  point  they  saw  the  party  beneath 
the  hill  rally  for  a final  and  united  charge, 
which  this  time  proved  successful,  and  the 
companies  on  the  plain,  after  a stubborn 
resistance,  were  driven  back  to  the  bar- 
racks, and  through  the  sally-port,  followed 
by  their  opponents.  The  clouds  of  smoke 
rolled  away,  the  band  struck  up  a lively 
air,  and  the  lines  of  people  broke  up  into 
groups  and  streamed  in  all  directions. 
Leonard  decided  that  it  would  be  best  for 
them  to  return  by  the  evening  boat,  and 
not  wait  for  parade,  since  the  little  yacht 
would  certainly  be  overcrowded  at  a later 
hour. 

The  first  one  on  the  Powell  to  greet 
them  was  Webb  returning  from  the  city. 
Amy  thought  he  looked  so  thin  as  to  ap- 
pear almost  haggard,  but  he  seemed  in 
the  best  of  spirits,  and  professed  to  feel 
well  and  rested.  She  half  imagined  that 
she  missed  a certain  gentleness  in  his 
words  and  manner  toward  her,  but  when 
he  heard  how  nearly  she  had  been  tram- 
pled upon,  she  was  abundautly  satisfied 
bv  his  look  of  deep  affection  and  solici- 
tude as  he  said:  “ Heaven  bless  your 
strong,  ready  arm,  Burt !”  “ O that  it  had 

been  mine !”  was  bis  inward  thought.  He 
masked  his  feeling  so  well,  however,  that 
all  perplexity  passed  from  her  mind.  She 
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was  eager  to  visit  the  rosery  with  him, 
and  when  there  he  praised  her  quickly 
acquired  skill  with  such  sincerity  that  her 
face  flushed  with  pleasure.  No  one  seem- 
ed to  enjoy  the  late  but  ample  supper 
more  than  he,  or  to  make  greater  havoc  in 
the  well-heaped  dish  of  strawberries.  44  I 
tasted  none  like  these  in  New  York,”  he 
said.  44  After  all,  give  me  this  old-fash- 
ioned kind.  We’ve  tried  many  varieties, 
but  the  Triomphe  de  Gand  proves  the 
most  satisfactory,  if  one  will  give  it  the 
attention  it  deserves.  The  fruit  ripens 
early  and  lasts  till  late.  It  is  firm  and 
good  even  in  cool  wet  weather,  and  posi- 
tively delicious  after  a sunny  day  like 
this.” 

44 1 agree  with  you,  Webb,”  said  his  mo- 
ther, smiling.  4 4 It’s  the  best  of  all  the 
kinds  we’ve  had,  except,  perhaps,  the  Presi- 
dent Wilder,  but  that  doesn’t  bear  well  in 
our  garden.” 

“Well,  mother,”  he  replied,  with  a 
laugh,  44  the  best  is  good  enough  for  you. 
I have  a row  of  Wilders,  however,  for 
your  especial  benefit ; but  they're  late,  you 
know.” 

The  next  morning  he  went  into  the  hay- 
ing with  as  much  apparent  zest  as  Leon- 
♦ ard.  They  began  with  red-top  clover.  The 
growth  had  been  so  heavy  that  in  many 
places  it  had 4 4 lodged,  ” or  fallen,  and  it  had 
to  be  cut  with  scythes.  Later  on  the 
mowing-machine  would  be  used  in  the 
timothy  fields  and  meadows.  Amy  from 
her  open  window  watched  him  as  he  stead- 
ily bent  to  the  work,  and  she  inhaled  with 
pleasure  the  odors  from  the  bleeding  clov- 
er, for  it  was  the  custom  of  the  Cliffords 
to  cut  their  grasses  early,  while  full  of  the 
native  juices.  Rakes  followed  the  scythes 
speedily,  and  the  clover  was  piled  up  into 
compact  little  heaps,  or  “cocks,”  to  sweat 
out  its  moisture  rather  than  yield  it  to  the 
direct  rays  of  the  sun. 

“Oh  dear!”  said  Amy,  at  the  dinner 
table,  “my  bees  won’t  fare  so  well,  now 
that  you  are  cutting  down  so  much  of 
their  pasture.” 

“Red  clover  affords  no  pasturage  for 
honey-bees, ’’said Webb, laughing.  “How 
easily  he  seems  to  laugh  of  late!”  Amy 
thought.  “They  cau’t  reach  the  honey  in 
the  long  tube-like  blossoms.  Here  the 
bumble-bees  have  everything  their  way, 
and  get  it  all  except  what  is  sipped  by  the 
humming-birds,  with  their  long  beaks,  as 
they  feed  on  the  minute  insects  within  the 
flowers.  I've  heard  the  question,  Of  what 


use  are  bumble-bees  ? — I like  to  say  bum- 
ble best,  as  I did  when  a boy.  Well,  I've 
been  told  that  in  Australia  they  could  not 
raise  red  clover  without  this  insect,  which, 
passing  from  flower  to  flower,  carries  the 
fertilizing  pollen.  The  rats  there  and  the 
field-mice  were  so  abundant  that  they  de- 
stroyed these  bees,  which,  as  you  know, 
make  their  nests  on  the  ground,  and  so 
they  had  to  import  cats  in  order  to  give 
the  bumble-bees  and  red  clover  a chance 
for  life.  There  is  always  trouble  in  na- 
ture unless  an  equilibrium  is  kept  up. 
Much  as  I dislike  cats,  I must  admit  that 
they  have  contributed  much  toward  the 
prosperity  of  an  incipient  empire.” 

All  through  the  afternoon  the  musical 
sound  of  whetting  the  scythes  with  the 
rifle  rang  out  from  time  to  time,  and  in 
the  evening  Leonard  said,  “If  this  warm 
dry  weather  holds  till  to-morrow  night, 
we  shall  get  in  our  clover  in  perfect  con- 
dition.” 

On  the  afternoon  of  the  following  day 
the  two-horse  wagon,  surmounted  by  the 
hay-rack,  went  into  the  barn  again  and 
again  with  its  fragrant  burden;  but  at 
last  Amy  was  aroused  from  her  book  by  a 
heavy  jar  of  thunder.  Going  to  a win- 
dow facing  the  west,  she  saw  a threatening 
cloud  that  every  moment  loomed  vaster 
and  darker.  The  great  vapory  heads 
tipped  with  light  towered  rapidly,  until  at 
last  the  sun  passed  into  a sudden  eclipse 
that  was  so  deep  as  to  create  almost  a twi- 
light. As  the  cloud  approached,  there 
was  a low,  distant,  continuous  sound, 
quite  distinct  from  nearer  and  heavier 
peals,  that  after  brief  and  briefer  intervals 
followed  the  lightning  gleams  athwart 
the  gloom.  She  saw  that  the  haymakers 
were  gathering  the  last  of  the  clover,  and 
raking,  pitching,  and  loading  with  breath- 
less haste,  their  forms  looking  almost 
shadowy  in  the  distance  and  the  dim  light. 
Their  task  was  nearly  completed,  and  the 
horses’  heads  were  turned  barn  ward,  when 
a flash  of  blinding  intensity  came  with 
an  instantaneous  crash,  that  roared  away 
to  the  eastward  with  deep  reverberations. 
Amy  shuddered,  and  covered  her  face 
with  her  hands.  When  she  looked  again, 
the  clover  field  and  all  that  it  contained 
seemed  annihilated.  The  air  was  thick 
with  dust,  straws,  twigs,  and  foliage  torn 
away,  and  the  gust  passed  over  the  house 
with  a howl  of  fury  scarcely  less  appall- 
ing than  the  thuuder-peal  had  been. 
Trembling,  and  almost  faint  with  fear. 
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she  strained  her  eyes  toward  the  point 
where  she  had  last  seen  Webb  loading 
the  rick.  The  murky  obscurity  lightened 
up  a little,  and  in  a moment  or  two  she 
saw  him  whipping  the  horses  into  a gallop. 
The  doors  of  the  barn  stood  open,  and  the 
rest  of  the  workers  had  taken  a cross-cut 
toward  it,  while  Mr.  Clifford  was  on  the 
piazza  shouting  for  them  to  hurry.  Great 
drops  splashed  against  the  window-panes, 
and  the  heavy,  monotonous  sound  of  the 
coming  torrent  seemed  to  approach  like 
the  rush  of  a locomotive.  Webb,  with  the 
last  load,  is  wheeling  to  the  entrance  of 
the  bam.  A second  later,  and  the  horses’ 
feet  resound  on  the  planks  of  the  floor. 
Then  all  is  hidden,  and  the  rain  pours 
against  the  window  like  a cataract.  In 
swift  alternation  of  feeling  she  clapped 


her  hands  in  applause,  and  ran  down  to 
meet  Mr.  Clifford,  who  with  much  effort 
was  shutting  the  door  against  the  gale. 
When  he  turned  he  rubbed  his  hands  and 
laughed  as  he  said,  ‘‘Well,  I never  saw 
Webb  chased  so  sharply  by  a thunder- 
shower before : but  he  won  the  race,  and 
the  clover’s  safe.” 

1 The  storm  soon  thundered  away  to 

I parts  unknown,  the  setting  sun  spanned 

1 its  retreating  murkiness  with  a magnifi- 
cent bow,  long  before  the  rain  ceased  the 
birds  were  exulting  in  jubilant  chorus, 
and  the  air  grew  still  and  cool  and  fra- 
grant. When  at  last  the  full  moon  rose 
over  the  Beacon  Mountains  there  was  not 
a cloud  above  the  horizon,  and  Nature  in 
her  June-clad  loveliness  was  like  a radiant 
beauty  lost  in  reveie. 
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A BOUT  the  year  1751  a little  print  was 
issued  by  Messrs.  Sayer  and  Co.,  and 
sold  in  their  shop  in  the  Strand.  It  is  ap- 
parently engraved  from  a miniature,  and 
bears  the  name  of  “Boitard.”  Probably 
it  was  intended  for  what  was  then  called 
a “ watch  paper” — that  is  to  say,  the  por- 
trait of  some  fair  one  made  of  the  shape 
and  size  to  wrear  inside  the  lid  of  the 
“ warming-pans”  of  the  period.  This  lit- 
tle print  represents  the  head  of  a young 
lady,  with  a small  mouth  and  bright  eye, 
wearing  a coquettish  velvet  hat  daintily 
poised  on  one  side  of  her  simple  coiffure, 
and  it  bears  the  inscription,  “The  cele- 
brated Miss  Gunning.” 

The  medallion  has  little  or  no  merit 
of  its  own.  It  is  badly  drawn  and  badly 
engraved,  and  if  we  had  no  ampler  means 
of  forming  a judgment  on  the  fashion- 
able beauty,  wTe  might  infer  that  the  taste 
of  our  own  day  is  of  a higher  order  in 
female  loveliness.  But  fortunately  there 
are  more  adequate  records  of  the  distin- 
guished belle,  both  from  the  brush  and 
the  pen  of  the  period,  and  the  curious 
little  print  should  be  regarded  less  as  a 
veracious  representation  of  the  features 
that  won  such  universal  admiration  than 
as  the  proof  that  notoriety  could  be  as  eas- 
ily won  in  days  when  the  art  of  photog- 
raphy was  unknown  as  in  a time  when 
the  portraits  of  distinguished  fair  ones  can 
be  purchased  with  a couple  of  shillings 
from  the  window  of  any  print-shop  in  Re- 
gent Street  or  Piccadilly. 


The  worship  of  beauty  has  never  been 
quite  extinct  in  any  nation  or  at  any  pe- 
riod, and  although  the  loveliest  women 
need  certainly  not  be  the  most  notorious, 
a careful  study  of  history  would  probably 
show  us  that  from  the  time  of  Helen  of 
Troy  to  our  own  day  the  “professional 
beauty”  has  always  existed  in  everything 
save  in  name. 

Elizabeth  Gunning  and  her  elder  and 
lovelier  sister  Maria  were  the  daughters 
of  John  Gunning,  Esq.,  of  Castle  Coote, 
Roscommon,  in  Connaught.  The  family 
was  of  good  English  extraction,  and  dated 
back  to  the  early  part  of  the  sixteenth  cen- 
tury. It  was  not  until  the  reign  of  James 
I.  that  a branch  of  it  had  settled  in  Ire- 
land, and  from  that  time  its  resources  ap- 
pear gradually  to  have  dwindled,  until  iu 
the  time  of  this  John  Gunning  it  had  be- 
come so  impoverished  as  to  be  quite  unable 
to  keep  up  the  style  of  the  gentry  to  which 
it  belonged,  so  that  the  girls,  who  after- 
ward filled  the  highest  positions  in  the 
land,  enjoyed  only  such  rudiments  of  an 
education  as  their  mother  could  spare  time 
from  household  duties  to  give  them;  and 
in  an  age  when  it  was  thought  absolutely 
necessary  for  every  woman  who  hoped  to 
enter  into  society  to  learn  “manners'* and 
“ deportment"  as  an  art,  these  luckless 
damsels  were  left  to  run  wild  among  the 
moors  and  bogs  of  a country  so  bleak  and 
desolate  that  it  gave  rise  to  the  saying, 
“to  hell  or  to  Connaught.”  Echoes  of 
the  gay  doings  at  Dublin  under  the  rule 
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ning  had  nevertheless  sufficient  ambition 
to  determine  her  to  stretch  a point  that 
she  might  try  the  effect  of  her  daughters' 
budding  charms  in  a wider  sphere.  Ac- 
cordingly. just  as  Chesterfield  finished  his 
luxurious  reign,  and  Earl  Harrington, 
arriving  at  t lie  Castle,  announced  a grand 
ball  to  the  neighborhood,  Mrs.  Gunning 
scrajK^l  together  the  last  resources  of  the 
unfortunate  family,  and  removed  her  four 
daughters  and  sou  {John  Gunning,  after- 
ward fan  it  ms  at  Bunker  Hill)  with  all  pos- 
sible speed  to  the  capital. 

Maria  was  at  this  time  in  her  sixteenth, 


of  Chesterfield  came  feebly,  however,  even 
to  the  remoteness  of  Roscommon*  aud  the 
mother*  who  had  been  used,  as  the  daugh- 
ter of  a Viscount  Mayo,  to  see  something 
of  the  world  in  her  own  girlhood,  pined 
to  watch  the  beauties  which  site  saw  daily 
unfolding  beneath  the  healthy  country 
breezes  growing  to  maturity  unheeded. 
Though  she  seems  to  have  been  of  a gen- 
tle and  retiring  disposition*  since,  even  m 
the  gay  vortex  where  she  was  afterward 
chaperon,  she.  appears  never  to  have  pro- 
voked any  further  remark  than  that  “ she 
was  a lady  of  elegant  figure,/ * Mrs.  Gun 
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Elizabeth  only  in  her  fifteenth,  year,  and 
of  the  two  younger  girls  one  died  as  a 
child  about  this  time,  or  shortly  after- 
ward, and  the  other,  though  she  served 
as  the  third  in  the  group  that  was  known 
as  “the  three  Graces,”  never  reached  no- 
toriety, but  was  content,  at  a later  date,  to 
bestow  her  simple  charms  upon  an  Irish 
squire  in  her  own  rank  of  life : in  his  keep- 
ing we  will  leave  her. 

When  the  Gunni  ngs  removed  to  Dublin, 
tradition  hatf  it  that  they  were  so  poor  that 
Miss  Bellamy,  the  actress— then  perform- 
ing in  the  city — heard  of  the  family  as  in 
such  distress,  with  the  bailiffs  in  the  house, 
that,  with  the  usual  good-nature  of  her 
profession,  she  relieved  their  wants,  and 
even  assisted  them  to  throw  some  of  their 
small  valuables  out  of  the  window  of  the 
house,  in  Great  Britain  Street,  to  be  caught 
by  her  man  below.  The  ambitious  mother 
seems  to  have  had  no  means  of  introducing 
her  daughters  into  the  magic  circle  where 
her  maternal  pride  hoped  they  would  out- 
shine all  rivals.  She  seems  even  so  far  to 
have  despaired  of  attaining  her  end  as  to 
have  seriously  thought  of  placing  her  girls 
upon  the  stage,  and,  presumably  with  this 
intent,  obtained  access  to  Sheridan,  who 
was  then  managing  the  Dublin  theatre. 
This  acquaintance  was  the  means  of  their 
introduction  to  one  who  was  to  be  even 
more  instrumental  in  their  triumph.  Mar- 
garet Woffington,  the  darling  of  London 
audiences,  had  returned  for  a while  to  the 
Dublin  public  that  she  had  been  used  to 
fascinate  as  a little  child,  when  she  danced 
upon  the  tight-rope  in  Madame  Violante’s 
booth. 

Enthroned  at  the  “Beef  Steak  Club,” 
in  Dublin,  by  Sheridan,  she  at  the  same 
time  so  captivated  the  Lord  Lieutenant 
that,  it  was  said,  she  ruled  the  Castle  just 
as  she  ruled  the  greenroom.  Whether 
this  be  so  or  not,  it  appears  to  be  certain 
that,  either  through  Mrs.  Woffington  or 
through  Sheridan  himself,  the  girls  ob- 
tained that  invitation  to  the  grand  ball  at 
the  Castle  which  was  the  beginning  of 
their  good  luck.  The  actress  ransacked 
her  own  store  of  dresses  to  supply  the  defi- 
ciencies of  her  new  friends’  slender  ward- 
robe, and,  with  her  usual  sweet  and  affec- 
tionate tact,  persuaded  them  to  make  use 
of  wliat  suited  them  best  among  her  gar- 
ments, that  they  might  appear  to  the  best 
advantage  before  the  Dublin  court. 

The  triumph  of  the  two  sisters  at  the 
great  ball  at  Dublin  Castle  far  exceeded 


the  boldest  prophecies  that  had  been  made 
for  them.  Fascinatingly  coy,  with  all  the 
timidity  of  untutored  country  lasses,  yet 
bold  at  the  same  time  with  all  the  daring 
of  their  perfect  simplicity,  artlessly  capti- 
vating by  the  ingenuous  ardor  of  their  en- 
thusiasm for  the  gay  sight  in  which  they 
found  themselves  for  the  first  time,  the  daz- 
zling loveliness  of  the  little  unknown  no- 
bodies won  an  easy  victory  over  the  long-es- 
tablished glory  of  Mrs.  Madden  (Lady  Ely), 
the  popular  Irish  toast,  and  even  deposed 
from  her  throne  the  lovely  hostess  of  the 
evening,  handsome  Lady  Caroline  Peter- 
sham, the  bride  of  Earl  Harrington’s  eldest 
son.  Lady  Caroline  had  been  one  of  the 
“Beauty  Fitzroys,”  and  had  been  a reign- 
ing belle  in  town  before  her  marriage. 

41  Where  Fitzroy  moves,  resplendent,  fair, 

So  warm  her  bloom,  sublime  her  air, 

Her  ebon  tresses  formed  to  grace 
And  heighten  while  they  shade  her  face,” 

Walpole  had  said  of  her  in  his  poem  on 
“The  Beauties.”  Through  the  gorgeous 
ball  and  supper  rooms,  so  lavishly  deco- 
rated by  Chesterfield  in  his  day,  where 
“candles  glowed  behind  transparent  paint- 
ings, and  flutes  played  unseen,  and  fount- 
ains flowed  with  lavender-water,”  the 
stately  hostess  must  have  glided  to  re- 
ceive, amongst  others,  the  two  unknown 
misses  who  were  to  pale  her  own  lustre. 
Luckily  for  them,  Lady  Caroline,  judging 
from  numerous  mentions  of  her  in  Wal- 
pole’s letters,  appears  to  have  been  as  gen- 
erous and  unselfish  as  she  was  handsome. 

In  spite  of  their  raw  freshness,  the  Con- 
naught damsels  won  admirers  on  every  side 
by  their  rare  beauty,  and  kept  them , strange 
to  say,  by  their  very  innocence  of  artifice, 
by  their  unsophisticated  enthusiasms,  and 
— though  none  are  prophets  in  their  own 
country — even  by  their  good matured  Irish- 
isms. The  wits  of  the  court  were  charm- 
ed with  such  lovely  and  good-humored 
butts  for  their  jokes,  and  the  lucky  maid- 
ens went  home  with  their  heads  turned  by 
such  a signal  triumph,  and  boasting  one 
friend  at  least,  if  not  more,  who  would  help 
them  in  the  dangerous  future.  For  the 
d£but  at  Dublin  Castle  was  but  the  match 
that  was  required  to  set  fire  to  the  train. 
The  loveliness  of  these  two  extremely 
youthful  and  naive  damsels  made  such  a 
stir  in  this  comparatively  provincial  so- 
ciety that  Mrs.  Gunning  was  determined 
to  strain  every  nerve  tfltet  they  might  try 
their  fortunes  on  the  only  real  stage  of 
adventure.  By  means  partly  of  loans, 
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wrung  here  ami  there  from  friends  nearly 
as  poor  as  herself,  ami  partly  of  a fund 
of  one  hundred  and  fifty  pounds  a year 
granted  to  her  for  some  inexplicable  rea- 
son by  the  Irish  establishment,  the  de- 
voted mother  succeeded  at  last  in  landing 
her  beauties  safe  and  sound  within  the 
new  arena. 

It  whs  iu  the  autumn  of  1750,  when  Ma- 
ria was  but  eighteen,  Elizabeth  barely  sev- 
enteen years  of  age,  that  the  two  sisters 
first  made  their  entree  among  the  fashion 
ables  of  London  Society.  They  were  at 
that  time  tall,  slim  girls,  upright  as  river 
reeds,  and  ju£t  as  graceful;  already  con 


sptcuous  for  the  seductive  fascination  of 
figure  and  gait  for  which  they  were  even 
more  specially  noted  than  for  beauty  of 
feature,  and  for  the  brilliant  delicacy  of 
complexion*  bred  in  the  damp  breezes  and 
healthy  out  door  life  of  their  native  [yogs. 
Maria,  the  elder,  who  must  already  have 
had  within  her  the  seeds  of  the  fatal  dis- 
ease that  was  to  kill  her  before  she  was 
ten  years  older— Maria,  perhaps,  held  the 
palm.  She  was  a shade  taller  than  Eliz- 
abeth, and  rumor  affirms  that  her  foot 
and  hand  were  smaller,  but  apparently 
the  chief  difference  consisted  in  the  great- 
er sweetness  of  the  expression.  Dr.  Oar- 
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lyle,  however,  swears  that  the  younger 
sister  was  by  far  the  handsomer  of  the 
two ; and  high-minded  old  Mrs.  Delany , in 
a letter  where  she  deplores  with  her  usual 
strictness  the  “want  of  discretion”  of  the 
two  damsels,  insists  that,  in  spite  of  the 
great  beauty  of  the  elder,  she  had  “a  silly 
look  about  the  mouth,”  proof  of  a disposi- 
tion which,  in  spite  of  its  gentle  amiabili- 
ty, seems  always  to  have  been  sorely  weak 
and  vacillating,  while  “Betty  Gunning,” 
on  the  other  hand,  had  the  name  of  “a 
fine  spirit.”  Judging  from  the  various 
portraits  and  miniatures  extant  of  the  two 
famous  belles,  we  are  inclined  to  think 
that  if  there  was*  indeed  anything  to 
choose  between  th^  two,  Maria  had  the 
more  delicate  features,  the  softer  dimples, 
the  more  melting  eye,  the  serener  smile, 
and  Elizabeth  the  archer  glance,  the  more 
spirited  carriage  of  the  head,  the  more 
coquettishly  pouting  lips.  The  maidens, 
however,  had  much  in  common  in  their 
loveliness:  the  exquisitely  modelled  oval 
contour  of  the  face,  the  delicate  nostrils, 
the  slender  bridge  of  the  nose,  the  dim- 
ples beside  the  mouth,  the  full  curved  lips, 
and  particularly  the  long,  almond-shaped, 
sleepy  eyes,  the  finely  pencilled  eyebrows, 
the  clear  low  foreheads,  the  gracefully 
shaped  heads — so  much  better  displayed 
by  the  simple  mode  of  dressing  the  hair 
smoothly  drawn  back  from  the  temples 
than  by  the  subsequent  extravagant  fash- 
ions of  high  heads  and  stiff  rolls  of  cush- 
ioned hair  that  disfigured  the  ladies  of  1773 
and  after. 

When  the  two  Irish  belles  first  made 
their  appearance  in  the  metropolis,  the 
world  of  fashion  was  just  in  the  state  to 
mould  out  of  such  excellent  materials  the 
characters  called  “professional”  and  (ac- 
cording to  a characteristic  historian  of 
those  times)  “standard”  beauties.  The 
life  of  the  last  century,  as  it  is  presented 
to  us  by  its  most  faithful  chroniclers,  was 
in  every  way  a fit  and  flattering  frame  for 
such  figures.  A gay  and  easy  freedom 
of  intercourse;  a devotion  to  the  outward 
modes  and  manners  of  life,  in  which  we 
are  nowadays  afraid  to  be  held  as  conspic- 
uous as  our  Continental  neighbors ; a taste 
for  open-air  amusements  and  out -door 
display,  to  which  our  insular  climate 
seems  of  late  to  offer  an  insuperable  ob- 
jection as  opposed  to  that  of  a country 
that  we  can  discern  %ith  the  naked  eye 
from  our  shores;  a care — bred  of  greater 
leisure,  but  carried  almost  to  excess — for 
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the  dainty  and  becoming  in  furniture, 
equipage,  dress,  and  every  kind  of  offset  to 
human  perfection — all  these  things  went 
far  to  cultivate  a soil  fit  for  the  nurture 
of  the  exotic  called  “the  professional 
beauty.”  , 

Folk  lived  before  the  world,  and  the 
world  was  the  world  of  the  upper  ten,  into 
which  none  who  were  not  of  it  dared  to  in- 
trude. It  would  not  seem  that  even  the 
great  literary  and  artistic  men  of  the  age, 
Gray,  Gibbon,  Johnson,  Fielding,  Richard- 
son, Sterne,  Smollett,  Swift,  Goldsmith, 
Sheridan,  and  in  art,  Hogarth,  Romney, 
Sir  Joshua  Reynolds,  Barry,  Gainsbor- 
ough, and  others,  were  lionized  then  as 
they  would  be  now,  although  probably 
there  was  never  a time  when  the  gather- 
ings of  wits  and  connoisseurs  at  Dr.  John- 
son’s, Mrs.  Cholmondeley’s,  Mrs.  Thrale  s, 
and  other  recognized  rendezvous  of  the 
“Blues,”  as  well  as  at  Sir  Joshua’s  stu- 
dio, and  at  the  well-known  Dilettanti 
Club,  were  as  brilliant  as  they  were  then. 
This  exclusiveness  of  the  aristocracy  is  no 
doubt  partly  accounted  for  by  the  fact 
that,  except  in  the  case  of  Gainsborough, 
and  chiefly  of  Sir  Joshua  Reynolds,  who 
became  the  fashionable  portrait  painter  of 
the  day,  most  of  these  great  men — Ho- 
garth in  his  pictures,  and  the  novelists 
and  playwrights  in  their  books— far  too 
accurately  mirrored  the  vices  and  vulgar- 
ities of  the  age  to  be  acceptable  to  those 
who  moulded  it. 

But  when  the  Gunnings  came  to  London, 
Evelina  was  not  yet  published,  and  Sheri- 
dan’s mirrors  of  fashion  were  yet  to  be 
held  up  to  the  world.  The  winter  of 
1750-51  was  a dull  time  in  politics,  as  it 
was  in  art  and  letters,  and  had  the  beau 
monde  wanted  else  to  amuse  it  than  the 
account  of  its  own  successes  and  scandals, 
it  would  not  have  found  much  to  gratify  it. 

At  the  time  of  which  we  are  writing  a 
woman  walked  daily  in  St.  James's  Park 
with  her  set  of  gallants,  just  as  she  rides 
or  drives  now  in  the  Row,  and  it  was  just 
as  correct  to  make  a party  at  a tea  garden 
as  it  is  now  to  go  to  a private  kettledrum, 
or  to  walk  in  the  Zoo  on  Sundays.  In 
1750  Vauxhall  and  Ranelagh  — the  two 
fashionable  Cremornes  of  the  last  century 
— spread  their  gay  fronts  of  lamp-lit  trees 
to  the  river,  and  were  at  the  zenith  of 
their  success.  Walpole  refers  to  the  lat- 
ter as  so  much  in  vogue  that  it  took  twen- 
ty-five minutes  of  waiting  in  the  rank  be- 
fore a carriage  could  “set  down”  at  the 
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door,  and  speaks  of  the  crush  as  a nuisance 
upon  an  occasion  when  the  Prince  of  W ales 
had  given  a silver  cup  to  be  rowed  for, 
which  took  everybody  upon  the  Thames, 
and  was  followed  by  a great  ball  at  the 
Carlton  House.  And  though  *the  method 
of  conducting  these  entertainments  would 
not  always  appear  to  have  been  of  the  most 
correct,  the  company  that  attended  them 
was  always  distinguished.  The  Princess 
Emily  herself  used  to  go  to  Ranelagh,  and 
Walpole  describes  4 ‘ Madame  l’Ambassa- 
drice  de  Venise  in  a green  sack,  with  a straw 
hat,  and  attended  by  my  Lady  Trawley 
and  the  Misses  Molyneux,”  being  feted  at 
Vauxhall  by  the  Prince  of  Wales  “in  a 
new  sky-blue  watered  tabby-coat  with  gold 
button-holes,  and  a magnificent  gold- 
fringed  waistcoat.”  No  doubt  these  great 
folks  were  wont  to  behave  a little  more 
quietly  at  such  public  rendezvous  than 
jolly  Lady  Caroline  Petersham  and  her 
set,  though  “Beauty  Fitzroy”  was  the 
leader  of  fashion  since  her  return  from 
the  gay  doings  at  Dublin  Castle,  where 
her  father-in-law  had  succeeded  Chester- 
field in  the  government  of  Ireland. 

Upon  this  society  the  two  adventur- 
esses were  to  burst  like  meteors,  quick- 
ly becoming,  from  poor  nobodies,  the  very 
kernel  of  its  interests,  and  leaders  of  its 
fashions.  Brave,  bold,  beautiful,  with 
everything  to  win  and  nothing  to  lose, 
it  was  not  perhaps  so  wonderful  that,  in 
such  an  age  of  display  and  easy  adula- 
tion, they  should  have  made  their  way 
even  into  the  sacred  circle  of  titled  people, 
to  which  they  did  not  by  rights  belong; 
but  it  was  wonderful,  it  was  even  marvel- 
lous, that  they  should  have  become,  as 
they  did,  the  very  idols  of  the  mob  itself, 
so  that  at  last,  history  swears,  it  was  not 
safe  for  them  to  walk  abroad  unguarded. 
Far  beyond  anything  which  they  achieved 
in  the  capital  of  their  own  country  was 
this  strange  triumph  that  came  to  bloom 
as  it  were  in  a single  night,  and  something 
— may  we  not  fancy  it  ? — after  the  follow- 
ing fashion. 

The  scene  is  at  Ranelagh,  upon  the  oc- 
casion of  one  of  the  numerous  masquer- 
ades that  Walpole  describes  as  taking 
place  there.  For  though,  in  the  March 
of  this  year,  Frederick,  Prince  of  Wales, 
had  died,  leaving  those  eight  children,  of 
whom  the  eldest  was  to  come  to  his  grand- 
father’s throne  as  George  HI. , masquerades 
and  assemblies  were  in  no  wise  stopped 
in  the  capital.  In  the  month  of  May 


“there  was,”  says  Walpole,  “what  was 
called  a masquerade  in  the  Venetian  man- 
ner at  Ranelagh : it  had  nothing  Venetian 
in  it,  but  was  by  far  the  best  understood 
and  the  prettiest  spectacle  I ever  saw: 
nothing  in  a fairy  tale  ever  surpassed  it. 
One  of  the  proprietors,  who  is  a German, 
and  belongs  to  the  court,  got  my  Lady 
Yarmouth”  (Sophia  de  Walmoden,  the 
King’s  mistress)  “ to  persuade  the  King  to 
order  it.  It  began  at  three  o’clock,  and, 
about  five,  people  of  fashion  began  to  go. 

“When  you  entered  you  found  the  whole 
garden  filled  with  masks,  and  spread  with 
tents.  In  one  quarter  was  a May  - pole 
dressed  with  garland  (for  it  was  in  the 
month  of  May).  People  danced  round  it 
to  a tabor  and  pipe  and  rustic  music,  all 
masked,  as  were  all  the  various  bands  of 
music  that  were  disposed  in  various  parts 
of  the  garden ; some  like  huntsmen  with 
French  horns,  some  like  peasants,  and  a 
troop  of  Harlequins  and  Scaramouches  in 
the  little  open  temple  on  the  mount.  On 
the  canal  was  a sort  of  gondola,  adorned 
with  flags  and  streamers  and  filled  with 
music,  rowing  about.  All  round  the  out- 
side of  the  amphitheatre  were  shops  filled 
with  Dresden  china,  japan,  etc.,  and  all 
the  shop-keepers  in  mask.  The  amphi- 
theatre was  illuminated,  and  in  the  mid- 
dle was  a circular  bower,  composed  of  all 
kinds  of  firs  in  tubs,  from  twenty  to  thir- 
ty feet  high;  under  them  orange-trees 
with  small  lamps  in  each  orange,  and  be- 
low them  all  sorts  of  the  finest  auriculas 
in  pots,  and  festoons  of  natural  flowers 
hanging  from  tree  to  tree.  There  were 
booths  for  tea  and  wine,  gaming  tables  and 
dancing,  and  about  two  thousand  persons. 
The  King  was  well  disguised  in  an  old-fash- 
ioned English  habit,  and  much  pleased 
with  somebody  who  desired  him  to  hold 
their  cups  as  they  were  drinking  tea. 
The  Duke  of  Cumberland  had  a dress  of 
the  same  kind,  but  was  so  immensely  cor- 
pulent that  he  looked  like  Cacofogo,  the 
drunken  Captain,  in  Rule  a Wife.  The 
Duchess  of  Richmond  was  a Lady  May- 
oress in  the  time  of  James  I. ; and  Lord 
Delawarr,  Queen  Elizabeth’s  porter,  from 
a picture  in  the  guard-chamber  at  Ken- 
sington : they  were  admirable  masks. 
Lord  Rochford,  Miss  Evelyn,  pretty  Miss 
Bishop”  (described  on  another  occasion  as 
one  of  Sir  Cecil  Bishop’s  crowd  of  beauty 
daughters),  “Lady •Stafford,  and  Mrs.  Pitt 
were  in  vast  beauty,  particularly  the  lat- 
ter, who  had  a red  veil,  which  made  her 
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look  gloriously  handsome.  Mr.  Conway 
was  Don  Quixote,  and  the  finest  figure  I 
ever  saw.  Miss  Chudleigh,  the  King’s 
favorite  maid  of  honor,  was  Iphigenia, 
but  her  dress  was  so  remarkable  that  the 
maids  of  honor  (though  not  of  maids  the 
strictest)  would  not  speak  to  her.”  How 
gay  the  scene  is!  Where  folks  are  not 
strictly  in  fancy  costume,  but  have  only 
donned  the  mask  to  obtain  an  admission, 
gay  flowered  sacques  abound  looped  over 
bright  petticoats,  and  worn  over  the  enor- 
mous hoops  that  were  still  in  fashion  this 
year,  and  which  it  required  all  the  skill  of 
a navigator  to  pilot  safely  about  in  the 
crowd.  The  women’s  shoulders  rise  bare 
out  of  the  smooth  edge  of  the  low  bodies, 
hemmed  perhaps  with  pearls,  but  unfin- 
ished by  lace  or  ruffle.  Where  the  sacques 
are  not  worn  the  full  brocade  skirts  are 
trimmed  with  wide  lace  flounces  that  re- 
peat themselves  in  enormous  frills  at  the 
elbows;  and  beneath  the  point  of  the  long 
stiff  bodice  which  Walpole  deplores  com- 
ing into  fashion  in  1745,  a costly  lace 
apron  falls  sometimes  from  the  waist  to 
the  feet;  the  hair  is  smoothly  drawn  back 
from  the  temples,  adorned  perhaps  with  a 
single  star  or  spray  of  diamonds,  or  a 
simple  string  of  pearls,  for  the  hideous 
fashion  of  high  cushioned  heads  has  not 
yet  come  in.  And  the  men  do  not  fear  to 
vie  also  with  so  much  gorgeous  display. 
Their  coats  too  are  made  of  lovely  flow- 
ered brocades  that  would  stand  alone 
with  their  own  richness;  their  waistcoats 
are  of  cut  velvet,  their  exquisitely  fitting 
knee-breeches  of  lovely  flowered  satins; 
their  high-heeled  shoes  are  adorned  with 
huge  paste  buckles,  and  priceless  lace 
ruffles  hang  at  their  wrists  and  from  the 
throats  of  their  fine  lawn  shirts;  their 
fingers  are  covered  with  handsome  rings, 
and  their  watch  chains  sparkle  with  jew- 
els; their  hair  is  elaborately  dressed,  and 
their  smart  court  hats  are  tucked  away 
under  their  arms,  that  they  may  the  bet- 
ter bring  their  feet  together  and  make 
the  obsequious  bow  of  the  period,  or  tap 
their  jewelled  snuff-boxes  as  they  pay 
their  court  to  the  ladies.  Surely  the 
word  fop  must  have  been  invented  in 
such  an  age ! 4 4 Lovely  Mrs.  Pitt”  is  there, 
sister  to  Sir  Richard  Atkins.  She  is,  per- 
haps, of  all  the  belles  the  popular  favorite 
this  year.  She  was  mobbed  in  the  Park 
last  week,  and  that  is  a great  sign  of  suc- 
cess in  those  times,  and  insures  attention 
at  the  next  assembly.  But,  alas!  she  is 


madly  in  love  with  her  husband,  and  that 
is  a poor  recommendation  to  social  favor. 

There  is  beautiful  Lady  Mary  Capel, 

“ In  whose  smiling,  bounteous  look 
Rich  autumn's  goddess  is  mistook" ; 

and  there  sweet  CarolineCampbell,  Count- 
ess of  Aylesbury,  4 4 mild  as  a summer  sea, 
serene,”  sweeps  softly  across  the  grass. 
Who  are  those  two  pretty,  slim  girls  yon- 
der in  the  shade  ? The  warm  spring  sun- 
shine flickers  still,  and  lamps  will  not  be  lit 
yet  awhile.  They  are  the  two  Misses  Eve- 
lyn, rivals  of  the  “pretty  Bishops”  ; and 
she  who  comes  something  haughtily  past 
them  is  that  44  majestic  Juno”  Miss  Le- 
pelle  Hervey,  who,  in  spite  of  her  beauty, 
Walpole  vows  is  a thought  masculine. 
The  celebrated  beauty  Peggy  Banks  is 
there,  perhaps  with  my  Lady  Lincoln  for 
chaperon  ; and  the  Duchess  of  Bridge- 
water  has  brought  her  charming  daugh- 
ter, Lady  Di  Egerton.  Peggy  Banks  is 
one  of  the  Duke  of  Cumberland’s  many 
flames,  and  it  is  maybe  at  her  side  that  he 
spends  his  time  to-night ; for  the  4 4 Royals” 
have  no  compunction  in  showing  their 
preferences  openly.  The  King  himself 
gave  a ball  t’other  night  for  Miss  Chud- 
leigh at  Vauxhall,  and  he  walks  around 
with  her  this  evening  in  the  dress  de- 
scribed, and  presently  even  “believes  him- 
self to  be  so  much  in  love  with  her  that  he 
gives  her  a fairing  for  her  watch  at  one 
of  the  booths,  which  must  have  cost  him 
thirty-five  guineas  — actually  disbursed 
from  his  own  privy  purse,  and  not  charged 
on  the  civil  list!  I hope,”  adds  Walpole, 
in  cynical  comment  upon  the  well-known 
parsimoniousness  of  King  George  II., 
“some  future  Howe  or  Holinshed  will 
acquaint  posterity  that  thirty-five  guineas 
was  an  immense  sum  in  those  days.” 

A little  while  ago,  when  the  Duke  of 
Cumberland  was  in  his  full  zenith  of  popu- 
larity from  the  victory  of  Culloden,  he 
gave  Peggy  Banks  a ball — as  it  was  the 
custom  for  gallants  to  do  in  those  days — at 
Vauxhall.  Walpole  saw  them  get  into 
their  barges  at  Whitehall,  and  heard  the 
City  Companies,  who  had  been  up  the  riv- 
er “swan-hopping,”  strike  up  the  nation- 
al anthem  to  him  as  they  came  by.  The 
duke  was  near  being  drowned  from  the 
enthusiasm  of  the  people,  and  had  to  re- 
treat into  the  ball-room,  where  “ five  and 
twenty  hundred  people”  were  waiting  for 
him.  But  the  ball  to  Peggy  Banks  was 
only  given  “ to  pique  my  Lady  Rochford 
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for  the  Prince  of  Hesse,”  says  Walpole. 
Perhaps  there  is  a show  of  jealousy  be- 
tween the  two  beauties  to-night  at  Rane- 
lagh,  and  Lady  Rochford — “with  whom 
all  the  Royals  have  been  in  love” — is  more 
majestic  than  ever  in  her  stately  fairness. 
Here,  maybe,  comes  our  old  friend,  bright, 
brilliant  Lady  Caroline  Petersham,  laugh- 
ing and  flirting  as  she  unfurls  her  great 
fan,  and  bravely  sprinkling  her  broad  fun 
among  the  company,  regardless  of  the 
sharper  arrows  of  such  recognized  wits 
as  the  Viscountess  Townshend,  mother 
of  the  well-known  Charles,  or  of  Lady 
Gower,  Lady  Walpole,  and  Mrs.  Selwyn, 
all  of  whom  are  busy  exchanging  witti- 
cisms with  Chesterfield  and  Bolingbroke 
and  George  Selwyn,  and  perhaps  with 
Horace  Walpole  himself.  They  are  not 
sparing  of  their  victims,  but  then  nobody 
dares  be  thin-skinned.  No  doubt  they 
have  no  compunction  in  making  fun  of 
Lady  Caroline’s  blunter  darts  for  the  sake 
of  an  extra  bon  mot  of  their  own,  but  hap- 
pily she  is  both  too  good-natured  and  too 
sure  of  her  own  conquests  to  mind.  In 
and  out  among  the  booths  or  around  the 
brightly  lighted  amphitheatre  more  gay 
folks  wander  in  knots.  She  who  was 
pretty  Fanny  Macartney,  and  is  now  the 
wife  of  Fulke  Greville,  Esq.,  stands  talk- 
ing with  Horace  Walpole.  The  young 
bride,  however  happy  she  may  be  in  her 
newly  found  bliss,  can  still  spare  time  for 
a blush  and  a smile  and  a pretty  stare  for 
an  old  friend.  The  polished  man  of  the 
world  is  habited  with  an  elegance  that  is 
far  too  distinguished  to  err  on  the  side  of 
vulgar  gaudiness,  even  in  those  days  of 
extravagant  luxury;'  his  finely  chiselled 
features  are  set  for  once  to  a tune  that  is 
not  cynical,  as  he  stands  in  the  presence 
of  a “ divinity,”  and  idly  toying  with  his 
jewelled  snuff-box,  forges  his  daintiest 
compliments  in  praise  of  the  last  and  most 
becoming  of  gowns.  Hard  by  is  haughty 
Lady  Ann  Dawson,  from  whom  Sir  Joshua 
Reynolds  is  soon  afterward  to  paint  his 
lovely  picture  of  the  crescent  - crowned 
Diana ; and  there,  under  a tree,  gay  Harry 
Vane  whispers  venturesome  stories  to  little 
Miss  Ashe.  Brightly  painted  and  gilded 
chairs,  inclosing  more  unknown  fair  ones, 
are  borne  to  the  door  every  minute;  the 
press  is  so  great  at  the  gate  that  it  is  im- 
possible for  coaches  to  set  down  without 
an  affray. 

As  the  tardy  May  daylight  begins  to 
lengthen  at  last  into  gloaming,  and  booths 


and  tents  and  gaming  tables  glow  with 
brilliant  light,  a whisper  runs  around 
among  those  sacred  few  who  always  know 
the  last  thing  in  gossip  and  scandal,  and 
folk  ask  themselves  where  are  the  two  sis- 
ters the  renown  of  whose  rare  beauty  has 
penetrated  even  from  the  Dublin  court 
across  the  water.  Some  one  tells  of  two 
tall  figures  of  wondrous  grace  that  have 
been  seen  here  and  there  in  the  garden, 
and  some  one  else  of  beautiful  golden 
brown  tresses  seen  above  temples  of  ivory 
whiteness,  of  arched  lips  smiling  beneath 
the  edge  of  the  mask,  of  bright  eyes,  of 
tiny  feet  peeping  from  beneath  the  ample 
skirts,  of  rippling  laughter  and  silvery 
voices,  and  Lady  Caroline  Petersham’s 
friends  press  around  her  to  ask  for  details 
about  her  new  proUgies. 

Of  the  men,  the  fops  are  languidly  curi- 
ous, the  enthusiasts  begin  to  have  their 
curiosity  inflamed ; of  the  women,  not  one 
but  is  eager  to  know  the  worst,  and  not  a 
few  think  it  safer  to  begin  depreciating 
mildly  already.  But  the  moment  for  un- 
masking arrives  at  last;  the  worst  fears 
and  the  best  hopes  are  realized  at  once — 
the  interlopers  are  a success.  There  is  no 
describing  how  or  why:  merit  alone  will 
not  insure  it,  for  society  is  so  capricious. 
But  silently  the  conviction  comes  home  to 
all  those  who  are  in  the  secrets  of  its  ways 
— the  Gunnings  are  to  be  the  new  belles 
of  the  season.  There  is  a subtle  sinking 
in  the  hearts  of  all  the  vain  women  who 
fear  rivals ; and  in  the  breasts  of  the  two 
girls  whose  faces  must  be  their  fortunes 
who  shall  say  that  there  is  not  a silent 
thrill  of  wild  exultation  ? 

The  evening  grows  into  night,  and  the 
night  wears  away  into  morning,  and  the 
two  misses  make  many  admirers  and  many 
foes,  and  a fair  sprinkling  of  friends.  In- 
deed, excepting  those  women  who  are  jea- 
lous of  new  candidates  to  their  title  of  beau- 
ties, every  one  likes  the  “ wild  Irish  girls.” 
The  fops  like  them  because  of  their  coun- 
trified and  undisguised  love  of  a beau’s 
fine  coat  and  manners ; the  wits  like  them 
because  of  their  fresh  appreciation  of  the 
time-worn  old  jokes  and  puns;  every  one 
likes  them  because  of  their  rare  loveliness 
and  grace.  Nothing  was  wanting  but  that 
they  should  be  received  into  the  magic  cir- 
cle of  the  “first  set,”  and  that  their  good 
friend  Lady  Caroline  Petersham,  herself 
its  queen,  has  achieved  for  them.  Since 
she  has  held  out  her  hand  to  them,  every 
door  will  be  opened ; it  is  not  to  be  only 
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a “first  ball  success”;  their  triumph  is 
complete,  their  careers  are  made.  Little 
do  any  present  imagine,  envious  as  are 
the  women,  admiring  as  are  the  men,  what 
the  two  “Irish  adventurers”  are  going  to 
achieve.  For  at  that  very  ball,  perhaps, 
there  is  one  walking  sedately  among  the 
gay  guests  who  is  to  have  no  mean  influ- 
ence on  the  life  of  one  of  the  sisters.  He 
is  not  a very  brave  or  gallant  or  handsome 
swain,  he  is  “a  grave  young  lord,  of  the 
remains  of  the  patriot  breed,”  and  he  rath- 
er disapproves  of  the  merry  doings  of  his 
age,  and  will  not  admire  the  white  and 
carmine  with  which  the  pretty  ladies  think 
it  necessary  to  touch  up  their  beauty.  Per- 
haps that  is  one  reason  why  he  is  captivated 
to-night  by  this  fresh  loveliness  that  has 
not  hitherto  been  tempted  into  spoiling 
nature’s  work.  We  fancy  we  see  him 
there,  standing  silently  by,  as  fresh  intro- 
ductions crowd  upon  the  two  beauties. 
He  is  afraid  to  come  forward ; he  is  afraid 
to  venture  into  the  ranks  of  the  light  adu- 
lators who  surround  the  new  divinity;  he 
even  thinks  maybe  that  the  divinity  smiles 
too  contentedly  at  the  foolish  flatteries  that 
flit  around  her,  shows  too  plainly  her  plea- 
sure at  wicked  Lord  March’s  compliments 
and  cynical  George  Selwyn’s  patronage; 
but  the  net  is  about  him,  nevertheless,  out 
of  whose  toils  he  is  not  to  escape. 

The  next  day,  perhaps,  when  the  fash- 
ionable hour  comes  round  for  the  gay  folk 
to  show  their  pretty  plumage  by  sunlight 
in  the  Park  and  the  Mall,  amorous  swains 
of  the  night  before  are  seen  loitering  with 
well-feigned  carelessness  at  the  corners  of 
alleys  and  beneath  the  becoming  shade  of 
spreading  trees,  eager  for  another  sight 
of  the  Cinderellas  that  have  fired  their 
imagination.  And  so  deftly  do  the  untu- 
tored lasses  manage  their  affairs  that  be- 
fore a month  is  over  it  has  become  the 
mode  to  waylay  them  in  the  Mall,  to  track 
them  around  the  Park,  until  the  police 
have  to  be  in  attendance  when  the  sisters 
go  to  fit  on  shoes  in  St.  James  Street,  and 
thoroughfares  are  crowded  half  a mile 
down  when  it  is  known  they  are  visiting 
at  some  house  in  the  vicinity.  “They 
can  t walk  in  the  Park  or  go  to  Vaux- 
hall,”  Walpole  says,  “but  such  mobs  fol- 
low them  that  they  are  generally  driven 
away . ” W ho  cares  though  this  unbound- 
ed notoriety  be  fraught  now  and  then  with 
some  small  inconvenience  ? “The  other 
day,”  writes  Walpole,  “they  went  to  see 
Hampton  Court.  As  they  were  going  into 


the  Beauty  Room  another  company  ar- 
rived. The  housekeeper  said,  4 This  way, 
ladies;  here  are  the  beauties.’”  Though 
he  goes  on  to  declare  that  “ the  Gunnings 
flew  into  a passion,  and  asked  her  what 
she  meant,  and  said  that  they  had  come 
to  see  the  palace,  not  to  be  showed  as  a 
sight  themselves,”  may  we  not  take  leave 
to  wonder  whether  they  were  not  also  a 
little  pleased  at  the  success  ? 

Gayly  the  two  celebrities  run  their 
round  of  dissipations  and  amusements. 
First  there  is  the  presentation  at  court  on 
a Sunday  in  December — as  we  learn  from 
Faulkner's  Dublin  Journal , which  also 
tells  us  that  Drawing-rooms  on  a Sunday 
were  then  no  rare  occurrence — and  this 
passport  is  enough  to  admit  them  to  every 
kind  of  entertainment.  We  may  follow 
them,  in  full  dress,  with  patches  and  pow- 
der and  lace  and  jewels — gifts  of  admir- 
ing gallants — to  fashionable  assemblies, 
balls,  and  masquerades ; we  may  fancy 
them  parading  up  and  down  the  Mall  in 
short  hoop-skirts  and  lace  flounces,  and 
dainty  high-heeled  shoes,  and  coquettish 
lace  caps,  and  looped  Leghorn  hats ; we 
may  watch  them  exchanging  civilities  with 
some  perfumed  beau  from  the  windows  of 
their  dainty  chairs  at  the  Park  gates;  we 
may  note  them  at  merry  Lady  Caroline’s 
Vauxhall  “tea-fights,”  and  rowdy  tavern 
supper  parties  with  fashionable  dandies 
after  the  play.  Their  pretty  faces  are  ev- 
erywhere to  be  seen,  listening  with  well- 
moderated interest  to  the  somewhat  coarse 
fun  of  Kitty  Clive  or  Mrs.  Pritchard  in 
the  Beggar  s Opera , laughing  at  Marga- 
ret Woffington  as  Lady  Betty  Modish, 
at  Garrick  as  Fribble  in  A Miss  in  her 
Teens , or  as  Benedick  to  Mrs.  Pritchard’s 
charming  Beatrice — better  than  all,  trem- 
bling at  him  as  King  Lear  or  Hamlet,  and 
weeping  at  his  sufferings  as  young  Bel- 
mont, in  that  fashionable  play  of  Moore’s 
called  The  Foundling,  where  the  distresses 
of  the  poor  betrayed  heroine  were  so  ably 
played  by  Mrs.  Cibber.  They  have  their 
little  court  of  elegant  beaux  around  them, 
who,  with  jewelled  snuff-boxes  and  un- 
impeachable manners,  make  love  in  the 
boxes  for  all  the  world  as  Barry  does  upon 
the  stage. 

Merrily  the  season  rattles  along,  and 
merrily  the  belles  pick  their  way  through 
it.  In  spite  of  my  Lord  March’s  ill-na- 
tured innuendoes  with  regard  to  Maria  and 
the  Scotch  earl,  they  hold  their  own,  too, 
on  the  dangerous  quicksands  of  society, 
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and  bravely  scorn  all  small-fry  in  the 
hope  of  the  highest  prizes.  Yet  many  a 
time  must  their  hearts  have  fluttered  un- 
easily behind  their  gallant  unconcern,  as 
their  first  season  bids  fair  to  hand  them 
to  its  doors  unwed ; for,  in  spite  of  their 
popular  success,  even  Maria  has  not  yet 
been  able  quite  to  land  that  “grave  young 
lord”  about  whom  there  have  been  so 
many  unkind  sneers.  Undauntedly  they 
pursue  their  prey  to  the  gay  round  of 
watering-place  duties  at  Bath,  and  deftly 
lead  gallants  on  to  madness  with  the  co- 
quettish head-gear  and  fascinating  des- 
habille of  the  pump-room,  but  only  to  be 
obliged  to  return  once  more  to  work  again 
in  London  with  the  New -Year  of  1752. 
Now,  however,  their  triumph  is  close  at 
hand.  Wrapped  around  in  warm  quilted 
satin  pelisses  and  rich  furs  that  set  off  the 
dazzling  whiteness  of  their  complexions, 
their  tiny  hands  hidden  away  in  huge 
muffs,  and  their  tiny  feet  shod  in  golden- 
heeled  shoes,  the  belles  take  up  their 
stand  once  more  in  the  Park,  and  make 
up  their  parties  for  Ranelagh,  and  en- 
gage their  partners  for  balls  and  assem- 
blies. Who  is  this  who  attends  Elizabeth 
to  her  chair  with  such  obsequious  devo- 
tion ? He  is  the  scion  of  a great  and  an- 
cient race,  and  many  in  the  world  of  fash- 
ion look  eagerly  to  his  great  marriage— 
though,  to  be  sure,  he  is  not  one  of  whose 
love  any  woman  need  be  proud.  He  has 
been  jilted  by  the  fast  maid  of  honor  Miss 
Chudleigh,  afterward  Duchess  of  Kings- 
ton, about  whom  there  is  one  day  to  be  a 
lawsuit  for  bigamy,  and  folks  say  he  will 
run  no  risk  of  such  a fate  again  where  he 
pleases  to  set  his  heart.  He  is  a man  of 
parts,  and  might  have  done  something  in 
his  day  if  he  had  not  led  a life  which  by 
this  time  has  4 4 equally  damaged  his  person 
and  his  fortune.” 

Nevertheless,  he  is  a great 44  catch”  still, 
and  the  ambitious  heart  of  Elizabeth  Gun- 
ning must  have  beat  indeed  the  other 
night  at  my  Lord  Chesterfield  s brilliant 
assembly,  “ made  to  show  his  magnificent 
house!”  For  “the  Duke  of  Hamilton,” 
says  Walpole,  “having  already  fallen  in 
love  with  her  six  weeks  ago  at  a masquer- 
ade, made  such  violent  love  to  her  to- 
night at  one  end  of  the  room,  while  he 
was  playing  at  pharaoh  at  the  other,  that 
he  saw  neither  the  bank  nor  his  own 
cards,  which  were  of  three  hundred  each, 
and  soon  lost  a thousand.”  That  is  a 
fortnight  ago  now,  and  the  passion  has 


not  yet  cooled.  Those  who  watched 
them  this  morning  in  the  Park  begin  to 
be  sadly  afraid  that  the  duke  will  make  a 
fool  of  himself.  By  to-morrow,  at  the 
same  hour,  they  will  be  saying  that  he 
has  made  a fool  of  himself.  For  this 
very  night,  while  her  mother  and  sister 
are  at  Bedford  House,  Elizabeth  Gunning 
is  alone  with  her  impetuous  suitor,  and 
makes  him  “so  impatient,”  Walpole  tells 
us,  44  that  he  sent  for  a parson.  The  doc- 
tor refused  to  perform  the  ceremony  with- 
out a license  or  ring;  the  duke  swore  he 
would  send  for  the  archbishop.  At  last 
they  were  married  with  a ring  of  the  bed- 
curtain  at  half  an  hour  after  twelve  at 
night,  at  Mayfair  Chapel.”  No  \ronder 
that  44  the  Scotch  are  enraged  and  the  wo- 
men mad  that  so  much  beauty  has  had  its 
effect.”  The  poor  daughter  of  an  Irish 
squire  is  to  hold  such  state  that  she  will 
4 4 walk  in  to  dinner  before  her  guests,” 
and  be  Lady  of  the  Bed-chamber  to  good 
Queen  Charlotte ; she  will  become  the 
mother  of  two  Dukes  of  Hamilton,  and 
live  to  be  made  a baroness  in  her  own 
right,  and  to  unite,  by  her  second  mar- 
riage, the  two  great  houses  of  Hamilton 
and  Argyll,  becoming  the  mother  of  two 
dukes  of  the  latter  title  also.  No  wonder 
that  “in  Ireland  the  peasant  women  greet 
you  with  ‘The  luck  of  the  Gunnings  at- 
tend you!’”  For  now  that  an  example 
has  been  set,  that  more  diffident  and  “ grave 
young  lord,”  the  Earl  of  Coventry,  takes 
his  courage  in  his  hand  and  determines  to 
wed  the  elder  sister.  In  March,  1752,  we 
hear  of  their  both  being  presented  under 
their  new  titles,  and  learn  that  the  excite- 
ment about  them  has  by  no  means  abated 
because  of  their  rare  good  fortune,  and 
that  “even  the  noble  mob  in  the  drawing- 
room clambered  upon  chairs  and  tables  to 
look  at  them,  and  that  there  are  mobs  at 
their  doors  to  see  them  get  into  their 
chairs,”  while  “people  go  early  to  get 
places  at  the  theatres  when  it  is  known 
they  will  be  there.”  By  the  May  of  that 
year  we  may  imagine  the  ambitious  mo- 
ther, content  at  last  with  her  daughters' 
achievements,  quietly  wending  her  way 
home  again  to  the  desolate  Irish  moor  aft* 
er  having  dispatched  her  darlings  to  their 
several  castles. 

She  hears  that  “seven  hundred  people 
sat  up  all  night  in  and  about  an  inn  in 
Yorkshire  to  see  the  Duchess  of  Hamil- 
ton get  into  her  post-chaise  next  morn- 
ing”; and  she  learns  with  satisfaction 
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that  her  darlings  still  vie  in  the  public  in- 
terest even  with  the  old  Duchess  of  Devon- 
shire's last  charming  vulgarity,  and  with 
the  thrilling  details  of  the  execution  of  two 
murderesses,  Misses  Blandy  and  Jeffries, 
of  whom  witty  Lady  Gower  said  that 
“since  the  two  misses  were  hanged,  and 
the  other  two  misses  married,  there  was 
nothing  at  all  talked  of.” 

Presently  the  public  papers  tell  her  how 
“a  shoemaker  at  Worcester,  the  county 
town  for  the  earl’s  seat,  gained  two  gui- 
neas and  a half  by  showing  a shoe  he  was 
making  for  the  countess  at  a penny 
apiece”;  and  then  she  follows  her  dear 
Maria’s  success  in  Paris,  when,  in  the  July 
of  the  same  year,  she  goes  there  with  Lady 
Caroline  Petersham.  No  doubt  the  fond 
parent  is  scarce  of  the  opinion  of  those 
who  affirm  that  Lady  Coventry  “did  no 
execution,”  and  was  even  outshone  by 
pretty  Mrs.  Pitt,  who  took  a box  opposite 
hers  at  her  d6but  at  the  Paris  Opera, 
while  even  the  “travelled  English  allow 
that  there  is  a Madame  De  Brionne  hand- 
somer. ” She  probably  sympathized  deep- 
ly with  her  poor  child  for  being  placed  at 
“such  a terrible  disadvantage”  by  the 
“prudery”  of  her  “dear  Cov,”  who  “ will 
not  suffer  her  to  wear  any  red  or  powder.” 
One  of  the  fair  Maria’s  non-admirers  was 
even  condescendingly  sorry  1 ‘ that,  added 
to  her  extreme  silliness,  ignorance  of  the 
world  and  of  the  French  language,  she  had 
that  perpetual  drawback  on  her  beauty.” 
So  scrupulous  was  “dear  Cov”  on  this 
point  that  he  chased  his  wife  round  the 
table  before  a party  of  sixteen  persons  on 
one  occasion,  and  scrubbed  off  with  a nap- 
kin the  ‘ 1 little  red  she  had  stolen  on.”  To 
be  sure,  as  Chesterfield,  writing  soon  after- 
ward to  Dayrolles,  affirms,  “she  did  not 
want  it,”  and  the  poisonous  white  which 
she  did  manage  to  steal  on  soon  “ruined 
both  her  natural  complexion  and  her 
teeth,”  and  even  engendered,  tradition  has 
it,  the  fatal  disease  which  finally  killed  her 
in  the  flower  of  her  youth.  Yet  she  only 
followed  the  mad  fashion  of  her  time,  and 
it  was  rather  hard  her  lord  should  morti- 
fy her  so  for  a little  piece  of  natural  vani- 
ty. According  to  Chesterfield,  he  “ used 
her  so  brutally  in  Paris  that  he  made  her 
cry  more  than  once  in  public,”  and  on  one 
occasion  obliged  her  to  “ ask  for  a fan  back 
again  which  she  had  civilly  given  to  the 
Marechale  De  Lowenthal,  and  send  an  old 
one  in  its  place,  because  the  presented  one 
had  been  a marriage  gift  from  himself.” 


If  these  statements  are  correct,  she  cer- 
tainly had  not  a husband  of  worldly 
knowledge  sufficient  to  cover  her  own  ig- 
norance, and  it  is  little  wonder  she  used 
to  complain  of  him  in  a childish  kind 
of  way,  inquiring  openly  why  “her  lord 
treated  her  so  ill  when  he  loved  her  so, 
and  had  been  so  good  as  to  marry  her 
without  a shilling.”  Glad  indeed  must 
the  mother  have  been  when  her  treasure 
was  safe  back  in  England,  where  every- 
thing she  did  and  said  and  wore  won  un- 
mitigated applause,  where  witty  George 
Selwyn  himself  had  a fondness  for  so  love- 
ly a simpleton,  and  would  advise  her  and 
shield  her  and  warn  her,  as  he  did  once, 
that  a “birth-night  dress”  covered  with 
large  silver  coins  might  make  her  look 
“like  change  for  a guinea.”  At  home 
even  the  old  King  so  easily  condoned  the 
offenses  of  such  a beautiful  face  that  he 
would  laughingly  tell  the  story  of  how 
my  Lady  Coventry  had  deplored  to  him 
that  “ the  only  sight  she  had  not  yet  seen 
was  a coronation.”  But  no  doubt  these 
little  peccadilloes  — mere  specks  on  the 
sun,  after  all — did  not  reach  the  mother’s 
ears  any  more  than  the  inevitable  little 
social  scandals  could  penetrate  such  com- 
plete solitude  as  the  lonely  precincts  of 
Castle  Coote.  For  there  were  “scandals” 
whispered  about  the  beauties.  Even  W al- 
pole  descends  to  repeating  one  about  my 
Lady  Coventry  and  Bolingbroke,  nephew 
of  the  great  earl,  though  he  will  not  swear 
to  its  authenticity:  “T’other  night  at  the 
masquerade  the  King  sent  for  Lady  Cov- 
entry to  dance,” he  says,  “and  I believe 
if  he  had  offered  her  a boon,  she  would 
have  asked  for  the  head  of  St.  John”  The 
innamorati  were,  however,  both  short  of 
their  twentieth  year,  and  something  must 
be  forgiven  to  an  untutored  girl  who  is 
made  a lady  of  quality  in  her  teens. 

At  all  events,  in  spite  of  any  little  whis- 
pered tales,  Lady  Coventry  continued  to 
be  as  great  a favorite  as  ever.  Walpole 
may  hint  at  her  beauty  being  impaired  by 
illness,  and  at  her  having  a great  rival  in 
a certain  Miss  Wynne,  but  the  truth  re- 
mains that  in  1755  even  he  swears  “she 
looked  better  than  ever”  at  one  of  the 
masquerades,  while  we  find  a tale  alleging 
that  an  American  lady  accosted  her  as  she 
removed  her  mask  at  a ball,  and,  courtesy- 
ing  to  her  after  the  manner  of  the  day, 
said,  with  feeling,  “ Madam,  I have  crossed 
the  Atlantic  to  see  you,  and  I am  not  dis- 
appointed.” Mobs  still  followed  the  sis- 
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ters’  steps,  and  dressmakers  copied  tbeir 
costumes  ; «£d  yet,  if  We  may  believe 
an  old  lady’s  verdict,  these  were  not  al- 
ways in  the  height  of  fashion,  for  Lady 
Coventry  at  least  seems  to  have  had  good 
taste  enough  to  ignore  modes  that  were 
ungraceful.  “ Yesterday,”  writes  old  Mrs. 
Delany,“the  duchess  brought  Lady  Cov- 
entry to  feast  me,  and  a feast  she  was. 
She  has  a thousand  airs,  but  with  a sort 
of  innocence  that  diverts  one.  Her  dress 
was  a black  silk  sack  made  for  a large 
hoop,  which  she  wore  without  any,  so  that 
it  trailed  a yard  on  the  ground ; she  had  a 
cobweb  laced  handkerchief,  a pink  satin 
long  cloke  lined  with  ermine  mixed  with 
squirrel-skins.  On  her  head  a French  cap, 
that  just  covered  the  top  of  it,  of  blond, 
standing  up  in  the  form  of  a butterfly 
with  the  wings  not  quite  extended ; frilled 
sort  of  lappets  crossed  under  her  chin,  and 
tied  with  pink  ribbon — a head-dress  that 
would  have  charmed  a shepherd!  She 
has  a thousand  dimples  and  prettiness- 
es in  her  cheeks;  her  eyes  a little  droop- 
ing at  the  comers,  but  very  fine  for  all 
that.” 

What  a sweet  picture!  And  here  is 
another,  none  the  less  fascinating.  The 
scene  is  Walpole’s  castle  of  Strawberry 
Hill ; the  company  the  serenely  beautiful 
Caroline  Campbell,  Countess  of  Ayles- 
bury, no  less  perfect  in  her  mature  charms 
than  her  lovely  daughter,  the  Duchess  of 
Richmond,  who  stands  beside  her;  Eliza- 
beth Gunning,  Duchess  of  Hamilton,  and 
Maria  Gunning,  Countess  of  Coventry, 
each  at  the  ripest  moment  of  her  match- 
less beauty.  Who  could  desire  a fairer 
sight  than  to  watch  these  lounge  upon  the 
great  terrace,  watching  the  sunset  as  they 
sip  their  coffee  and  fan  themselves  lan- 
guidly with  their  great  fans  ? Walpole 
certainly  did  not,  and  swears  he  will  tell 
the  younger  generation  how  much  hand- 
somer the  women  of  his  time  were,  when 
he  could  muster  four  such  faces  at  a sit- 
ting, and  could  frankly  tell  that  one  who 
was  a mother  that  she  was  as  handsome 
as  her  own  daughter.  Sir  Joshua  Reyn- 
olds should  have  been  there  to  see  such 
a picture;  but  unfortunately,  among  the 
many  and  many  exquisite  records  of  fair 
women  that  he  has  left  us — the  mother 
and  daughter  of  this  group  among  them  ' 
— we  have  to  regret  that  his  brush  had  not 
yet  attained  its  highest  skill  before  the 
Gunnings’  beauty  was  at  the  waning,  and 
that  the  portraits  he  has  left  were  scarce- 


ly true  emblems  of  that  extraordinary 
loveliness. 

Other  artists,  Cotes  and  Reade  and  La- 
tour  and  others,  set  down  those  rare  fea- 
tures for  posterity  both  in  miniature  and 
on  canvas,  the  picture  of  the  two  sisters 
washing  and  ironing,  by  Moreland,  being 
perhaps  the  popular  favorite;  but  no  one 
with  Sir  Joshua's  genius  ever,  so  far  as  we 
can  learn,  attempted  the  task,  and  he  came 
to  it  too  late.  For  we  find  that  the  duchess 
and  her  sister  did  not  sit  to  the  great  paint- 
er until  the  year  1759 — at  the  same  time 
that  he  was  also  painting  the  two  great 
rival  courtesans,  beautiful  Kitty  Fisher 
and  bewitching  Nelly  O’Brien — and  alas 
by  this  time  the  beauty  of  Lady  Coventry, 
at  least,  must  have  already  borne  terrible 
signs  of  the  advancing  end.  She  saw  her 
sister  a widow  and  a bride  once  more, 
when  Betty  refused  the  Duke  of  Bridge- 
water  to  make  that  Campbell  match  which 
Walpole  vows  was  “the  prettiest  in  the 
world,”  though  he  would  have  been  afraid 
to  be  the  husband  of  a Gunning,  lest  he 
should  be  “hustled  out  of  the  world  to 
make  room  for  another  adventure.”  Ma- 
ria was  even  “in  all  her  former  beauty” 
at  the  time,  but  it  was  but  a last  flicker. 
When  that  royal  coronation  took  place 
which  she  had  so  earnestly  wished  to  see, 
the  poor  “standard  beauty”  lay  on  a bed 
whence  she  was  never  to  rise  again. 
Would  that  she  had  followed  her  strict 
lord’s  wishes  a little  more  faithfully,  and 
had  shown  as  good  taste  in  the  matter  of 
painting  her  face  as  in  that  of  discarding 
the  hideous  fashion  of  hoops!  If  tradi- 
tion is  to  be  believed,  the  disease  bred  of 
Irish  fogs  might  thus  have  been  kept  un- 
der. Be  that  as  it  may,  poor  foolish,  good- 
natured,  beautiful  Maria  is  dying.  Other 
beauties  — the  coronation  beauties  — are 
growing  up  ill  her  place,  and  she  will  soon 
be  forgotten.  There  is  sad,  pensive  Lady 
Bolingbroke,  whose  husband  has  deserted 
her  for  the  famous  Miss  O’Brien,  and  her 
sister,  Lady  Pembroke,  “the  picture  of 
majestic  modesty” ; there  is  Elizabeth  Gun- 
ning, Duchess  of  Hamilton,  now  a baron- 
ess in  her  own  right,  and  the  wife  of  Jack 
Campbell,  and  soon  to  be  Duchess  of  Ar- 
gyll and  Lady  of  the  Bed-chamber  to  the 
new  Queen;  there  is  splendid  Lady  Kil- 
dare, and  “a  pretty  Lady  Sutherland,  and 
a perfect  beauty,  an  Irish  Miss  Smith” 
(afterward  Lady  Llandaff) ; “ lovely  Mrs. 
Pitt”  has  returned  from  Italy,  too,  and  is 
holding  her  own  again ; and  there  is 
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afterward  Duchess  of  Marlborough,  Lady 
Elizabeth  Keppel,  afterward  Marchioness 
of  Tavistock,  and  many  of  the  other  bride- 
maids,  were  all  among  Sir  Joshua  Reyn- 
olds's favorite  sitters,  although  perhaps 


the  two  countesses  are  constantly  men- 
tioned together,  and  are  quoted  as  being 
mobbed  while  walking  in  the  Park  in 
June,  1759.  Speaking  of  his  beautiful 
niece,  Walpole  declares,  "She  is  beauty 
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one  of  the  loveliest  models  he  ever  had 
was  the  beautiful  Maria  Walpole.  Count- 
ess of  W&ldegravc,  who  could  not  at  that 
time  l)e  admitted  at  court. 

Some  ten  years  afterward  this  beauti- 
ful and  gifted  woman  won  for  herself  the  I 
affections  of  the  royal  family,  to  which 
she  was  reluctantly  admitted  because  of  i 
her  secret  marriage  with  the  Duke  of  | 
Gloucester,  the  King’s  brother.  At  this  | 
time,  however,  she  had  not  yet  risen  to  j 
such  high  dignity,  for  it  was  before  her  j 
first  husband  died  of  the  terrible  small- 
pox through  which  she  nursed  him  so  he- 
roically, and  she  was  only  Maria.,  Count- 
ess of  Wahlegrave.  “ one  of  the  loveliest 
won, ten  of  her  tiine"’  and  evidently  one  ; 
of  the  most  intimate  friends  of  the  poor 
belle  into  whose  shoes  she  was  to  step,  for  : 
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itself ; her  face  bloom,  eyes,  teeth,  hair, 
and  person , all  perfect";  and  describing 
her  again,  “ in  a white  silver  gown,"  at 
her  own  wedding,  he  particularizes  these 
charms  as  14  warm  complexion  tending  to 
brown,  fine  eyes,  brown  hair,  fine  teeth, 
and  infinite  wit  and  vivacity";  while  on 
another  occasion  he  speaks  of  her  tall  and 
graceful  figure.  The  portraits  of  her  show 
the  keen  eyes,  arched  mouth,  slightly  Ro- 
man nose  .and  rich  hair  growing  low  on  the 
forehead,  sometimes  turned  back  beneath 
a coiffure  d hi  Mary  .Stuart;  but.  in  Sir  Josh 
ua\s  lovely  portrait  of  her  with  her  child 
we  find  the  gentle  modesty  which  her  un- 
de eulogizes  as  the  ‘"sweetest  delicacy  in 
the  world"  dwelt  upon  with  greater  em- 
phasis than  the  more  queenly  side  of  the 
character,  while  the  shade  of  the  hair  in- 
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in  her  hand,  and  when  that  told  her  how 
great  the  change  was,  she  took  to  her  bed, 
and,  the  last  fortnight,  had  no  light  in 
her  room  but  the  lamp  of  a tea-kettle,  and 
at  last  took  things  in  through  the  curtains 
of  her  bed  without  suffering  them  to  be 
undrawn.  The  mob,  who  never  quitted 
curiosity  about  her,  went,  to  the  number 
of  ten  thousand,  only  to  see  her  coffin. 
If  she  had  lived  to  ninety,  like  Helen, 
I believe  they  would  have  thought  her 
wrinkles  deserved  an  epic  poem.  Poor 
thing!  how  far  from  ninety!  she  was  not 
twenty-eight !” 

Strange  as  is  the  flight  of  the  Gunnings’ 
career,  the  romance  of  Emma  Lyon’s  is  a 
hundredfold  more  marvellous.  Born  of 
peasant  parents,  brought  up  in  the  most 
abject  poverty  by  a widowed  mother,  de- 
prived of  the  means  of  the  commonest 
education,  and  placed,  at  the  age  of  four- 
teen years,  as  nursery-maid  in  a physi- 
cian’s family,  this  wonderful  girl  found 
the  means  of  instructing  herself  at  least 
in  the  more  superficial  branches  of  a la- 
dy’s education.  She  cultivated  the  rare 
gift  of  a musical  voice  with  which  nature 
had  endowed  her,  and  after  going  through 
the  various  vicissitudes  of  reigning  as  the 
petted  favorite  of  two  gentlemen  of  good 
position,  consecutively  shining  as  the  most 
graceful  of  horsewomen  upon  the  valu- 
able mounts  of  Sir  Harry  Featherston- 
haugli  in  the  county  of  Sussex,  figuring 
in  the  nude  as  an  illustration  of  the  beau- 
ty of  health  in  the  show  of  a quack-doctor, 
posing  to  the  painter  George  Romney  for 
all  his  most  beautiful  pictures,  she  posi- 
tively succeeded  in  duping  a gentleman 
of  the  name  of  Greville  into  believing  her 
an  innocent  little  seamstress,  and  accepted 
his  offer  of  educating  her  to  be  a worthy 
companion  of  his  cultured  existence. 

And  so  fitly  did  he  form  and  tutor  that 
gifted  nature  that  as  years  ripened  the  girl- 
ish loveliness  into  womanly  grace  and 
beauty,  the  native  genius  of  a most  re- 
ceptive mind  was  developed  so  well  in 
every  direction  that  the  laborer’s  daugh- 
ter became  a lady  able  to  compete  with 
the  shrewdest  intellects  in  the  land.  Nor 
was  her  education  neglected  in  the  more 
special  departments  of  her  own  rare  mu- 
sical and  dramatic  gifts.  One  evening 
Ranelagli — the  scene  of  so  many  strange 
conquests  and  wonderful  pictures  — wTas 
convulsed  as  it  had  perhaps  never  been 
before,  even  in  the  days  of  its  favorite 
belle,  the  lovely  and  simple  Maria. 


There  had  been  beauties  since  her  day. 
Lovely,  witty  Mrs.  Crewe— Fanny  Macart- 
ney’s daughter — and  her  inseparable  friend 
pretty  Mrs.  Bouverie,  in  the  days  when 
“True  blue  and  Mrs.  Crewe”  had  been  the 
great  Whig  toast  for  the  charming  Whig 
canvasser ; the  beautiful  and  distinguished 
Duchess  of  Buccleugh,  with  her  oval  face 
and  sad  eyes;  and  the  Marchioness  of  Tav- 
istock, "whom  Sir  Joshua  has  struck  so 
statelily  for  us  upon  his  canvas  ; gentle 
Mrs.  Brinsley  Sheridan,  with  her  long 
throat  and  clear-cut  features,  and  those 
plaintive  dark  eyes  that  we  always  seem 
to  see  turned  to  heaven,  as  in  his  picture 
of  her  as  St.  Cecilia  playing  the  organ. 
These — not  to  speak  of  handsome  Miss  Pel- 
ham, the  painter’s  pet,  of  “poor  Perdita" 
(Mrs.  Robinson),  beloved  of  the  Prince  of 
Wales,  and  even  of  “that  artful  coquette 
with  amorous  eyes  and  eyelashes  a yard 
long,”  Anne  Luttrell  (Mrs.  Horton),  who 
bewitched  the  King’s  brother  into  marry- 
ing her — all  have  flitted  across  the  stage 
of  Ranelagli,  but  none  have  taken  it  by 
storm  as  it  was  taken  that  evening  when 
Mr.  Greville  brought  an  unknown  belle 
into  its  precincts. 

Later  on,  after  her  separation  from  Mr. 
Greville,  Emma  Lyon  was  married  to  Sir 
William  Hamilton,  his  Majesty’s  ambas- 
sador at  Naples.  For  a short  year  so- 
ciety shut  its  eyes  to  whispered  tales, 
and  welcomed  the  fair  one  to  its  arms, 
that  her  matchless  beauty,  her  rare  dra- 
matic and  musical  gifts,  her  winning 
and  distinguished  manners,  might  draw 
admiring  and  curious  crowds  to  their  as- 
semblies. 

. All  the  belles  of  the  season  were  eclipsed 
for  the  moment.  Lady  Cadogan’s  pert 
prettiness  made  no  way,  and  even  the  brill- 
iant Duchess  of  Devonshire  herself  had,  we 
may  fancy,  to  give  way  for  a short  space 
to  this  turbulent  rush  of  wonderful  noto- 
riety; while  as  for  the  fashionable  scan- 
dals of  the  hour,  such  as  the  Prince  of 
Wale’s  secret  marriage  with  comely  Mrs. 
Fitzherbert,  they  were  fairly  smothered 
by  this  far  more  marvellous  misalliance. 
But  the  new  belle  was  fortunately  not  to 
risk  living  through  her  success  into  the 
cold  region  of  bad  memories  revived  that 
lay  beyond.  Little  more  than  a year  aft- 
er her  marriage  Lady  Hamilton  returned 
to  Naples,  laden  with  the  “lamentations of 
fashionable  life,”  and  with  her  departure 
ends  our  consideration  of  her  as  a society 
belle.  Of  her  strange  and  uncanny  friend- 
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invader  as  would  cripple 
him  at  the  portals  of  the 
city. 

Just  beyond  the  Narrows  in s the  pas- I 
sage  between  the  forts  is  called)  the  two 
shores  curve  further  apart,  forming  the 
upper  bay,  at  the  head  of  which  the  city 
lies.  A blue  haze  wreathes  itself  around 
Staten  Island,  upon  the  heights  of  which 
are  villas  that,  from  a distance  at  least, 
appear  tasteful  and  attractive.  The 
bottg  Island  shore,  losing  the  white,  bar- 
ren, sandy  .aspect  it  has  outside  the  Nar- 
rows, l^eoomevS  woody  and  fertile.  The. 
water  is  a clear  green,  and  even  the  ves-  I 
bcl*  have  a holiday  cleanness  novel  to  the 
emigrant,  who,  before  he  reaches  Castle 
Garden^  is  charmed  by  the  little  lie  sees 
of  his  future  home. 

If  we  should  say  there  are  safe  moorings 
for  nearly  all  the  navies  of  the  world,  oar 
readers  would  still  be  unable  to  compre- 
hend the  vast  space  available  in  the  harbor. 
Measurements  arc  more  explicit.  The  Hud- 
son or  North  River  washes  thirteen  miles 
of  the  city’s  shore-line,  every  foot  of  which 
may  be  made  available  for  vessels  of  the 
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all  classes;  and  the  Harlem  River  has  an 
available  frontage  of  two  and  a quarter 
miles.  The  area  of  the  Hudson  and  East 
ri  vers  immediately  opposite  the  city  which 
is  available  for  anchorage  is  thirteen  and 
a half  square  miles,  the  anchorage  of  the 
upper  bay  is  fourteen  square  miles,  and 
that  of  the  lower  bay  eighty-eight  square 
miles.  Thus,  besides  twenty-four  and  a 
half  miles  of  wharfage,  we  have  over  one 
hundred  and  fifteen  square  miles  so  safe 
that  the  gale  would  need  to  he  of  uncom- 
mon force  which  could  drag  a ship  whose 
anchor  had  been  cast  upon  any  spot  of  this 
wide  area. 

LI. — BY  THE  BOUND. 

But  the  channels  through  the  bays  are 
not  the  only  inlet  from  the  sea  to  the  city, 
though  all  vessels  of  the  greatest  burden 
select  them.  Another  approach  is  by  the 
way  of  Long  Islam!  Sound,  which  is  stirred 
by  a hurrying  fleet  of  smaller  traders,  both 
sail  and  steam. 

The  Sound  itself  is  wide  and  deep 
emeurh  for  any  vessels,  ami  though  the 
waves  run  high  after  prolonged  storms, 
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Long  Island  is  interposed  between  it  and 
the  ocean.  On  both  sides  of  it  there  are 
fashionable  summer  resorts,  quiet  old  fish- 
ing villages  with  primitive  inhabitants,  and 
long  expanses  of  prosperous  farm-land. 
In  the  summer  weather  its  banks  blend 
the  charms  of  the  country  and  the  shore. 
From  a stretch  of  pasturage  or  the  porch 
of  a farm-house  we  look  down  upon  a 
motionless  schooner  with  brown  sails, 
or  a snowy  yacht  so  airy  and  phantom- 
like that  she  appears  to  be  hung  in  a mi- 
rage. 

At  the  southwestern  extremity  the  Sound 
becomes  a narrow  strait  with  low  grassy 
banks.  There  are  boat-houses  at  the  wa- 
ter’s edge,  and  trim  little  cat-boats  and 
sloops  are  moored  to  private  wharves. 
Straggling  little  canals  lead  off  into  the 
sedge,  which  ripples  in  the  wind;  and 
along  here,  toward  five  o’clock  in  the  aft- 
ernoon, is  a sight  which  can  not  be  seen 
anywhere  else  in  the  world.  Between 
the  low  banks,  and  towering  above  them, 
come  the  steamers  which  connect  at  New 
London,  Stonington,  Providence,  and 
Fall  River  with  the  railway  for  Boston, 
their  colors  streaming,  and  the  passengers 
promenading  to  the  music  of  their  string 
bands.  These  vessels  are  the  principal 
feature  of  travel  on  the  Sound,  and  in 
size  and  luxury  of  appointments  they  are 
superior  to  all  others.  They  rival  in  size 
and  surpass  in  beauty  ocean  steamers,  and 
their  brilliant  whiteness  and  gay  flags  are 
reflected  in  the  water,  which  swells  and 
dashes  in  big  waves  on  the  shore  as  they 
pass.  Another  fleet  comes  from  the  oppo- 
site direction  in  the  morning;  and  stand- 
ing at  the  bow  of  one  of  these  as  we 
round  Throgg’s  Neck  and  Fort  Schuy- 
ler, we  may  briefly  end  our  survey  of 
the  second  approach  to  New  York  from 
the  sea.  We  pass  Ward’s  and  Randall's 
islands  with  their  enormous  red  brick 
charities;  the  Harlem  curves  off  to  the 
northwest ; and  here,  where  that  river  and 
the  Sound  join  the  East  River,  a strong 
current  shows  the  former  site  of  Hell 
Gate.  Now  our  course  is  almost  due  south 
down  the  East  River,  which  for  nearly 
half  a mile  is  divided  into  two  channels 
by  Blackwell’s  Island,  with  its  work- 
houses, hospitals,  and  prisons;  then  the 
stream  widens  from  an  eighth  of  a mile  or 
less  to  a mile,  and  the  view  on  both  sides 
includes  the  half-hidden  streets,  the  close 
buildings,  and  the  roofy  wilderness  of  the 
metropolis.  Soon  the  boat  passes  under 


the  wide  span  of  the  Brooklyn  Bridge,  and, 
rounding  the  Battery,  reaches  its  pier  on 
the  Hudson  River. 

III.— BY  RAIL  AND  FERRY  FROM  THE  WEST. 

Whoever  has  approached  the  city  as  a 
stranger  must  remember  the  experience 
of  some  emotion  which  is  revived,  in  mem- 
ory at  least,  as  often  as  he  retraces  the 
path.  The  character  of  the  emotion  is 
determined  by  the  object  which  brings  the 
pilgrim  hither;  it  may  be  hope,  apprehen- 
sion, or  delight;  and  the  quiet  observer 
may  see  all  of  these  at  work  among  the 
passengers  on  a train  that  has  come  a long 
distance  toward  New  York.  After  leaving 
Trenton,  which,  though  it  is  some  fifty 
miles  from  this  city,  is  an  outpost  of  it  in 
the  idea  of  those  who  have  travelled  a 
thousand  miles,  the  stations  and  the  vil- 
lages became  more  and  more  frequent ; the 
road  widens,  and  has  four  tracks,  and  we 
are  constantly  meeting  other  trains.  Big 
signs  confront  us  with  offers  of  desira- 
ble building  sites,  and  we  see  gangs  of 
workmen  putting  up  new  villas  and  lay- 
ing open  new  streets.  New  Brunswick, 
Elizabeth,  and  Newark  are  left  behind, 
and  then  the  landscape  changes.  The 
suburban  cottage  with  its  garden  and  or- 
chard and  suggestiveness  of  tranquil  do- 
mesticity, the  plenteous  farm-1  ands,  the 
growing  little  towns  with  the  chiming  of 
the  trowels,  are  absent,  and  instead  we  see 
a great  flat  wilderness  of  brownish-green 
marshes,  stagnant  but  for  the  train,  which, 
if  we  could  stand  away  from  it  and  watch, 
would  appear  like  some  long  black  mon- 
ster hurrying  through  the  desert.  The 
Passaic  River  flows  alongside  the  tracks 
for  some  distance,  and  winds  off  into  New- 
ark Bay;  we  are  carried  over  the  Hack- 
ensack on  a high  bridge,  which  gen- 
tly sways  under  the  weight  upon  it.  At 
times  a wonderful  light  dwells  on  the  dull 
green  sedge  of  the  marshes,  which  at  sun- 
set glows  with  crimson  fires  that  give  it  a 
grandeur  many  artists  have  found  out.  At 
the  edge  of  the  marshes  we  are  whirled 
through  another  village,  and  thence  the 
railway  is  in  a deep  rock  cutting,  with  a 
sharp  curve  that  suddenly  brings  you  into 
Jersey  City,  through  which  we  are  carried 
between  two  rows  of  shops  and  dwellings, 
with  only  a low  fence  on  each  side  to  sep- 
arate the  track  from  the  street.  A quick 
transfer  is  made  to  the  ferry-boats  which 
are  in  waiting,  partings  are  said,  a gong 
is  struck,  and  in  ten  minutes  more  wo 
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vealing  on  one  side  the  depot  partly  filled 
with  cars,  and  on  the  other  side  the  tracks 
converging  into  the  deep  cutting  that  leads 
northward : the  depot  is  very  quiet,  and  a 
few  kno^s  of  manikins  are  discussing  Lil- 
liputian affairs  on  the  platforms,  while 
others,  quite  unconscious  that  we  are 
watching  them,  are  gathering  up  their 
skirts  and  packages  and  hurrying  into  the 
cars.  The  furniture  of  our  lookout  con- 
sists of  a chair,  a desk,  a table,  a clock,  and 
what  an  organist  would  call  a 44  bank”  of 
ivory  keys  about  the  size  of  the  chips  used 
in  games  of  cards,  besides  which  there 
are  a few  wires  secured  to  the  walls  and 
bells.  You  now  have  an  account  of  all 
the  visible  apparatus  with  which  the  elec- 
trician in  the  signal-box  is  provided,  and 
by  which  he  regulates  the  arrival  and  de- 
parture of  over  one  hundred  and  fifty 
trains  daily. 

The  train  in  the  depot  which  the  people 
are  entering  is  the  2.20  p.M.  to  New  Ha- 
ven. At  two  o'clock  the  electrician  de- 
presses one  of  the  keys,  which  are  divided 
into  three  sets,  one  set,  classified  X,  for 
Harlem  trains,  another,  classified  Y,  for 
New  Haven  trains,  and  the  third,  classified 
Z,  for  Hudson  River  trains.  Each  key 
has  engraved  upon  it  a word  indicating 
its  purpose,  and  that  just  touched  in  the 
Y set  opens  the  doors  leading  from  the 
New  Haven  waiting-rooms  to  the  New 
Haven  platform.  The  corresponding  key 
in  the  X set  would  open  the  doors  of  the 
Harlem  waiting-rooms,  and  that  in  the  Z 
set  the  Hudson  River  waiting-rooms. 
Only  passengers  holding  tickets  and  the 
officials  are  admitted  to  the  platforms,  and 
even  the  former  are  excluded  until  twen- 
ty minutes  before  the  departure  of  the 
train.  From  two  o’clock,  when  the  doors 
are  opened,  until 44  two-fifteen”  the  “two- 
twenty”  train  gradually  fills  without  con- 
fusion, and  the  electrician  then  depresses 
another  key  in  the  Y set,  which  warns 
tardy  passengers  that  they  have  only  five 
minutes  to  spare  before  the  departure  of 
the  train,  and  also  intimates  to  the  bag- 
gage men  that  they  are  to  stop  checking 
baggage.  Precisely  at  44  two-twenty,”  the 
advertised  time  of  departure,  another  key 
is  touched,  which  closes  the  door  leading 
from  the  waiting-room,  and  thirty  sec- 
onds are  allowed  to  enable  those  who  have 
just  entered  upon  the  platform  to  board 
the  train.  At  the  end  of  these  moments 
of  grace,  during  which  the  knots  of  talk- 
ers break  up  and  the  stragglers  enter  the 


cars,  the  dispatcher,  as  the  electrician  is 
technically  called,  puts  his  finger  upon  a 
fourth  key,  that  sounds  a bell  attached  to 
a pillar  by  which  a locomotive  is  standing 
outside  the  depot ; and  at  this  signal  the 
locomotive  backs  in,  and,  when  it  is  cou- 
pled to  the  foremost  car,  glides  off  with 
the  train  with  the  extremest  smoothness. 
Observe  that  during  the  five  or  six  sec- 
onds spent  in  coupling,  the  locomotive  is 
not  wholly  within  the  depot;  the  smoke- 
stack is  kept  outside  the  wall,  for  the  man- 
agers are  careful  of  the  fresh  blue  and 
gray  paint  with  which  the  interior  of  the 
building  is  decorated. 

Trains,  like  ships,  are  cast  in  the  femi- 
nine gender  by  their  operators,  and  the 
moment  the  4 4 two-twenty”  is  started,  the 
dispatcher  telegraphs  by  an  ordinary  in- 
strument the  number  of  cars  she  includes 
to  the  signal-man  at  the  junction  above 
Mott  Haven,  that  the  latter  official  may 
see  that  no  cars  have  been  inadvertently 
left  behind,  and  at  the  same  time  he  de- 
presses another  of  the  small  ivory  keys, 
which  “blocks”  the  railway  from  the 
“cross-over”  at  Fifty-third  Street  to  the 
depot.  A word  of  explanation  is  neces- 
sary here.  The  outgoing  trains  leave  the 
depot  and  proceed  as  far  as  the  44  cross- 
over” on  the  western  tracks,  where  they 
are  thrown  over  to  the  eastern  tracks; 
similarly  the  incoming  trains  approach 
the  city  on  the  western  track  until  they 
reach  the  4 4 cross-over,”  which  throws  them 
to  the  eastern  track,  the  change  being  ne- 
cessitated by  the  fact  that  the  depot  must 
be  approached  from  the  eastern  side.  Now 
the  key  which  the  dispatcher  touches  as  the 
44  two-twenty”  leaves  the  depot  sets  all  the 
signals  in  positions  and  colors  which  for- 
bid any  train  to  pass  the  “cross-over”  un- 
til she  is  clear  of  it,  and  a bell  rings  contin- 
ually with  great  liveliness  in  the  dispatch- 
er’s lookout;  but  as  she  clears  it  the  bell 
ceases,  and  she  touches  a track  instrument 
which  automatically  reverses  all  the  sig- 
nals, and  shows  that  the  line  is  open  for 
other  trains.  A track  instrument  is  a 
very  simple-looking  contrivance — a slen- 
der iron  shaft  like  a small  street  hydrant, 
placed  a few  inches  from  the  rail,  but  the 
momentary  pressure  a wire  connecting 
with  it  receives  from  the  passage  of  the 
train  causes  it  to  change  the  color  of  all  the 
lamps  used  in  signaling  between  the  depot 
and  the  44  cross  over”  at  night,  and  all  the 
daylight  marks  used  for  the  same  purpose, 
by  a magic  which  eclipses  the  cleverest 
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feats  of  Heller.  Before  our  cicerone  has 
finished  his  explanation  a “ pinging”  bell 
is  heard,  announcing  that  the  “ two-twen- 
ty” has  passed  Seventy-second  Street ; and 
by  this  time  another  train  is  made  up,  and 
the  electrician  is  repeating  his  previous 
performance  on  the  ivory  keys.  The  po- 
sition of  the  dispatcher  is  a most  respon- 
sible one,  requiring  the  greatest  caution 
and  an  intense  degree  of  application.  Un- 
til the  ‘ ‘ two-twenty”  clears  Seventy-second 
Street  the  track  is  blocked  between  that 
point  and  Fifty-third  Street,  but  is  open  be- 
tween Fifty-third  and  the  depot;  then  the 
section  between  Seventy-second  and  Fifty- 
third  is  opened,  and  that  between  Seventy- 
second  and  Ninety-sixth  is  blocked.  Mean- 
while an  incoming  train  signals  itself  to 
the  dispatcher  by  a track  instrument  at 
Sixty-third  Street;  a minute  later  it  is  at 
the  “cross-over,”  and  the  dispatcher,  by 
touching  another  of  the  ivory  keys,  gives 
it  a flying  switch  into  the  depot ; that  is 
to  say,  the  locomotive  is  uncoupled  from 
the  cars,  and  they  are  thrown  on  one  track, 
while  it  is  thrown  over  to  another. 

The  depot  and  all  the  plant  between 
Forty -second  Street  and  the  junction 
above  Mott  Haven  are  used  in  common,, 
as  we  have  said,  by  the  Harlem,  the  Hud- 


son River,  and  the  New  Haven  companies, 
which  are  separately  and  proportionately 
assessed  by  a distinct  corporation  known 
as  the  Grand  Central.  The  Grand  Cen- 
tral owns  and  operates  the  depot  and  all 
the  tracks  to  the  junction,  and  employs 
its  own  servants.  The  depot  is  the  finest 
in  America,  and  has  few  equals  in  Europe. 
It  covers  two  blocks,  and  is  spanned  by  a 
graceful  arch  of  iron  and  glass,  painted 
with  delicate  shades  of  blue  and  gray;  in- 
stead of  being  the  nerve-torturing  Babel 
that  some  depots  are,  it  is  clean,  cheerful, 
and  orderly,  the  locomotives  not  being 
admitted  until  the  minute  of  departure, 
and  all  persons  except  passengers  and  of- 
ficials being  excluded. 

Here  our  account  must  end.  The  ap- 
proaches to  New  York,  as  one  thinks  of 
j them  at  his  desk,  seem  like  a heroic  frieze, 
with  multitudes  of  living  figures  coming 
and  going  in  an  interminable  procession, 
the  knight,  the  priest,  the  merchant,  and 
the  warrior — seekers  after  fortune  and  for- 
tune’s complement,  fame ; some  to  win 
both,  others  neither;  and  as  we  contem- 
plate the  variety  of  mankind  and  the  di- 
versity of  motive  which  the  procession 
suggests,  the  mechanical  details  sink  into 
insignificance. 


“OLD  HICKORY.” 


DR.  VON  HOLST,  the  most  philosophic 
of  historians,  when  he  passes  from 
the  period  of  John  Quincy  Adams  to  that 
of  his  successor,  is  reluctantly  compelled 
to  leave  the  realm  of  pure  history  for 
that  of  biography,  and  to  entitle  a chap- 
ter “The  Reign  of  Andrew  Jackson.”  | 
This  change  of  treatment  could,  indeed, 
hardly  be  helped.  Under  Adams  all  was 
impersonal,  methodical,  a government  of 
laws  and  not  of  men.  With  an  individu-  I 
ality  quite  as  strong  as  that  of  Jackson — 
as  the  whole  nation  learned  ere  his  life 
ended — it  had  yet  been  the  training  of  his 
earlier  career  to  suppress  himself,  and  be 
simply  a perfect  official.  His  policy  aided 
the  vast  progress  of  the  nation,  but  won 
no  credit  by  the  process.  Men  saw  with 
wonder  the  westward  march  of  an  expand- 
ing people,  but  forgot  to  notice  the  se- 
date, passionless,  orderly  administration 
that  held  the  door  open,  and  kept  the  peace 
for  all.  In  studying  the  time  of  Adams,  I 
we  think  of  the  nation;  in  observing  that 
of  Jackson,  we  think  of  Jackson  himself. 
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j In  him  we  see  the  first  popular  favorite  of 
a nation  now  well  out  of  leading-strings, 
j and  particularly  bent  on  going  alone.  By 
so  much  as  he  differed  from  Adams,  by  so 
much  the  people  liked  him  better.  His 
conquests  had  been  those  of  war,  always 
more  dazzling  than  those  of  peace  ; his 
temperament  was  of  fire,  always  more  at- 
tractive than  one  of  marble.  He  was  help- 
ed by  what  he  had  done,  and  by  what  he 
had  not  done.  Even  his  absence  of  diplo- 
matic training  was  almost  counted  for  a 
virtue,  because  all  this  training  was  then 
necessarily  European,  and  the  demand  had 
I ripened  for  a purely  American  product. 

| It  had  been  quite  essential  to  the  self- 
| respect  of  the  new  republic,  at  the  outset, 
that  it  should  have  at  its  head  men  who  had 
coped  with  European  statesmen  on  their 
own  soil  and  not  been  discomfited.  This 
was  the  case  with  each  of  the  early  suc- 
cessors of  Washington,  and  in  view  of  his 
manifest  superiority  this  advantage  was 
not  needed.  Perhaps  it  was  in  a differ- 
ent way  a sign  of  self-respect  that  the  new 
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republic  should  at  last  turn  from  this  tra- 
dition, and  take  boldly  from  the  ranks  a 
strong  and  ill-trained  leader,  to  whom  all 
European  precedent — and,  indeed,  all  other 
precedent — counted  for  nothing.  In  Jack- 
son,  moreover,  there  first  appeared  upon 
our  national  stage  the  since  familiar  fig- 
ure of  the  self-made  man.  Other  Presi- 
dents had  sprung  from  a modest  origin, 
but  nobody  had  made  an  especial  point  of 
it  Nobody  had  urged  Washington  for 
office  because  he  had  been  a surveyor’s 
lad ; nobody  had  voted  for  Adams  merely 
because  stately  old  ladies  designated  him 
as  “ that  cobbler’s  son.”  But  when  Jack- 
son  came  into  office  the  people  had  just 
had  almost  a surfeit  of  regular  training  in 
their  Chief  Magistrates.  There  was  a cer- 
tain zest  in  the  thought  of  a change,  and 
the  nation  certainly  had  it. 

It  must  be  remembered  that  Jackson 
was  in  many  ways  far  above  the  succes- 
sive modem  imitators  who  have  posed  in 
his  image.  He  was  narrow,  ignorant,  vio- 
lent, unreasonable;  he  punished  his  ene- 
mies and  rewarded  his  friends.  But  he 
was,  on  the  other  hand — and  his  worst  op- 
ponents hardly  denied  it — chaste,  honest, 
truthful,  and*  sincere.  It  was  not  com- 
monly charged  upon  him  that  he  enriched 
himself  at  the  public  expense,  or  that  he 
deliberately  invented  falsehoods.  And  as 
he  was  for  a time  more  bitterly  hated  than 
any  one  who  ever  occupied  his  high  of- 
fice, we  may  be  very  sure  that  these  things 
would  have  been  charged  had  it  been  pos- 
sible. In  this  respect  the  contrast  was 
enormous  between  Jackson  and  his  imita- 
tors, and  it  explains  his  prolonged  influ- 
ence. He  never  was  found  out  or  exposed 
before  the  world,  because  there  was  no- 
thing to  detect  or  unveil;  his  merits  and 
demerits  were  as  visible  as  his  long,  nar- 
row, firmly  set  features,  or  as  the  old  mil- 
itary stock  that  encircled  his  neck.  There 
he  was,  always  fully  revealed ; everybody 
could  see  him ; the  people  might  take  him 
or  leave  him — and  they  never  left  him. 

Moreover,  there  was  after  the  eight  years 
of  Monroe  and  the  four  years  of  Adams 
an  immense  popular  demand  for  some- 
thing piquant  and  even  amusing,  and  this 
quality  they  always  had  from  Jackson. 
There  was  nothing  in  the  least  melodra- 
matic about  him;  he  never  posed  or  atti- 
tudinized— it  would  have  required  too 
much  patience;  but  he  was  always  piqu- 
ant. There  was  formerly  a good  deal  of 
discussion  as  to  who  wrote  the  once  fa- 


mous “Jack  Downing”  letters,  but  we 
might  almost  say  that  they  wrote  them- 
selves. Nobody  was  ever  less  of  a hu- 
morist than  Andrew  Jackson,  and  it  was 
therefore  the  more  essential  that  he  should 
be  the  cause  of  humor  in  others.  It  was 
simply  inevitable  that  during  his  progress- 
es through  the  country  there  should  be 
some  amusing  shadow  evoked,  some 
Yankee  parody  of  the  man,  such  as  came 
from  two  or  three  quarters  under  the 
name  of  Jack  Downing.  The  various 
records  of  Monroe’s  famous  tours  are  as 
tame  as  the  speeches  which  these  expedi- 
tions brought  forth,  and  John  Quincy 
Adams  never  made  any  popular  demon- 
strations to  chronicle;  but  wherever  Jack- 
son  went  there  went  the  other  Jack,  the 
crude  first-fruits  of  what  is  now  known 
through  the  world  as  “American  hu- 
mors.” Jack  Downing  was  Mark  Twain 
and  Hosea  Biglow  and  Artemus  Ward  in 
one.  The  impetuous  President  enraged 
many  and  delighted  many,  but  it  is  some- 
thing to  know  that  under  him  a serious 
people  first  found  that  it  knew  how  to 
laugh. 

The  very  extreme,  the  perfectly  need- 
less extreme,  of  political  foreboding  that 
marked  the  advent  of  Jackson  furnished 
a background  of  lurid  solemnity  for  all 
this  light  comedy.  Samuel  Breck  records 
in  his  diary  that  he  conversed  with  Daniel 
Webster  in  Philadelphia,  March  24, 1827, 
upon  the  prospects  of  the  government. 
“ Sir,”  said  Mr.  Webster,  “ if  General  Jack- 
son  is  elected,  the  government  of  our 
country  will  be  overthrown ; the  judiciary 
will  be  destroyed ; Mr.  Justice  Johnson 
will  be  made  Chief  Justice  in  the  room  of 
Mr.  Marshall,  who  must  soon  retire,  and 
then  in  half  an  hour  Mr.  Justice  Wash- 
ington and  Mr.  Justice  Story  will  resign. 
A majority  will  be  left  with  Mr.  Johnson, 
and  every  constitutional  decision  hitherto 
made  will  be  reversed.”  As  a matter  of 
fact,  none  of  these  results  followed.  Mr. 
Justice  Johnson  never  became  Chief  Jus- 
tice; Mr.  Marshall  retained  that  office  till 
his  death  in  1835;  Story  and  Washington 
also  died  in  office;  the  judiciary  was  not 
overthrown,  nor  the  government  destroy- 
ed. But  the  very  ecstasy  of  these  fears 
stimulated  the  excitement  of  the  public 
mind.  No  matter  how  extravagant  the 
supporters  of  Jackson  might  be,  they  could 
hardly  go  farther  in  that  direction  than 
did  the  Websters  in  the  other. 

But  it  was  not  the  fault  of  the  Jackson 
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party  if  anybody  went  beyond  them  in  ex- 
aggeration. An  English  traveller,  Will- 
iam E.  Alexander,  going  in  a stage-coach 
from  Baltimore  to  Washington  in  1831, 
records  the  exuberant  conversation  of  six 
editors,  with  whom  he  was  shut  up  for 
hours.  “ The  gentlemen  of  the  press,”  he 
says,  “talked  of  ‘going  the  whole  hog’ 
for  one  another,  of  being  4 up  to  the  hub’ 
(nave)  for  General  Jackson,  who  was  4 all 
brimstone  but  the  head,  and  that  was  aqua- 
fortis,’and  swore  if  any  one  abused  him 
he  ought  to  be  4 set  straddle  on  an  iceberg, 
and  shot  through  with  a streak  of  light- 
ning.’” Somewhere  between  the  digni- 
fied despair  of  Daniel  Webster  and  the 
adulatory  slang  of  these  gentry  we  must 
look  for  the  actual  truth  about  Jackson’s 
administration.  The  fears  of  the  states- 
man were  not  wholly  groundless,  for  it  is 
always  hard  to  count  in  advance  upon  the 
tendency  of  high  office  to  make  men  more 
reasonable.  The  enthusiasm  of  the  edit- 
ors had  a certain  foundation;  at  any  rate 
it  was  a part  of  their  profession  to  like 
stirring  times,  and  they  had  now  theprom- 
ise  of  tliem.  After  four  years  of  Adams, 
preceded  by  eight  years  of  Monroe,  any 
party  of  editors  in  America,  assembled  in  a 
stage-coach,  would  have  showered  epithets 
of  endearment  on  the  man  who  gave  such 
promise  in  the  way  of  lively  items.  No 
acute  journalist  could  help  seeing  that  a 
man  had  a career  before  him  who  was  call- 
ed “ Old  Hickory”  by  three-quarters  of  the 
nation,  and  who  made  44  Hurrah  for  Jack- 
son!”  a cry  so  potent  that  it  had  the  force 
of  a popular  decree. 

There  was,  indeed,  unbounded  room  for 
popular  enthusiasm  in  the  review  of  Jack- 
son’s  early  career.  Born  in  such  obscuri- 
ty that  it  is  doubtful  to  this  day  whether  he 
was  born  in  South  Carolina,  as  he  himself 
claimed,  or  on  the  North  Carolina  side  of 
the  line,  as  Mr.  Parton  thinks,  he  had  a 
childhood  of  poverty  and  ignorance.  He 
was  taken  prisoner  as  a mere  boy  during 
the  Revolution,  and  could  never  forget  that 
he  had  been  wounded  by  a British  officer 
whose  boots  he  had  refused  to  brush.  Aft- 
erward, in  a frontier  community,  he  was 
successively  farmer?  shop-keeper,  law  stu- 
dent, lawyer,  district  attorney,  judge,  and 
Congressman,  being  first  Representative 
from  Tennessee,  and  then  Senator,  and  all 
before  the  age  of  thirty-one.  In  Congress 
Albert  Gallatin  describes  him  as  44 a tall, 
lank,  uncouth -looking  personage,  with 
long  locks  of  hair  hanging  over  his  brows 
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and  face,  and  a queue  down  his  back  tied 
in  an  eel-skin ; his  dress  singular,  his  man- 
ners and  deportment  those  of  a backwoods- 
man.” He  remained,  however,  but  a year 
or  two  in  all  at  Philadelphia — then  the 
seat  of  national  government — and  after- 
ward became  a planter  in  Tennessee, 
fought  duels,  subdued  Tecumseh  and  the 
Creek  Indians,  winning  finally  the  great 
opportunity  of  his  life  by  being  made  a 
Major-General  in  the  United  States  army 
on  May  31, 1814.  He  now  had  his  old  cap- 
tors,  the  British,  with  whom  to  deal,  and 
entered  into  the  work  with  a relish.  By 
way  of  preliminary  he  took  Pensacola, 
without  any  definite  authority,  from  the 
Spaniards,  to  whom  it  belonged,  and  the 
English  whom  they  harbored ; and  then 
turned,  without  orders,  without  support, 
and  without  supplies,  to  undertake  the 
defense  of  New  Orleans. 

Important  as  was  this  city,  and  plain  as 
it  was  that  the  British  threatened  it,  the 
national  authorities  had  done  nothing  to 
defend  it.  The  impression  prevailed  at 
Washington  that  it  must  already  have 
been  taken,  but  that  the  President  would 
not  let  it  be  known.  The  Washington  Re- 
publican of  January  17, 1815,  said,  44  That 
Mr.  Madison  will  find  it  convenient  and 
will  finally  determine  to  abandon  the 
State  of  Louisiana  we  have  not  a doubt.” 

A New  York  newspaper  of  January  30, 
quoted  in  Mr.  Andrew  Stevenson’s  eulogy 
on  Jackson,. said,  “It  is  the  general  opin- 
ion here  that  the  city  of  New  Orleans  must 
fall.”  Apparently  but  one  thing  averted 
its  fall — the  energy  and  will  of  Andrew 
Jackson.  On  his  own  responsibility  he 
declared  martial  law,  impressed  soldiers, 
seized  powder  and  supplies,  built  fortifica- 
tions of  cotton  bales,  if  nothing  else  came 
to  hand.  When  the  news  of  the  battle  of 
New  Orleans  came  to  the  seat  of  govern- 
ment it  was  almost  too  bewildering  for 
belief.  The  British  veterans  of  the  Pen- 
insular war,  whose  march  wherever  they 
had  landed  had  heretofore  seemed  a holi- 
day parade,  were  repulsed  in  a manner 
so  astounding  that  their  loss  was  more 
than  two  thousand,  while  that  of  the 
Americans  was  but  thirteen.  By  a single 
stroke  the  national  self-respect  was  re- 
stored; and  Henry  Clay,  at  Paris,  said, 

44  Now  I can  go  to  England  without  mor- 
tification.” 

All  these  things  must  he  taken  into  ac- 
count in  estimating  what  Dr.  Yon  Holst 
calla  “the  reign  of  Andrew  Jackson.” 
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After  this  climax  of  military  success  he 
was  for  a time  employed  on  frontier  serv- 
ice, again  went  to  Florida  to  fight  Eng- 
lishmen and  Spaniards,  practically  con- 
quering that  region  in  a few  months,  but 
this  time  with  an  overwhelming  force. 
Already  his  impetuosity  had  proved  to 
have  a troublesome  side  to  it ; he  had  vio- 
lated neutral  territory,  had  hung  two  In- 
dians without  justification,  and  had  put  to 
death,  with  no  authority,  two  Englishmen, 
Ambrister  and  Arbuthnot.  These  irregu- 
larities did  not  harm  him  in  the  judgment 
of  his  admirers ; they  seemed  in  the  line 
of  his  character,  and  helped  more  than 
they  hurt  him.  In  the  winter  of  1823-4 
he  was  again  chosen  a Senator  from  Ten- 
nessee. Thenceforth  he  was  in  the  field 
as  a candidate  for  the  Presidency,  with 
two  things  to  aid  him— his  own  immense 
popularity  and  a friend.  This  friend  was 
one  William  B.  Lewis,  a man  in  whom  all 
the  skillful  arts  of  the  modern  wire-puller 
seemed  to  be  born  full-grown. 

There  was  at  that  time  (1824)  no  real 
division  in  parties.  The  Federalists  had 
been  effectually  put  down,  and  every  man 
who  aspired  to  office  claimed  to  be  Demo- 
cratic-Republican. Nominations  were  ir- 
regularly made,  sometimes  by  a Congres- 
sional caucus,  sometimes  by  State  Legisla- 
tures. Tennessee,  and  afterward  Penn- 
sylvania, nominated  Jackson.  When  it 
came  to  the  vote,  he  proved  to  be  by  all 
odds  the  popular  candidate.  Professor 
W.  G.  Sumner,  counting  up  the  vote  of 
the  people,  finds  155,800  votes  for  Jackson, 
105,300  for  Adams,  44,200  for  Crawford, 
46,000  for  Clay.  Even  with  this  strong 
popular  vote  before  it,  the  House  of  Rep- 
resentatives, balloting  by  States,  elected 
on  the  first  trial  John  Quincy  Adams. 
Seldom  in  our  history  has  the  cup  of  pow- 
er come  so  near  to  the  lips  of  a candidate 
and  been  dashed  away  again.  Yet  nothing 
is  surer  in  a republic  than  a certain  swing 
of  the  pendulum,  afterward,  in  favor  of 
any  candidate  to  whom  a special  injustice 
has  been  done,  and  in  the  case  of  a popular 
favorite  like  Jackson  this  might  have  been 
foreseen  to  be  irresistible.  His  election 
four  years  later  was  almost  a foregone 
conclusion,  but,  as  if  to  make  it  wholly 
sure,  there  came  up  the  rumor  of  a “cor- 
rupt bargain”  between  the  successful  can- 
didate and  Mr.  Clay,  whose  forces  had  in- 
deed joined  with  those  of  Mr.  Adams  to 
make  a majority.  For  General  Jackson 
there  could  be  nothing  more  fortunate. 
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The  mere  ghost  of  a corrupt  bargain  is 
worth  many  thousand  votes  to  the  lucky 
man  who  conjures  up  the  ghost. 

When  it  came  the  turn  of  the  Adams 
party  to  be  defeated,  in  1828,  they  attrib- 
uted this  result  partly  to  the  depravity  of 
the  human  heart,  partly  to  the  tricks  of 
Jackson,  and  partly  to  the  unfortunate 
temperament  of  Mr.  Adams.  The  day  aft- 
er a candidate  is  beaten  everybody  knows 
why  it  was,  and  says  it  w^as  just  what 
any  one  might  have  foreseen.  Ezekiel 
Webster,  writing  from  New  Hampshire, 
laid  the  result  chiefly  on  the  candidate, 
whom  everybody  disliked,  and  who  would 
persist  in  leaving  his  bitter  opponents 
in  office.  The  people,  he  said,  “always 
supported  his  cause  from  a cold  sense 
of  duty,  and  not  from  any  liking  of  the 
man.  We  soon  satisfy  ourselves,”  he 
added,  “that  we  have  discharged  our 
duty  to  the  cause  of  any  man  when  we 
do  not  entertain  for  him  one  personal  kind 
feeling,  nor  can  not,  unless  we  disembow- 
al  ourselves,  like  a trussed  turkey,  of  all 
that  is  human  within  us.”  There  is,  in- 
deed, no  doubt  that  Mr.  Adams  helped  on 
his  own  defeat,  both  by  his  defects,  and 
by  what  would  now  be  considered  his  vir- 
tues. The  trouble,  however,  lay  further 
back.  Ezekiel  Webster  thought  that  “ if 
there  had  been  at  the  head  of  affairs  a 
man  of  popular  character,  like  Mr.  Clay, 
or  any  man  whom  we  were  not  compelled 
by  our  natures,  instinct,  and  fixed  fate 
to  dislike,  the  result  would  have  been 
different.”  But  we  can  now  see  that  all 
this  would  really  have  made  no  difference 
at  all.  Had  Mr.  Adams  been  personally  the 
most  attractive  of  men,  instead  of  being 
a conscientious  iceberg,  the  same  result 
would  have  followed,  the  people  would 
have  felt  that  Jackson’s  turn  had  come, 
and  the  demand  for  the  “old  ticket” 
would  have  been  irresistible. 

Accordingly,  the  next  election,  that  of 
1828,  was  easily  settled.  Jackson  had  178 
electoral  votes ; Adams  but  83 — more  than 
two  to  one.  Adams  had  not  an  electoral 
vote  south  of  the  Potomac  or  west  of  the 
Alleghanies,  though  Daniel  Webster,  writ- 
ing to  Jeremiah  Mason,  had  predicted  that 
he  would  carry  six  Western  and  Southern 
States.  In  Georgia  no  Adams  ticket  was 
even  nominated,  he  being  there  unpop- 
ular for  one  of  his  best  acts— the  pro- 
tection of  the  Cherokees.  On  the  other 
hand,  but  one  Jackson  elector  was  chosen 
from  New  England,  and  he  by  less  than 
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two  hundred  majority.  This  was  in  the 
Maine  district  that  included  Bowdoin  Col- 
lege, and  I have  heard  from  an  old  friend 
of  mine  the  tale  how  he,  being  then  a 
student  at  Bowdoin,  tolled  the  college 
bell  at  midnight  to  express  the  shame  of 
the  students,  although  the  elector  thus 
chosen  (Judge  Preble)  was  the  own  uncle 
of  this  volunteer  sexton.  It  would  have 
required  many  college  bells  to  announce 
the  general  wrath  of  New  England,  which 
was  not  diminished  by  the  fact  that  Mr. 
Calhoun,  another  Southerner,  was  chosen 
Vice-President  over  Richard  Rush.  To 
be  sure,  Mr.  Calhoun  had  filled  the  same 
office  under  John  Quincy  Adams,  but 
then  there  was  a Northern  man  for  Pre- 
sident. For  the  first  time  the  lines  seemed 
distinctly  drawn  for  the  coming  sectional 
antagonism. 

But  even  this  important  fact  was  really 
quite  subordinate,  for  the  time  being,  in 
men’s  minds.  The  opposition  to  Jackson, 
like  his  popularity,  was  personal.  It  was 
not  a mere  party  matter.  The  older 
statesmen  distrusted  him,  without  much 
regard  to  their  political  opinions.  When 
Monroe  asked  Jefferson  in  1818  if  it  would 
not  be  well  to  give  Jackson  the  embassy 
to  Russia,  Jefferson  utterly  disapproved  it. 
“He  would  breed  you  a quarrel,”  he  said, 
“before  he  had  been  there  a month.”  At 
a later  period  Jefferson  said  to  Daniel 
Webster:  “I  feel  much  alarmed  at  the 
prospect  of  seeing  General  Jackson  Presi- 
dent. He  is  one  of  the  most  unfit  men  I 
know  of  for  such  a place.  He  has  had 
very  little  respect  for  laws  or  constitu- 
tions, and  is,  in  fact,  an  able  military 
chief.  His  passions  are  terrible.  When 
I was  President  of  the  Senate  he  was  a 
Senator,  and  he  could  never  speak  on  ac- 
count of  the  rashness  of  his  feelings.  I 
have  seen  him  attempt  it  repeatedly,  and 
as  often  choke  with  rage.  His  passions 
are  no  doubt  cooler  now;  he  has  been 
much  tried  since  I knew  him ; but  he  is  a 
dangerous  man.”  And  dangerous  indeed 
the  public  office-holders  soon  found  him. 
As  has  been  already  seen,  a large  part  of 
those  who  held  office  under  Adams  were 
already  partisans  of  Jackson;  but  the  rest 
soon  discovered  that  a changed  policy  had 
come  in.  Between  March  4,  1829,  and 
March  22,  1830,  491  postmasters  and  230 
other  officers  were  removed,  making,  as  it 
was  thought,  with  their  subordinates,  at 
least  two  thousand  changes.  Mr.  Sumner 
well  points  out  that  it  is  unfair  to  charge 


this,  as  we  often  do,  solely  upon  Jackson. 
Crawford,  as  has  already  been  seen,  pre- 
pared the  way  for  the  practice ; it  had  been 
perfected  in  the  local  politics  of  New  York 
and  Pennsylvania.  It  was  simply  a dis- 
ease which  the  nation  must  undergo — 
must  ultimately  overthrow,  indeed,  unless 
overthrown  by  it;  but  it  will  always  be 
identified,  by  coincidence  of  time  at  least, 
with  the  Presidency  of  Andrew  Jackson. 

If  not  the  father  of  the  evil,  he  will  al- 
ways stand  in  history  as  its  godfather. 

It  is  a curious  fact  in  political  history 
that  a public  man  is  almost  always,  to  a 
certain  extent,  truthfully  criticised  by  the 
party  opposed  to  him.  His  opponents 
may  exaggerate,  they  may  distort,  but  the 
instinct  of  the  people — or  even  of  any 
large  portion  of  the  people — generally  goes 
to  the  right  point,  and  finds  out  the  weak 
spot.  J ackson  was  as  vehem en tly  attack- 
ed as  Jefferson,  and  by  the  same  class  of 
people,  but  the  points  of  the  criticism  were 
wholly  different.  Those  who  had  habit- 
ually denounced  Jefferson  for  being  timid 
in  action  were  equally  hard  on  Jackson  for 
brimming  over  with  superfluous  courage, 
and  being  ready  to  slap  every  one  in  the 
face.  The  discrimination  of  charges  was 
just.  A merely  vague  and  blundering  as- 
sailant would  have  been  just  as  likely  to 
call  Jackson  a coward  and  Jefferson  a 
fire-eater,  which  would  have  been  absurd. 

The  summing  up  of  the  Federalist  William 
Sullivan,  written  in  1834,  was  not  so  very 
far  from  the  sober  judgment  of  posterity. 
“Andrew  Jackson. ...  is  a sort  of  lusus 
reipublicm , held  by  no  rules  or  laws,  and 
who  honestly  believes  his  sycophants  that 
he  was  born  to  command.  With  a head 
and  heart  not  better  than  Thomas  Jeffer- 
son had,  but  freed  from  the  inconven- 
ience of  that  gentleman’s  constitutional 
timidity,  and  familiar  with  the  sword,  he 
has  disclosed  the  real  purpose  of  the  Amer- 
ican people  in  fighting  the  battles  of  the 
Revolution  and  establishing  a national  re- 
public, viz.,  that  the  will  of  Andrew  Jack- 
son  shall  be  the  law  and  only  law  of  the 
republic.” 

Really  General  Jackson  himself  would 
not  have  so  very  much  objected  to  this  es- 
timate could  he  have  had  patience  to  read 
it.  He  was  singularly  free  from  hypoc- 
risy or  concealment,  was  not  much  of  a 
talker,  and  took  very  little  trouble  to  in- 
vent fine  names  for  what  he  did.  But  on 
another  point  where  he  was  as  sharply 
criticised  he  was  very  vulnerable;  like 
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most  ignorant  and  self-willed  men,  he  was 
easily  managed  by  those  who  understood 
him.  Here  again  was  an  illustration  of 
the  discernment  of  even  vehement  ene- 
mies. Nobody  charged  Jefferson  with  be- 
ing over-influenced  by  a set  of  inferior 
men,  though  all  the  opposition  charged 
Jackson  with  it.  The  reason  was  that  it 
was  true,  and  during  the  greater  part  of 
his  two  administrations  there  was  con- 
stant talk  of  what  Webster  called  the 
“cabinet  improper,”  as  distinct  from  the 
cabinet  proper — what  was  known  in  pop- 
ular phrase  as  the  “kitchen  cabinet.” 
Here  again  came  in  the  felicity  of  Jack 
Downing's  portraiture.  The  familiarity 
with  which  this  imaginary  ally  pulled 
off  the  President’s  boots  or  wore  his  old 
clothes  hardly  surpassed  the  undignified 
attitudes  popularly  attributed  to  Swart- 
wout  and  Hill  and  Van  Buren. 

On  the  day  of  his  inauguration  the 
President  was  received  in  Washington 
with  an  ardor  that  might  have  turned  a 
more  modest  head.  On  the  day  when  the 
new  administration  began  (March  4, 1829), 
Daniel  Webster  wrote  to  his  sister-in-law, 
with  whom  he  had  left  his  children  that 
winter:  “To-day  we  have  had  the  inau- 
guration. A.  monstrous  crowd  of  people 
is  in  the  city.  I never  saw  anything  like 
it  before.  Persons  have  come  five  hun- 
dred miles  to  see  General  Jackson,  and 
they  really  seem  to  think  that  the  coun- 
try is  rescued  from  some  frightful  dan- 
ger.” It  is  difficult  now  to  see  what  this 
peril  was  supposed  to  be;  but  we  know 
that  the  charges  of  monarchical  tendency 
made  against  John  Adams  had  been  re- 
newed against  his  son — a renewal  that 
seems  absurd  in  case  of  a man  so  scrupu- 
lously republican  that  he  would  not  use  a 
seal  ring,  and  so  unambitious  that  he  al- 
ways sighed  after  the  quieter  walks  of  lit- 
erature. Equally  absurd  was  the  charge 
of  extravagance  against  a man  who  kept 
the  White  House  in  better  order  than  his 
predecessor  on  less  than  half  the  appropri- 
ation— an  economy  wholly  counterbal- 
anced in  some  minds  by  the  fact  that  he 
had  put  in  a billiard  table.  But  how- 
ever all  this  may  have  been,  the  fact  is 
certain  that  no  President  had  yet  entered 
the  White  House  amid  such  choruses  of 
delight;  nor  did  it  happen  again  until 
Jackson’s  pupil,  Van  Buren,  yielded,  amid 
equal  popular  enthusiam,  to  another  mili- 
tary hero,  Harrison. 

For  the  social  life  of  Washington  the 


President  had  one  advantage  which  was 
altogether  unexpected,  and  seemed  diffi- 
cult of  explanation  by  anything  in  his 
earlier  career.  He  had  at  his  command 
the  most  courteous  and  agreeable  man- 
ners. Even  before  the  election  of  Adams, 
Daniel  Webster  had  written  to  his  bro- 
ther: “General  Jackson’s  manners  are 
better  than  those  of  any  of  the  candi- 
dates. He  is  grave,  mild,  and  reserved. 
My  wife  is  for  him  decidedly.”  And  long 
after,  when  the  President  was  to  pass  in 
review  before  those  who  were  perhaps  his 
most  implacable  opponents,  the  ladies  of 
Boston,  we  have  the  testimony  of  the  late 
Josiah  Quincy,  in  his  Figures  from  the 
Pasty  that  the  personal  bearing  of  this  ob- 
noxious official  was  most  unwillingly  ap- 
proved. Mr.  Quincy  was  detailed  by 
Governor  Lincoln,  on  whose  military 
staff  he  was,  to  attend  President  Jackson 
everywhere  when  visiting  Boston  in  1833; 
and  this  narrator  testifies  that,  with  every 
prejudice  against  Jackson,  he  found  him 
essentially  “a knightly  personage — preju- 
diced, narrow,  mistaken  on  many  points, 
it  might  be,  but  vigorously  a gentleman 
in  his  high  sense  of  honor  and  in  the  nat- 
ural straightforward  courtesies  which  are 
easily  distinguished  from  the  veneer  of 
policy.”  Sitting  erect  on  his  horse,  a thin 
stiff  type  of  military  strength,  he  carried 
with  him  in  the  streets  a bearing  of  such 
dignity  that  staid  old  Bostonians  who  had 
refused  even  to  look  upon  him  from  their 
windows  would  finally  be  coaxed  into 
taking  one  peep,  and  would  then  hurried- 
ly bring  forward  their  little  daughters  to 
wave  their  handkerchiefs.  He  wrought, 
Mr.  Quincy  declares,  “a  mysterious  charm 
upon  old  and  young”;  showed,  although 
in  feeble  health,  a great  consideration  for 
others;  and  was  in  private  a really  agree- 
able companion.  It  appears  from  these 
reminiscences  that  the  President  was  not 
merely  the  cause  of  wit  in  others,  but  now 
and  then  appreciated  it  himself,  and  that 
he  used  to  listen  with  delight  to  the  read- 
ing of  the  “Jack  Downing”  letters,  laugh- 
ing heartily  sometimes,  and  declaring: 
“The  Vice-President  must  have  written 
that.  Depend  upon  it,  Jack  Downing  is 
only  Van  Buren  in  masquerade.”  It  is  a 
curious  fact  that  the  satirist  is  already  the 
better  remembered  of  the  two,  although 
Van  Buren  was  in  his  day  so  powerful  as 
to  preside  over  the  official  patronage  of 
the  nation,  and  to  be  called  the  “Little 
Magician.” 
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But  whatever  personal  attractions  of 
manner  President  Jackson  may  have  had, 
he  threw  away  his  social  leadership  at 
Washington  by  a single  act  of  what  may 
have  been  misapplied  chivalry.  This  act 
was  what  Mr.  Morse  has  tersely  called 
“the  importation  of  Mrs.  Eaton's  visiting 
list  into  the  politics  and  government  of 
the  country.  ” It  was  the  nearest  approach 
yet  made  under  our  masculine  political 
institutions  to  those  eminent  scandals 
which  constitute  the  minor  material  of 
court  historians  in  Europe.  The  hero- 
ine of  the  comedy,  considered  merely 
as  Peggy  O’Neil,  daughter  of  a Wash- 
ington innkeeper — or  as  Mrs.  Timberlake, 
the  wife  of  a naval  purser  who  had  com- 
mitted suicide  because  of  strong  drink — 
might  have  seemed  more  like  a person- 
age out  of  one  of  Fielding’s  novels  than 
as  a feature  in  the  history  of  an  adminis- 
tration; but  when  fate  made  her  Mrs. 
Secretary  Eaton  she  became  one  who 
could  disturb  cabinets  and  annihilate  long 
friendships.  It  was  not  merely  out  of  re- 
gard for  her  personal  wrongs  that  all  this 
took  place,  but  there  was  a long  history 
behind  it.  There  had  been  a little  irreg- 
ularity about  President  Jackson’s  own 
marriage.  He  had  espoused  his  wife  aft- 
er a supposed  divorce  from  a previous 
husband;  and  when  the  divorce  really 
took  place  the  ceremony  had  to  be  repeat- 
ed. Moreover,  as  the  divorce  itself  had 
originally  been  based  on  some  scandal 
about  Jackson,  he  was  left  in  a state  of 
violent  sensitiveness  on  the  whole  matri- 
monial question.  Mrs.  Eaton  had  nothing 
in  the  world  to  do  with  all  this,  but  she 
got  the  benefit  of  it.  The  mere  fact  that 
she  to  whom  the  President  had  good-na- 
turedly nodded  as  Peggy  O’Neil  had  been 
censured  by  his  own  officials,  after  she 
had  become  the  wife  of  one  of  them,  was 
enough  to  enrage  him,  and  he  doubtless 
looked  across  the  fire-place  at  the  excel- 
lent Mrs.  Jackson — a plain,  estimable 
back  woods  woman,  who  sat  smoking  her 
corn-cob  pipe  in  the  opposite  corner — and 
swore  to  himself,  and  very  probably  aloud, 
that  Peggy  O’Neil  should  be  sustained. 

For  once  he  overestimated  his  powers. 
He  had  conquered  Indian  tribes,  and 
checked  the  army  of  Great  Britain,  but 
the  ladies  of  Washington  society  were  too 
much  for  him.  Every  member  of  his  cab- 
inet expressed  the  utmost  approval  of  his 
position,  but  they  said  with  one  accord 
that  those  matters  must  be  left  to  their 


wives.  Mrs.  Donelson,  his  own  niece — 
that  is,  the  wife  of  his  nephew,  and  the 
lady  who  received  company  for  him  at 
the  White  House— would  not  receive  Mrs. 
Eaton,  and  was  sent  back  to  Tennessee. 
Mrs.  Calhoun,  the  wife  of  the  Vice-Presi- 
dent, took  the  same  attitude,  and  ruined 
thereby  her  husband’s  pblitical  prospects, 
Mr.  Calhoun  being  utterly  superseded  in 
the  President’s  good  graces  by  Mr.  Van 
Buren,  who,  being  a widower,  could  pay 
attention  to  the  offending  fair  one  without 
let  or  hinderance.  Through  his  influence 
Baron  Krudener,  the  Russian  Minister, 
and  Mr.  Vaughan,  the  British  Minister, 
both  bachelors,  gave  entertainments  at 
which  “Bellona,”as  the  newspapers  aft- 
erward called  the  lady,  from  her  influence 
in  creating  strife,  was  present.  It  did  no 
good ; every  dance  in  which  she  stood  up 
to  take  part  was,  in  the  words  of  a Wash- 
ington letter-writer,  “instantly  dissolved 
into  its  original  elements,”  and  though  she 
was  placed  at  the  head  of  the  supper  table, 
every  lady  present  ignored  her  very  exist- 
ence. Thus  the  amenities  of  Van  Buren 
were  as  powerless  as  the  anger  of  Jack- 
son;  but  the  astute  Secretary  won  the 
President's  heart,  and  with  it  that  of  his 
whole  immediate  circle  — cabinet  proper 
and  cabinet  improper.  It  was  one  of 
the  things  that  turned  the  scale  between 
Calhoun  and  Van  Buren,  putting  the  New 
York  “magician”  in  line  for  the  Presi- 
dential succession ; and  in  this  way  Peg- 
gy O’Neil  had  an  appreciable  influence  on 
the  political  history  of  the  nation.  It 
was  fortunate  that  she  did  not  also  lead  to 
foreign  embroilments,  for  the  wife  of  the 
Dutch  Minister  once  refused  to  sit  next  to 
her  at  a public  entertainment,  upon  which 
the  President  threatened  to  demand  the 
Minister’s  recall.  All  this  time  Jackson 
himself  remained  utterly  free  from  scan- 
dal, nor  did  his  enemies  commonly  charge 
him  with  anything  beyond  ill-timed  quix- 
otism. But  it  shows  how  feminine  influ- 
ence creeps  inside  of  all  political  barriers, 
and  recalls  Charles  Churchill’s  couplet: 

“Women,  who’ve  oft  as  sovereigns  graced  the  land, 
But  never  governed  well  at  second-hand.” 

The  two  acts  with  which  the  adminis- 
tration of  President  Jackson  will  be  long- 
est identified  are  his  dealings  with  South 
Carolina  in  respect  to  nullification,  and 
his  long  warfare  with  the  United  States 
Bank.  The  first  brought  the  New  Eng- 
land States  back  to  him,  and  the  second 


Digitized  by 


Gck  igle 


Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


282 


HARPER’S  NEW  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE. 


took  them  away  again.  He  perhaps  won 
rather  more  applause  than  he  merited  by 
the  one  act,  and  more  condemnation  than 
was  just  for  the  other.  Let  us  first  con- 
sider the  matter  of  nullification.  When 
various  Southern  States — Georgia  at  first, 
not  South  Carolina,  taking  the  lead — had 
quarrelled  with  the  tariff  of  1828,  and 
openly  threatened  to  set  it  aside,  they  evi- 
dently hoped  for  the  co-operation  of  the 
President;  or  at  least  for  that  silent  acqui- 
escence he  had  shown  when  Georgia  had 
been  almost  equally  turbulent  on  the  In- 
dian question,  and  he  would  not  interfere, 
as  his  predecessor  had  done,  to  protect  the 
treaty  rights  of  the  Indian  tribes.  The 
whole  South  was  therefore  startled  when 
he  gave  at  a banquet  on  Jefferson’s  birth- 
day (April  13, 1830)  a toast  that  now  seems 
commonplace — “The  Federal  Union;  it 
must  be  preserved.”  But  this  was  not 
all ; when  the  time  came  he  took  vigor- 
ous, if  not  altogether  consistent,  steps  to 
preserve  it. 

When,  in  November,  1832,  South  Caro- 
lina for  the  first  time  officially  voted  that 
certain  tariff  acts  were  null  and  void  in 
that  State,  the  gauntlet  of  defiance  was 
fairly  thrown  down,  and  Jackson  took  it 
up.  He  sent  General  Scott  to  take  com- 
mand at  Charleston,  with  troops  near  by, 
and  two  gun-boats  at  hand;  he  issued  a 
dignified  proclamation,  written  by  Liv- 
ingston (December  10,  1832),  which  pro- 
nounced the  act  of  South  Carolina  con- 
tradictory to  the  Constitution,  unauthor- 
ized by  it,  and  destructive  of  its  aims.  So 
far,  so  good;  but  unfortunately  the  Pre- 
Bident  had,  the  week  before  (December  4, 
1832),  sent  a tariff  message  to  Congress,  of 
which  John  Quincy  Adams  wrote,  “It 
goes  far  to  dissolve  the  Union  into  its  ori- 
ginal elements,  and  is  in  substance  a com- 
plete surrender  into  the  hands  of  the  nul- 
lifiers  of  South  Carolina.”  Then  came 
Mr.  Clay’s  compromise  tariff  of  1833,  fol- 
lowing in  part  the  line  indicated  by  this 
message,  and  achieving,  as  Mr.  Calhoun 
said,  a victory  for  nullification— leaving 
the  matter  a drawn  game,  at  any  rate. 
The  action  of  Jackson  thus  accompanied 
settled  nothing;  it  was  like  valiantly  or- 
dering a burglar  out  of  your  house  with 
a pistol,  and  adding  the  suggestion  that  he 
will  find  a portion  of  the  family  silver  on 
the  hall  table,  ready  packed  for  his  use,  as 
he  goes  out. 

Nevertheless,  the  burglar  was  gone  for 
the  moment,  and  the  President  had  the 


credit  of  it.  He  had  already  been  re-elect- 
ed by  an  overwhelming  majority  in  No- 
vember, 1832,  receiving  219  electoral  votes, 
and  Clay  49,  while  Floyd  had  the  11  votes 
of  South  Carolina  (which  still  chose  elect- 
ors by  its  Legislature — a practice  now 
abandoned),  and  Wirt  the  7 of  Vermont. 
Van  Buren  was  chosen  Vice-President, 
being  nominated  in  place  of  Calhoun 
by  the  Democratic  National  Convention, 
which  now  for  the  first  time  came  into 
operation.  The  President  was  now  at  his 
high-water  mark  of  popularity — always  a 
dangerous  time  for  a public  man.  His 
vehement  nature  accepted  his  re-election 
as  a proof  that  he  was  right  in  every- 
thing, and  he  grew  more  self-confident 
than  ever.  More  imperiously  than  ever, 
he  ordered  about  friends  and  opponents, 
and  his  friends  repaid  it  by  guiding  his 
affairs,  unconsciously  to  himself.  Mean- 
time he  was  encountering  another  enemy 
of  greater  power,  because  more  silent, 
than  Southern  nullification,  and  he  was 
drifting  on  to  his  final  contest  with  the 
United  States  Bank. 

Sydney  Smith  says  that  every  English- 
man feelshimself  able,  without  instruction, 
to  drive  a pony -chaise,  conduct  a small 
farm,  and  edit  a newspaper.  The  average 
American  assumes,  in  addition  to  all  this, 
that  he  is  competent  to  manage  a bank. 
President  Jackson  claimed  for  himself  in 
this  respect  no  more  than  his  fellows;  the 
difference  was  in  strength  of  will  and  in 
possession  of  power.  A man  so  ignorant 
that  a member  of  his  own  family,  accord- 
ing to  Mr.  Trist,  used  to  say  that  the  Gen- 
eral did  not  believe  the  world  was  round, 
might  easily  convince  himself  that  he 
knew  all  about  banking.  As  lie  had  be- 
sides all  this  very  keen  observation  and 
great  intuitive  judgment  of  character,  he 
was  probably  right  in  his  point  of  attack. 
There  is  little  doubt  that  the  bank  of  the 
United  States,  under  Nicholas  Biddle,  con- 
centrated in  itself  an  enormous  power; 
and  it  spent  in  four  years,  by  confession 
of  its  directors,  $58,000  in  what  they  call- 
ed “self-defense”  against  “politicians.” 
When  on  July  10, 1832,  General  Jackson, 
in  a message  supposed  to  have  been  in- 
spired by  Amos  Kendall,  vetoed  the  bill 
renewing  the  charter  of  the  bank,  he  per- 
formed an  act  of  courage,  taking  counsel 
with  his  instincts.  But  when  in  the  year 
following  he  performed  the  act  known  as 
the  “removal  of  the  deposits,” or,  in  oth- 
er words,  caused  the  public  money  to  be  no 
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longer  deposited  in  the  National  Bank  and 
its  twenty -five  branches,  but  in  a variety 
of  State  banks  instead,  then  he  took  coun- 
sel of  his  ignorance. 

The  act  originally  creating  the  bank 
had,  indeed,  given  the  Secretary  of  the 
Treasury  authority  to  remove  these  depos- 
its at  any  time,  he  afterward  giving  to 
Congress  his  reasons.  The  President  had 
in  vain  urged  Congress  to  order  the  re- 
moval; that  body  declined.  He  had  in 
vain  urged  the  Secretary  of  the  Treasury 
to  remove  them,  and  on  his  refusing,  had 
displaced  the  official  himself.  The  Presi- 
dent at  last  found  a Secretary  of  the  Trea- 
sury (Roger  B.  Taney)  to  order  the  remov- 
al, or  rather  cessation,  of  deposits.  The 
consequence,  immediate  or  remote,  was 
an  immense  galvanizing  into  existence  of 
State  banks,  and  ultimately  a vast  increase 
of  paper  money.  The  Sub-Treasury  sys- 
tem had  not  then  been  thought  of ; there 
was  no  proper  place  of  deposit  for  the 
public  funds ; their  possession  was  a direct 
stimulus  to  speculation  ; and  the  Presi- 
dent's cure  was  worse  than  the  disease. 
All  the  vast  inflation  of  1835  and  1836  and 
the  business  collapse  of  1837  were  due  to 
the  fact  not  merely  that  Andrew  Jackson 
brought  all  his  violent  and  persistent  will 
to  bear  against  the  United  States  Bank,  but 
that  when  he  got  the  power  into  his  own 
hands  he  did  not  know  what  to  do  with  it. 
Not  one  of  his  biographers — hardly  even 
a bigoted  admirer,  so  far  as  I know — now 
claims  that  his  course  in  this  respect  was 
anything  but  a mistake.  “No  monster 
bank,”  says  Professor  W.  G.  Sumner,  “un- 
der the  most  malicious  management,  could 
have  produced  as  much  havoc,  either  po- 
litical or  financial,  as  this  system  produced 
while  it  lasted.”  If  the  bank  was,  as  is 
now  generally  admitted,  a dangerous  in- 
stitution, Jackson  was  in  the  right  to  re- 
sist it;  he  was  right  even  in  disregarding 
the  enormous  flood  of  petitions  that  pour- 
ed in  to  its  support.  But  to  oppose  a dan- 
gerous bank  does  not  necessarily  make 
one  an  expert  in  banking.  The  utmost 
that  can  be  said  in  favor  of  his  action  is 
that  the  calamitous  results  showed  the 
great  power  of  the  institution  he  over- 
threw, and  that  if  he  had  let  it  alone  the 
final  result  might  have  been  as  bad. 

Two  new  States  were  added  to  the  Union 
in  President  Jackson's  time — Arkansas 
(1836)  and  Michigan  (1837).  The  popula- 
tion of  the  United  States  in  1830  had  risen 
to  nearly  thirteen  millions  (12,866,020). 


There  was  no  foreign  war  during  his  ad- 
ministration, although  one  with  France 
was  barely  averted,  and  no  domestic  con- 
test except  the  second  Seminole  war 
against  the  Florida  Indians — a contest  in 
which  these  combatants  held  their  ground 
so  well,  under  the  half-breed  chief  Osceola, 
that  he  himself  was  only  captured  by  the 
violation  of  a flag  of  truce,  and  that  even 
to  this  day,  as  the  Indian  Commissioners 
tell  us,  some  three  hundred  of  the  tribe 
remain  in  Florida.  The  war  being  equal- 
ly carried  on  against  fugitive  slaves  called 
Maroons,  who  had  intermarried  with  the 
Indians,  did  something  to  prepare  the 
public  mind  for  a new  agitation  which 
was  to  remould  American  political  par- 
ties, and  to  modify  the  Constitution  of 
the  nation. 

It  must  be  remembered  that  the  very 
air  began  to  be  filled  in  Jackson’s  time 
with  rumors  of  insurrections  and  uprisings 
in  different  parts  of  the  world.  The 
French  revolution  of  the  Three  Days  had 
roused  all  the  American  people  to  sympa- 
thy, and  called  forth  especial  enthusiasm 
in  such  cities  as  Baltimore,  Richmond, 
and  Charleston.  The  Polish  revolution 
had  excited  universal  interest,  and  John 
Randolph  had  said,  “The  Greeks  are  at 
your  doors.”  All  these  things  were  being 
discussed  at  every  dinner  table,  and  the 
debates  in  Virginia  as  to  the  necessity  of 
restricting  the  growing  intelligence  of  the 
slaves  had  added  to  the  agitation.  In  the 
session  of  1829-30  a bill  had  passed  the 
Virginia  Assembly  by  one  majority,  and 
had  failed  in  the  Senate,  prohibiting  slaves 
from  being  taught  to  read  or  write ; and  the 
next  year  it  had  passed  almost  unanimous- 
ly. There  had  been,  about  the  same  time, 
alarms  of  insurrection  in  North  Carolina, 
so  that  a party  of  slaves  were  attacked  and 
killed  by  the  inhabitants  of  Newbern; 
alarms  in  Maryland,  so  that  fifty  blacks 
had  been  imprisoned  on  the  Eastern  Shore ; 
alarms  in  Louisiana,  so  that  re-enforce- 
ments  of  troops  had  been  ordered  to  Baton 
Rouge;  and  a traveller  had  written  even 
from  Richmond,  Virginia,  on  the  12th  of 
February,  that  there  were  constant  fears 
of  insurrections  and  special  patrols.  Then 
came  the  insurrection  of  Nat  Turner  in 
Virginia — an  uprising  described  minutely 
by  myself  elsewhere;  the  remarkable  in- 
flammatory pamphlet  called  “Walkers 
Appeal,”  by  a Northern  colored  man — a 
piece  of  writing  surpassed  in  lurid  pow- 
er by  nothing  in  the  literature  of  the 
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French  Revolution ; and,  more  potent  than 
either  or  both  of  these,  the  appearance  of 
the  first  number  of  the  Liberator  in  Bos- 
ton. When  Garrison  wrote,  “I  am  in 
earnest,  I will  not  equivocate,  I will  not 
excuse,  I will  not  retreat  a single  inch, 
and  I will  be  heard,”  Andrew  Jackson  for 
once  met  a will  firmer  than  his  own,  be- 
cause more  steadfast,  and  moved  by  a loft- 
ier purpose.  Thenceforth,  for  nearly  half 
a century,  the  history  of  the  nation  was  the 
history  of  the  great  antislavery  contest. 

The  administration  of  Jackson  will 
thus  be  most  remarkable,  after  all,  not  be- 
cause of  any  triumph  of  his  will,  but  be- 
cause of  something  that  arose  in  spite  of 
it— an  agitation  so  far  opposed  to  his 
wishes,  in  fact,  that  he  wished  for  the  pas- 
sage of  a law  excluding  antislavery  publi- 
cations from  the  mails.  It  was  an  agita- 


tion destined  to  draw  new  lines,  establish 
new  standards,  and  create  new  reputa- 
tions; and  it  is  to  be  remembered  that  the 
Democratic  President  did  not  abhor  it 
more,  on  the  one  side,  than  did  his  fiercest 
Federalist  opponents  on  the  other.  The 
Federalist  William  Sullivan,  at  the  close 
of  his  Familiar  Letters  on  Public  Char- 
actersi,  after  exhausting  language  to  depict 
the  outrages  committed  by  President  Jack- 
son,  points  out  as  equally  objectionable 
the  rising  antislavery  movement,  and  pre- 
dicts that,  if  it  has  its  full  course,  ‘ ‘ even 
an  Andrew  Jackson  may  be  a blessing.” 
But  of  the  wholly  new  series  of  events 
which  were  to  date  from  that  agitation 
neither  Sullivan  nor  Jackson  had  so  much 
as  a glimpse.  This  series  of  ^papers  may 
well  close,  for  the  present,  with  the  dawn 
of  that  great  agitation. 


MY  BULL-CALF. 


I AM  an  animal  painter,  and  although  I 
am  not  well  known  to  fame,  I have 
painted  a good  many  pictures,  most  of 
which  may  now  be  seen  on  the  walls  of 
my  studio.  In  justice  to  myself  I must 
say  that  the  critics  of  the  art  exhibitions 
and  those  persons  competent  to  judge 
who  have  visited  my  studio  have  spoken 
in  praise  of  my  pictures,  and  have  given 
me  a good  place  among  the  younger  artists 
of  the  country;  sometimes,  indeed,  they 
have  said  things  about  the  suggested  sen- 
timent of  some  of  my  work  which  I am 
too  modest  here  to  repeat.  But  in  spite 
of  this  commendation,  which  I labor  hard 
to  deserve,  there  has  been  no  great  de- 
mand for  my  paintings. 

A facetious  brother  artist  once  attempt- 
ed to  explain  the  slowness  of  my  sales. 
“You  see,”  said  he,  “that  painting 
changes  the  nature  of  its  subjects.  In 
real  life  animals  frequently  go  off  very 
rapidly,  but  when  they  are  painted  they 
don’t.” 

The  same  gentleman  also  made  a good 
deal  of  fun  of  one  of  my  first  paintings — 
a dead  lion.  This  animal  had  died  in  a 
menagerie  in  the  city,  and  having  heard 
of  his  decease,  I bought  bis  remains  for 
five  dollars,  and  after  dark  I conveyed 
them  to  my  studio  in  a wheelbarrow.  I 
was  quite  young  and  enthusiastic  then, 
and  as  the  animal  had  apparently  died  of 
a consumption,  he  was  not  very  heavy.  I 
worked  day  and  night  at  a life-size  (so  to 


speak)  portrait  of  the  beast,  and  it  was 
agreed  by  all  who  saw  it  that  I succeeded 
very  well.  But  no  one  seemed  inclined 
in  the  slightest  degree  to  buy  the  picture. 
“ What  you  are  waiting  for,”  said  my  fa- 
cetious friend,  “ is  the  visit  of  a live  ass. 
When  he  comes  along  he  will  buy  that 
thing,  and  make  your  fortune.” 

My  latest  work  was  a life-size  picture  of 
a bull-calf.  Some  time  before,  I deter- 
mined to  devote  myself  to  cattle  paint- 
ing, and  had  bought  a cow  for  a model. 
This  I did  because  I found  it  difficult  to 
have  control  over  the  cows  of  other  peo- 
ple. I live  a short  distance  out  of  town, 
and  while  the  farmers  thereabout  were 
very  willing  that  I should  go  into  the 
field  and  sketch  their  cows,  they  would 
not  allow  me  to  pen  one  of  them  up  in  a 
confined  space  where  I could  study  her 
form  and  features  without  following  her, 
easel  and  material  in  hand,  over  a wide 
and  sometimes  marshy  pasture.  My  cow 
proved  a very  valuable  possession.  I 
rented  a small  grassy  field  for  her,  and 
put  up  a cheap  and  comfortable  shed  in 
one  corner  of  it.  I sold  her  milk  to  the 
good  lady  with  whom  I lived,  and  my 
model  cow  paid  all  her  expenses,  attend- 
ance included.  She  was  a gentle  crea- 
ture, and  becoming  accustomed  to  my 
presence,  would  generally  remain  in  one 
position  for  a long  time,  and  when  I 
stirred  her  up  would  readily  assume  some 
other  attitude  of  repose.  I did  not  al- 
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ways  copy  her  exactly.  Sometimes  I 
gave  her  one  color  and  sometimes  anoth- 
er, and  sometimes  several  blended;  atone 
time  I gave  her  horns,  and  at  another 
none ; and  in  this  way  I frequently  made 
a herd  of  her,  scattering  her  over  a ver- 
dant mead.  I did  not  always  even  paint 
her  as  a cow.  With  a different  head  and 
branching  horns,  a longer  neck,  a thinner 
body,  a shorter  tail,  and  longer  legs,  she 
made  an  excellent  stag,  the  life-like  poses 
which  I was  enabled  to  get  giving  the  real 
value  to  the  picture.  Once  I painted  her 
as  a sphinx,  her  body  couched  in  the  con- 
ventional way,  with  claws  at  the  ends  of 
the  legs  instead  of  hoofs,  and  a little  al- 
tered in  contour,  making  an  admirable 
study;  and  fliere  was  an  expression  in 
her  eye,  as  she  meditatively  crunched  a 
cabbage  leaf,  which  made  me  give  it  to 
the  woman’s  head  that  I placed  upon  her. 

44  What  a far-off,  prophetic  look  it  has !” 
said  one  who  stood  before  the  pictui*e  when 
it  was  finished.  41  It  seems  to  gaze  across 
the  sands  of  Egypt,  and  to  see  things  thou- 
sands of  years  ahead.  If  you  could  fix  up 
a little  bit  of  sunset  in  the  distance,  with 
some  red  and  yellow  clouds  in  the  shape 
of  the  flag  of  England,  the  symbolized 
sentiment  would  be  quite  perfect.” 

The  bull-calf  which  afterward  served 
as  ray  model  was  the  son  of  my  cow. 
When  he  was  old  enough  to  go  about  by 
himself  and  eat  hay  and  grass,  I sold  his 
mother  at  a good  profit,  and  retained  him 
as  a model,  and  the  life-size  picture  of  him, 
on  which  I worked  for  a long  time,  was 
my  masterpiece.  When  it  was  nearly  fin- 
ished I brought  it  to  my  studio,  and  there 
day  after  day  I touched  and  retouched  it, 
often  thinking  it  finished,  but  always  find- 
ing, when  I went  home  and  looked  at  my 
calf,  that  there  was  something  of  life  and 
truth  in  the  real  animal  which  I had  not 
given  to  the  picture,  and  which  I after- 
ward strove  to  suggest,  if  not  to  copy. 

I had  a friend  who  occupied  a studio  in 
the  same  building,  and  who  took  a great 
interest  in  the  portrait  of  my  bull-calf. 
The  specialty  of  this  artist  was  quiet  land- 
scape and  flowers,  and  we  had  frequently 
gone  into  the  country  and  sketched  togeth- 
er, the  one  drawing  the  cattle,  and  the  oth- 
er the  field  in  which  they  roved.  One  day 
we  stood  before  my  almost  completed 
work. 

4 4 What  a spirited  and  life-like  air  he 
has!”  remarked  my  companion.  44He 
looks  as  if  he  was  just  about  to  hunch  up 


his  back,  give  a couple  of  awkward  skips, 
and  then  butt  at  us.  I really  feel  like 
shutting  the  door,  when  I come  in,  for  fear 
he  should  jump  down  and  run  away.  You 
are  going  to  brighten  up  the  foreground 
a little,  are  you  not  ?” 

44  Yes,”  I answered ; 44  and  what  it  needs 
is  a modest  cluster  of  daisies  in  this  cor- 
ner. Won’t  you  paint  them  in  for  me? 

You  can  do  it  so  much  better  than  I can !” 

44  No,”  she  answered;  “I  positively  will 
not.  No  one  but  yourself  should  touch 
it.  It  is  your  very  best  work,  and  it 
should  be  all  your  picture.” 

In  the  course  of  my  life  I had  not  had, 
or  at  least  I believed  that  I had  not  had, 
many  of  those  pieces  of  good  fortune  which 
people  call  “opportunities.”  Now  here 
was  one,  and  I determined  to  seize  it. 
“Why  can  it  not  be  our  picture  ?”  I asked. 

She  looked  up  at  me  with  a quick 
glance,  which  seemed  to  say, 44  What!  are 
you  about  to  speak  at  last  ?” 

In  ten  minutes  all  had  been  said,  and 
we  were  engaged  to  be  married. 

Our  studios  were  opposite  each  other, 
separated  by  a wide  hall,  and  it  had  been 
our  custom,  when  one  went  to  luncheon, 
for  the  other  to  sit  with  open  door,  so  that 
visitors  to  the  absent  one  might  be  seen 
and  attended  to.  Emma  generally  lunch- 
ed at  a quiet  restaurant  near  by,  much 
frequented  by  ladies,  and  where  an  occa- 
sional male  visitor  might  be  seen,  and  to 
this  place  I also  went  as  soon  as  she  came 
back.  I knew  her  favorite  little  table  in 
the  corner,  and  I always  tried  to  occupy 
the  place  she  had  just  vacated.  But  to- 
day we  determined  to  lock  our  studio 
doors,  and  lunch  together.  There  was 
really  very  little  reason  to  expect  a vis- 
itor. The  waiter  who  attended  to  our 
wants  was  a quiet  colored  man,  with  white 
hair  and  whiskers,  and  an  expression  of 
kindly  observation  on  his  sable  coun- 
tenance. He  arranged  our  table  with 
much  care,  and  listened  to  our  orders  with 
a deference  I had  not  noticed  before ; but 
perhaps  he  always  waited  thus  on  ladies. 
While  we  were  eating  he  retired  to  a little 
distance,  and  stood  regarding  us  with  an 
interested  but  not  too  intent  attention. 

We  had  so  often  eaten  at  the  same  table, 
but  never  before  at  the  same  time. 

When  we  returned  we  went  first  to  my 
studio,  and  when  we  opened  the  door  the 
bull-calf  seemed  to  smile.  We  both  no- 
ticed it. 

4 4 There  is  something  in  the  way  he  looks 
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at  us,” said  Emma,  “that  reminds  me  of 
our  old  waiter.” 

“Strange,” I replied.  “I  noticed  that 
myself.” 

Again  I urged  her  to  make  the  daisies 
for  me,  but  she  still  refused. 

“No,”  she  said.  “It  is  your  picture, 
and  you  must  not  be  unable  to  say  that 
you  did  it  all  yourself.  And,  besides,  if  I 
were  to  put  in  any  daisies,  your  calf  is  so 
natural  that  he  would  snip  them  off.  I 
will  not  have  my  daisies  snipped  off,  even 
by  that  handsome  creature.” 

She  looked  up,  as  she  said  this,  with  a 
smile  as  bright  and  fresh  as  any  daisy,  and 
I — But  never  mind. 

The  next  day  we  went  again  together  to 
the  restaurant,  and  the  kindly  observation 
deepened  on  the  face  of  the  waiter.  When 
he  had  arranged  with  unusual  nicety  the 
little  table  service,  he  placed  before  Emma 
a wine-glass  containing  a button-hole  bou- 
quet. When  we  were  leaving  he  detain- 
ed me  a moment,  and  said,  in  a low  voice, 

“After  this,  sir,  if  you  would  first  order 
your  beef  for  one  with  two  plates,  and  then 
order  the  lady’s  chicken  and  salad  for  one 
with  two  plates,  you  would  each  have  some 
beef  and  some  chicken.  It  wouldn’t  cost 
any  more,  sir,  and  ’twould  make  more  of 
a menu” 

“ * After  this!’  ” I mentally  repeated,  as 
I gratefully  put  my  hand  in  my  pocket. 
If  that  old  waiter  had  been  an  artist,  what 
a gift  his  powers  of  observation  would 
have  been  to  him ! 

We  agreed  that  we  would  be  married 
in  the  early  autumn,  for  truly  there  was 
little  reason  for  delay.  “It  has  been  so 
many,  many  months,”  I said,  “since  I de- 
clared to  myself  that  I would  never  mar- 
ry any  one  but  you  that  I really  consider 
that  I have  been  engaged  to  you  for  a very 
long  time.” 

“I  may  as  well  admit  that  something 
of  the  same  kind  has  passed  through  my 
mind.  It  is  no  harm  to  tell  you  so  now, 
and  it  will  make  more  of  a menu.” 

If  my  calf  really  cared  to  snip  daisies, 
he  must  have  envied  me  then. 

There  was  no  impediment  to  our  early 
marriage  except  the  fact  that  neither  of 
us  had  any  money. 

“What  you  must  do,”  said  Emma,  “is 
to  finish  your  picture  and  sell  it.  You 
must  stop  looking  at  the  calf  you  have  at 
home.  Of  course  he  is  growing  every 
day,  and  new  beauties  are  coming  out  on 
him  all  the  time.  You  can  not  expect  to 


have  his  picture  keep  pace  with  his  devel- 
opment. After  a while  you  will  have  to 
give  him  horns,  and  make  him  larger.” 

“The  model  is  bigger  now  than  the 
picture,”  I said;  “and  I must  take  your 
advice,  and  stop  looking  at  him.  If  I 
don’t,  his  portrait  will  never  be  done.” 

I would  not  put  any  flowers  in  the  fore- 
ground, for,  if  I did  so,  I was  sure  they 
would  look  as  if  they  had  been  picked  out 
of  a lady’s  bonnet.  After  what  I had  seen 
Emma  do,  I knew  I could  not  paint  dai- 
sies and  buttercups.  I put  in  some  pale 
mullein  leaves,  and  a point  of  rock  which 
caught  the  light,  and  when  this  was  done 
I determined  to  call  the  picture  finished. 

“What  are  you  going  to  ask  for  it?” 
asked  Emma. 

“ I had  thought  of  a thousand  dollars. 
Don’t  you  consider  that  is  a reasonable 
price  ?” 

“ I think  it  is  a very  low  price,”  she  an- 
swered, “considering  the  size  of  the  pic- 
ture and  the  admirable  way  in  which  it  is 
painted.  I imagine  it  is  seldom  that  a 
picture  like  that  is  offered  at  a thousand 
dollars;  but,  as  you  want  to  sell  it  very 
much,  I suppose  it  will  be  well  not  to  ask 
any  more.” 

“ I do  want  very  much  to  sell  it,”  I said, 
giving  her  hand  a squeeze  which  she  un- 
derstood. 

I had  also  made  up  my  mind  in  regard 
to  the  mode  of  disposing  of  the  picture. 
Some  weeks  before,  an  artist  friend  in 
Boston  had  written  to  me  that  a well- 
known  picture-dealer  would  open  in  that 
city  early  in  September  an  art  establish- 
ment particularly  for  the  sale  of  pictures 
on  commission,  and  that  he  would  inaugu- 
rate his  enterprise  with  an  exhibition  of 
paintings,  which  he  wished  to  make  as 
extensive  and  attractive  as  possible. 

“If  you  have  anything  good,  finished 
in  time,”  wrote  my  friend,  “I  think  you 
will  do  well  to  send  it  to  Schemroth.  He 
knows  your  work,  and,  if  I mistake  not, 
bought  one  of  your  pictures  when  he  was 
in  business  in  New  York.  I doubt  if  he 
has  many  animal  subjects,  and  he  wants 
variety.  He  says  he  is  going  to  make  his 
exhibition  one  of  the  art  features  of  the 
season.” 

Emma  agreed  with  me  that  I could  not 
do  better  than  send  my  picture  to  Schem- 
roth. He  was  an  enterprising  man,  and 
would  be  certain  to  do  everything  he 
could  to  attract  attention  to  his  exhibi- 
tion, and  she  felt  sure  that  if  the  art  pub- 
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lie  of  Boston  had  a good  opportunity  of 
seeing  my  picture  it  would  certainly  be 
sold. 

The  painting  was  carefully  packed,  and 
sent  to  Boston,  in  care  of  my  friend  there, 
who  shortly  afterward  wrote  me  that 
Schemroth  liked  it,  and  had  given  it  a 
good  place  in  his  gallery,  which  would 
open  in  a day  or  two.  My  studio  looked 
very  bare  and  empty  after  the  departure 
of  my  spirited  bull-calf,  so  long  my  daily 
companion  ; but  my  mind  was  so  occu- 
pied with  the  consideration  of  the  impor- 
tant event  which  was  to  follow  his  sale 
that  I did  not  miss  him  as  much  as  I 
would  otherwise  have  done.  Emma  and 
I talked  a good  deal  about  the  best  way 
of  beginning  our  married  life,  and  I was 
much  in  favor  of  a trip  to  Europe;  but  in 
regard  to  this  she  did  not  agree  with  me. 

‘ 4 A thousand  dollars, ” she  said, 4 4 would 
not  go  far  for  such  a purpose.  The  steam- 
er tickets  would  cost  us  about  a hundred 
dollars  apiece,  and  that  would  be  four 
hundred  dollars  to  go  and  come  back. 
Then  you  certainly  ought  to  keep  a hun- 
dred dollars  for  your  own  use  before  you 
start,  and  that  would  only  leave  five  hun- 
dred dollars  with  which  to  go  to  Paris 
and  Rome  and  Dresden.  If  we  did  less 
than  that,  it  would  be  hardly  worth  while 
to*  go  at  all.  And  five  hundred  dollars 
would  not  begin  to  be  enough  for  two 
people.” 

I was  obliged  to  admit  that  she  was  cor- 
rect, and  the  European  trip  was  given  up. 

44My  idea  is,”  said  Emma,  “that  we 
ought  to  take  the  money  and  furnish  a 
house  with  it.  That  will  be  a good  prac- 
tical beginning,  and  after  a while,  when 
we  have  painted  a few  more  pictures,  we 
can  go  to  Europe.  You  could  keep  a hun- 
dred dollars  for  your  own  use;  we  could 
put  aside  two  hundred  for  rainy  days  or 
whatever  kind  of  weather  it  may  be  when 
money  is  needed  and  there  is  none  coming 
in,  and  then  with  seven  hundred  dollars 
we  could  buy  enough  furniture  and  other 
tilings  to  begin  housekeeping  in  a small 
way.  By  this  plan,  you  see,  sir,  your 
beautiful  calf  would  give  us  an  excellent 
start  in  life.” 

This  proposition  needed  no  discussion. 
Before  she  had  half  finished  speaking  I 
was  convinced  that  nothing  could  be  more 
sensible  and  delightful,  “We  must  look 
for  a house  immediately,”  I said.  “It 
won't  do  to  put  off  that  part  of  the  busi- 
ness. Wo  should  know  where  we  are  go- 


ing to  live,  so  that  when  we  are  ready  to 
buy  the  furniture  there  need  be  no  delay.” 

Good  fortunes  as  well  as  misfortunes 
sometimes  object  to  coming  singly;  and 
just  at  this  time  I heard  of  something 
which  was  certainly  a piece  of  rare  good 
luck  to  a young  couple  contemplating 
matrimony.  A gentleman  named  Os- 
burn,  who  lived  near  my  country  home, 
with  whom  I had  become  well  acquainted, 
and  to  whom  I had  confided  the  impor- 
tant news  of  my  engagement,  met  me  on 
the  train  a day  or  two  after  Emma  and  I 
had  agreed  upon  the  furniture  project,  and 
told  me  that  if  I intended  to  go  to  house- 
keeping he  thought  he  could  offer  me  a 
desirable  opportunity.  4 4 My  wife  and  I,  ” 
he  said,  4 4 wish  very  much  to  travel  for  a 
year  or  two,  and  the  time  has  now  arrived 
when  we  can  do  it,  if  we  can  dispose  of 
our  household  effects,  and  get  some  one  to 
take  our  house,  on  which  we  have  a lease. 

Now  if  you  are  going  to  marry,  and  care 
for  a place  like  ours,  it  might  be  worth 
your  while  to  consider  the  question  of 
taking  it  and  buying  our  furniture.  We 
will  sell  everything  just  as  it  is,  excepting, 
of  course,  the  books  and  such  small  arti- 
cles as  have  a personal  value,  and  you 
can  walk  right  in  and  begin  housekeeping 
at  once.  Everything  was  new  two  years 
ago,  and  you  know  my  wife  is  a very  care- 
ful housekeeper.  The  house  is  small  and 
very  simply  furnished,  and  I have  no 
doubt  you  would  want  to  add  all  sorts  of 
things,  but  at  first  you  wouldn’t  really 
need  anything  that  you  wouldn’t  find 
there.  We  wish  to  dispose  of  the  whole 
establishment — linen,  china,  silver  (it's 
only  plated,  but  it’s  very  good),  kitchen 
utensils,  garden  tools,  a lot  of  fine  poultry, 
a dog,  a cat— everything,  in  fact,  except- 
ing the  few  articles  I spoke  of.  What  do 
you  say  ?” 

4 4 Say !”  I exclaimed ; 4 4 there  is  nothing 
to  say,  except  that  I should  be  perfectly 
delighted  to  take  the  place  off  your  hands 
if  I could  afford  it;  but  I am  afraid  your 
price  would  be  above  my  means.  I sup- 
pose you  would  want  to  sell  all  or  no- 
thing?” 

44  Oh  yes,”  said  Mr.  Osbum ; 44  it  would 
not  pay  us  to  sell  out  piecemeal,  and  we 
do  not  wish  to  let  the  house  to  any  one 
who  will  not  buy  the  furniture.  If  you 
think  the  proposition  worth  considering, 
my  wife  and  I will  make  an  estimate  of 
what  we  consider  the  effects  worth,  and 
let  you  know.” 
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I told  him  I should  be  very  glad  indeed 
to  know,  and  he  said  I should  hear  from 
him  in  a day  or  two. 

When  I told  Emma  of  this,  and  de- 
scribed to  her  the  Osburns’  house,  with  its 
neat  and  comfortable  furniture,  its  aesthet- 
ic wall-paper,  its  convenient  and  airy 
rooms,  its  well-kept  garden  and  little 
lawn,  its  handsome  bam  and  poultry- 
house,  the  wide  pasture  field  belonging  to 
it,  the  little  patch  of  woodland  at  the  up- 
per end,  the  neatness  and  order  of  every- 
thing about  the  place;  and  all  this  at  a 
very  moderate  rental,  with  a lease  that 
had  several  years  to  run,  she  agreed  with 
me  that  while  it  would  be  perfectly  de- 
lightful to  take  this  ready-made  home  off 
the  Osburns’  hands,  there  was  no  reason 
for  us  to  hope  that  we  should  be  able  to 
do  it.  We  should  have  to  be  content 
with  something  far  less  complete  and  per- 
fect than  this. 

Two  days  after,  I received  a note  from 
Osburn.  “ We  have  carefully  considered 
the  present  value  of  our  possessions,”  he 
said,  “ with  an  especial  view  of  making  it 
an  object  to  you  to  buy  them  as  a whole. 
Everything  is  in  good  order,  but  as  we 
have  had  two  years’  use  of  the  articles,  we 
have  considered  that  fact  in  making  an  es- 
timate of  what  we  think  we  ought  to  re- 
ceive for  them . After  going  over  the  mat- 
ter several  times  we  have  determined  to 
offer  you  the  furniture  and  other  things 
of  which  I spoke  to  you  for  seven  hun- 
dred and  fifty  dollars.” 

“Why,” cried  Emma,  as  she  read  this 
letter  over  my  shoulder  (for  I had  taken  it 
into  her  studio  before  I opened  it),  “that 
is  only  fifty  dollars  more  than  we  had  ap- 
propriated !” 

“But  we  won’t  stop  for  that,”  I ex- 
claimed. 

“Stop !”  she  said,  as  with  sparkling  eyes 
and  glowing  cheeks  she  took  both  my  hands 
in  her  own — regardless  of  the  fact  that  she 
already  held  a brush  heavily  charged  with 
Vandyck  brown — “I  should  think  not.” 

To  work  any  more  then  was  impossible 
for  either  of  us.  That  afternoon  we  shut 
up  both  our  studios,  and  went  out  to  look 
at  the  paradise  which  had  been  offered  us. 
Mr.  Osburn  had  not  yet  come  home,  but 
his  wife  took  great  pleasure  in  making 
Emma  s acquaintance  and  in  showing  us 
over  the  house  and  grounds.  We  found 
everything  better  of  its  kind,  better  adapt- 
ed to  the  place  in  which  it  was,  better  suit- 
ed to  our  every  purpose,  and  altogether 


ever  so  much  more  desirable,  than  we  had 
thought.  I never  saw  Emma  so  enthusi- 
astic. Even  the  picture  of  my  bull-calf 
had  not  moved  her  thus.  If  the  price  had 
not  been  fixed  beforehand,  our  delighted 
satisfaction  would  have  been  very  impoli- 
tic. When  Mr.  Osburn  returned  I told 
him  without  hesitation  that  I would  ac- 
cept his  offer.  I think  that  he  and  his 
wife  were  almost  as  much  pleased  as  we 
were.  They  had  set  their  hearts  on  an 
extended  tour  in  the  South  and  far  West. 
The  lady’s  health  demanded  this,  and  her 
husband  had  found  that  he  could  now  so 
arrange  his  business  as  to  unite  travel  with 
profit;  but  it  would  have  been  impossible, 
as  he  afterward  told  me,  for  him  to  adopt 
this  new  mode  of  life  without  first  dispos- 
ing of  his  furniture  and  household  goods. 
Ready  money,  I fancy,  was  not  abundant 
with  him. 

When  we  took  leave  of  the  Osburns 
four  people  in  very  high  spirits  stood 
shaking  hands  in  the  porch  of  the  pretty 
house  in  which  we  had  decided  to  make 
our  home.  There  was  an  extraordinarily 
good  point  in  this  extraordinary  piece  of 
good  fortune  which  had  befallen  us.  If 
the  Osburns  had  wished  to  settle  the 
business  with  us  at  once  it  would,  of 
course,  have  been  impossible  for  us  to  do 
our  part,  but  it  would  be  at  least  nix 
weeks  before  they  intended  to  give  up 
their  house,  and  in  that  time  we  felt  quite 
sure  that  my  picture  would  be  sold.  But 
although  we  could  take  no  actual  steps 
toward  making  our  arrangements  for 
housekeeping,  there  was  nothing  to  pre- 
vent our  thinking  and  talking  about 
them,  and  planning  what  was  to  be  done; 
and  this  occupied  a great  deal  of  our  time, 
much  to  the  detriment,  I am  sure,  of  our 
daily  work.  We  were  always  finding 
new  good  points  in  the  matter. 

“The  only  things  about  the  Osburn 
house  that  I don’t  like,”  said  Emma,  “are 
the  pictures  and  the  bric-i-brac.  Now 
these  are  the  things  that  they  want  to 
keep,  and  if  we  are  well  off  in  any  way,  it 
is  in  pictures,  and  we  can  just  take  some 
of  the  paintings  we  have  on  hand,  and  a 
lot  of  our  large  engravings,  and  have  them 
framed,  and  with  that  old  armor  and  brass 
and  china  which  you  have  collected,  and 
which  an  animal  painter  doesn’t  want  in 
his  studio  anyway,  we  can  make  our  house 
look  just  lovely.  I have  collected  too, 
and  I have  a good  many  nice  things  in  my 
room  which  you  have  never  seen.” 
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“The  house  is  a good  one  now,”  I ex- 
claimed, “but  it  will  look  like  another 
place  when  you  and  I get  into  it.  And 
there  is  another  thing  that  I have  been 
thinking  about.  Of  course  I’ll  take  my 
calf  over  there  the  first  thing,  and  he  will 
get  a great  deal  better  eating  in  that  mea- 
dow than  he  has  now;  But  he  won’t  be 
the  only  animal  we  will  have.  I intend 
to  have  a little  model  farm;  that  is  to 
say,  a farm  on  which  we  will  keep  models. 
Of  course  we  will  have  a cow,  and  she 
will  not  only  give  us  milk  and  butter, 
but  I can  paint  her.  There  is  a fine  little 
barn  and  stable  on  the  place,  but  Osburn 
says  he  never  thought  he  ought  to  keep  a 
horse,  because  the  house  is  only  five  min- 
utes from  the  station,  and  it  would  be  a 
piece  of  sheer  extravagance  for  him  to 
have  a horse  just  to  drive  about  after  he 
came  home  at  night.  But  it  wouldn’t  be 
extravagant  in  me;  it  would  be  actual 
economy.  I ought  to  paint  horses,  and 
to  do  so  properly  and  economically  I 
should  own  one.  And  so  with  all  sorts 
of  animals.  If  I buy  a fine  dog  or  a 
beautiful  cat,  it  will  actually  be  money  in 
my  pocket.” 

“ That  is  true,”  said  Emma;  “ but  you 
mustn't  bring  any  wild  animals  there  un- 
til they  are  so  dead  that  you  can  wheel 
them  home  in  a wheelbarrow.  It  will  be 
perfectly  delightful  to  have  a horse,  and, 
as  I intend  to  paint  birds  as  well  as  flow- 
ers, I can  begin  on  the  hens  and  little 
chickens  and  the  ducks;  and  the  spar- 
rows and  robins,  if  I can  make  them  tame 
enough  for  me  to  sketch  them.” 

4 4 Yes,  ” I exclaimed,  4 4 and  you  can  paint 
the  wild  flowers  in  your  own  field;  and 
we’ll  raise  splendid  Jacqueminot  roses, 
and  the  hybrid  tea,  and  other  fine  kinds; 
and  we’ll  fix  up  a room  for  them  in  the  win- 
ter, so  that  you  can  always  have  flowers 
for  models  at  whatever  stage  you  want 
them.” 

In  the  weeks  that  followed  we  paid  sev- 
eral visits  to  the  Osbums  by  their  invi- 
tation, during  which  the  husband  ex- 
plained to  me  the  management  of  the 
celery  beds,  and  many  of  his  out -door 
improvements,  while  the  wife  had  some 
long  conversations  with  Emma  about  her 
household  arrangements. 

As  the  time  approached  when  the  Os- 
burns  wished  to  give  up  their  house,  Emma 
and  I became  very  anxious  to  hear  from 
Boston.  I had  written  to  my  friend  there 
explaining  the  situation,  and  he  had  prom- 


ised to  attend  to  the  matter,  and  see  that 
Schemroth  communicated  with  me  as  soon 
as  the  picture  was  sold ; so  there  was  no- 
thing to  do  but  wait.  I frequently  met 
Mr.  Osburn  on  the  train,  and  I began  to 
feel,  as  the  time  passed  on,  that  I ought  to 
be  able  to  say  something  to  him  about 
concluding  our  bargain. 

Of  course  he  must  have  his  prepara- 
tions to  make,  and  he  would  not  wish  to 
delay  them  too  long.  Although  there 
was  no  real  reason  for  it,  as  we  assured 
ourselves  over  and  over,  both  Emma  and 
I began  to  be  very  uneasy,  and  we  some- 
times even  regretted  that  we  had  accepted 
Mr.  Osburn’s  offer.  If  we  had  not  com- 
plicated the  affair  in  this  way  we  could 
have  calmly  waited  until  the  picture  was 
sold,  and  have  then  done  what  seemed  to 
us  best.  There  was  no  probability  that 
we  would  have  met  with  so  good  an  op- 
portunity of  going  to  housekeeping,  but 
we  should  have  been  independent  and 
easy  in  our  minds.  But  now  we  were 
neither.  The  plans  and  prospects  of  oth- 
ers depended  upon  us,  and  our  uneasiness 
and  anxiety  increased  every  day.  I dis- 
liked to  meet  Mr.  Osburn,  and  every  morn- 
ing hoped  that  he  would  not  be  on  the 
train.  Never  did  I await  the  arrival  of 
the  mails  with  more  anxiety  and  impa- 
tience. 

One  day,  as  Emma  and  I were  return- 
ing from  luncheon,  the  janitor  of  the  build- 
ing met  us  at  the  door.  “A  box  came  for 
you,  sir,  by  express,”  he  said.  “ I paid  two 
dollars  and  twenty  cents  on  it.  It  is  up  in 
your  room.” 

I said  nothing,  but  put  my  hand  in  my 
pocket.  I began  to  count  the  money  in 
my  pocket-book,  but  my  hand  shook,  and 
I dropped  a quarter  of  a dollar  on  the 
floor,  which  rolled  off  to  some  distance. 
As  the  janitor  went  to  pick  it  up,  Emma 
approached  me,  and  I noticed  that  she 
was  very  pale. 

“If  you  haven’t  enough,”  she  said,  “I 
have  some  change  with  me.” 

I needed  seventy  cents  to  make  up  the 
sum,  and  Emma  gave  it  to  me.  And  then, 
without  a word,  w*e  went  upstairs.  We  did 
not  hurry,  but  it  was  the  first  time,  I think, 
that  I ever  became  out  of  breath  in  going 
up  those  stairs.  The  moment  we  looked 
at  the  box  we  knew.  The  picture  had 
been  sent  back. 

I gazed  at  it  blankly,  reading  over  and 
over  the  painted  address. 

“ Perhaps  you  had  better  open  it,”  said 
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Emma,  in  a very  low  voice.  “It  may  not 
be—” 

As  quickly  as  I could  I took  off  tlie 
centre  board.  The  bull-calf,  with  a mel- 
ancholy greeting  in  his  eyes,  looked  out 
upon  us.  Then  Emma  sat  down  upon  the 
nearest  chair  and  burst  into  tears,  and  I 
drew  near  to  comfort  her. 

Half  an  hour  later  I had  taken  the  pic- 
ture from  the  box,  which  I carefully 
searched.  “Do  you  know,”  I cried,  a sud- 
den anger  taking  the  place  of  the  deadened 
sensation  of  my  heart,  “that  this  is  an 
outrageous  insult?  He  should  have  writ- 
ten to  me  before  he  sent  it  back ; but  to  re- 
turn it,  without  a word  or  line  of  any 
kind,  is  simply  brutal.” 

I said  a great  deal  more  than  this.  I 
was  very  angry.  I would  write  to  Schem- 
roth,  and  let  him  know  what  I thought  of 
this.  Emma  now  endeavored  to  soothe 
my  passion,  and  urged  me  not  to  do  any- 
thing in  a moment  of  excitement  which 
might  injure  me  in  a business  point  of 
view.  I did  not  promise  forbearance,  but 
suddenly  exclaimed : “And  then  there  is 
Osburn ! He  must  be  told.  It  will  be  a 
hard,  hard  thing  to  do!  They  will  both 
be  terribly  disappointed.  It  will  break 
up  all  their  plans.” 

“I  have  thought  about  the  Osburns,” 
said  Emma,  coming  close  to  me,  and 
putting  her  hands  upon  my  arm,  “and 
I will  tell  you  what  we  will  do.  I will 
go  and  see  Mrs.  Osburn.  That  will  be 
much  better  than  for  you  to  see  her 
husband.  She  will  not  be  angry,  and  I 
can  explain  everything  to  her  so  that  she 
will  understand.” 

“ No,  my  dear,”  said  I;  “ that  will  not 
do.  I shall  not  suffer  you  to  bear  what 
must  be  the  very  heaviest  brunt  of  this 
trouble.  In  a case  like  this  it  is  the  duty 
of  the  man  to  put  himself  forward.  I 
must  go  immediately  and  see  Osburn  at 
his  office  before  he  starts  for  home.” 

“I  wish  you  would  not,” she  said,  ear- 
nestly. “Of  course  the  man  ought  to 
take  the  lead  in  most  things,  but  there 
may  be  times  when  it  will  be  easier  and 
better  for  the  wife  to  go  first.” 

The  moment  she  said  these  words  she 
blushed,  and  I snatched  her  into  my  arms. 
The  wife!  If  those  rich  lovers  of  art  had 
only  known  what  they  might  have  made 
of  this  dear  girl  by  buying  my  picture,  it 
would  never  have  come  back  to  me. 

But  time  was  flying,  and  if  I was  to  see 
Osburn  at  his  office,  I must  hurry.  The 


thing  was  hard  enough  to  do,  as  it  was, 
and  I did  not  feel  that  I could  have  the 
heart  to  tell  the  story  in  the  presence  of 
his  wife. 

“If  he  is  very  much  troubled,”  said 
Emma,  “and  says  anything  to  you  which 
you  do  not  like,  you  will  not  let  him  make 
you  angry,  will  you  ?” 

“Oh  no,” said  I;  “I  am  not  so  unrea- 
sonable as  that.  I have  so  much  pity 
for  him  that  he  may  say  to  me  what  he 
pleases.  I will  bear  it  all.” 

“ I am  very  sorry  for  you,”  said  Emma, 
looking  up  at  me,  “and  I do  wish  you 
would  let  me  see  Mrs,  Osburn.” 

But  I was  firm  in  my  resolution  not 
to  shift  this  very  unpleasant  duty  upon 
Emma,  and  in  a few  minutes  I had  start- 
ed down-town.  When  I reached  Mr.  Os- 
burn's  place  of  business  I found  that  he 
had  gone  home,  although  it  was  several 
hours  earlier  than  his  usual  time  of  leav- 
ing. “He  had  something  he  wanted  to 
attend  to  at  his  house,”  said  one  of  the 
clerks. 

This  was  a great  disappointment  to  me, 
for  now  I would  be  obliged  to  go  to  see 
him  that  evening,  and  most  probably  to 
tell  him  the  bad  news  in  the  presence  of 
his  wife.  I did  not  fully  appreciate  until 
now  how  much  easier  it  would  have  been 
to  talk  to  him  at  his  desk  in  the  city.  As 
I walked  toward  the  Osburns’  house  just 
after  dark  that  evening  I could  scarcely 
believe  that  I was  going  to  the  place 
which  I had  lately  visited  with  such  de- 
light. Emma  and  I had  fallen  into  the 
way  of  already  considering  the  house  and 
grounds  as  our  own,  and  as  I opened  the 
gate  I remembered  how  we  had  stood 
there  while  I told  her  about  some  im- 
provements I intended  to  make  in  said 
gate,  so  that  the  weight  and  chain  would 
never  fail  to  latch  it.  And  now  it  made 
no  difference  to  me  whether  the  gate 
latched  or  not.  And  the  flower  borders, 
too,  on  each  side  of  the  path ! How  Emma 
had  talked  to  me,  when  we  had  walked 
far  enougli  away,  so  as  to  be  sure  not  to 
hurt  Mrs.  Osburn  s feelings,  of  what  she 
intended  to  do  in  those  borders!  It  all 
seemed  to  me  like  visiting  the  grave  of  a 
home.  But  I walked  steadily  up  to  the 
house.  The  parlor  shutters  were  wide 
open,  and  the  room  was  brightly  lighted, 
so  that  I could  $ee  plainly  what  was  pass- 
ing within.  There  was  an  air  of  disorder 
about  the  pretty  room.  Mr.  Osburn,  in 
his  shirt  sleeves,  was  on  a step-ladder 
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taking  down  a picture  from  the  wall, 
while  his  wife  stood  below  ready  to  re- 
ceive it.  All  the  other  pictures— the  por- 
traits of  their  parents  and  the  chromos 
which  Emma  and  I thought  so  little  of, 
but  which  they  valued  so  highly— had 
been  already  taken  down.  These,  with 
various  little  articles  of  ornament  and 
use,  valuable  to  them  on  account  of  asso- 
ciation with  some  dear  friend  or  some 
dear  time,  were  the  things  which  they  in- 
tended to  reserve;  and  it  was  plain  that 
it  was  to  take  down  and  pack  up  these 
that  Mr.  Osburn  had  come  home  early 
that  day.  It  was  now  only  four  days 
from  the  date  he  had  fixed  for  surrender- 
ing the  house  to  me,  and  he  was  working 
hard  to  have  everything  ready  for  us. 
He  knew  very  well  that  Emma  and  I had 
arranged  that  we  would  be  quietly  mar- 
ried as  soon  as  the  house  should  be  ours, 
and  that  in  this  charming  home,  all  ready 
to  our  hands,  we  would  immediately  be- 
gin our  married  life.  How  earnestly  and 
honestly  they  were  doing  their  part ! 

I do  not  think  I am  a coward,  but  as  I 
stood  and  gazed  at  these  two  I felt  that 
it  would  be  simply  impossible  for  me  to 
walk  into  that  room  and  tell  them  that 
they  might  hang  up  their  pictures  again 
and  unpack  their  bric-a-brac,  and  that  they 
were  not  going  to  take  the  pleasant  jour- 
neys they  had  planned,  until  they  had 
found  some  other  person,  more  able  to  keep 
to  his  word  than  I was,  who  should  take 
their  house  and  buy  their  goods. 

No,  I could  not  do  it.  I would  go  home 
and  write  to  Osburn.  I did  not  feel  that 
this  was  as  manly  a course  as  to  speak  to 
him  face  to  face,  but  I could  not  speak  to 
him  now.  As  I was  about  to  turn  away, 
Osburn  got  down  from  the  ladder,  and 
they  both  looked  around  the  room.  Their 
faces  wore  an  expression  of  pleasant  satis- 
faction at  the  conclusion  of  their  task,  but 
mingled,  I truly  believe,  with  a feeling  of 
regret  that  they  should  leave  to  us  such 
bare  walls.  How  Emma  and  I had  talk- 
ed of  what  we  intended  to  do  with  those 
walls l How  I had  drawn  little  sketches 
of  them,  and  how  we  had  planned  and  ar- 
ranged for  every  space! 

I hurried  home,  wrote  a note,  and  tore  it 
up.  I wrote  another,  but  that  too  did  not 
properly  express  the  situation.  It  was  late, 
and  I could  do  no  more.  I would  write 
in  the  morning,  take  the  letter  into  town 
and  show  it  to  Emma,  and  then  send  it  to 
Osburn  at  the  office. 


The  next  day  Emma  was  in  my  studio 
reading  the  disgraceful  confession  I had 
written,  when  the  janitor  came  in,  and 
handed  me  a letter. 

“It  is  from  Osburn,”  I exclaimed,  glan- 
cing at  the  address,  as  the  man  closed  the 
door  behind  him.  “I  know  his  hand- 
writing. Now  this  is  too  bad.  If  Schem- 
roth  had  only  treated  me  with  decent 
politeness  I could  have  seen  Osburn,  or 
have  written  to  him,  before  he  felt  himself 
obliged  to  remind  me  that  the  time  had 
come  for  me  to  attend  to  my  part  of  the 
contract.” 

u But  you  must  not  allow  yourself  to  be 
so  disturbed,”  said  Emma.  “You  don't 
know  what  he  has  written.” 

“That  is  the  only  thing  he  could  write 
about,”  said  I,  bitterly,  as  I opened  the  let- 
ter. “ It  is  very  humiliating.” 

We  read  the  note  together.  It  was  very 
brief,  and  ran  thus : 

“Dear  Sir, — I have  a customer  who  is 
willing  to  buy  your  picture,  but  he  is  dis- 
satisfied with  the  foreground.  If  you  wTill 
put  in  some  daisies  or  other  field  flowers 
to  brighten  it  up  and  throw  the  animal  a 
little  back,  he  will  take  it.  I can  ask  him 
enough  to  cover  your  price  and  my  com- 
mission. As  I am  sure  you  will  make 
the  alterations,  I will  forward  the  picture 
to  you  immediately. 

“ Yours  truly,  L.  Schemroth.” 

The  letter  was  dated  four  days  pre- 
viously. 

We  looked  at  each  other,  unable  to 
speak.  Our  great  cloud  had  turned  com- 
pletely over,  and  its  lining  dazzled  us. 
We  found  words  very  soon,  but  I will 
not  repeat  them  here.  We  could  have 
fallen  down  and  worshipped  our  painted 
calf. 

“And  now,  my  darling,” I cried,  “will 
you  put  the  daisies  in  our  picture  ?” 

“ Indeed  will  I,”  she  said.  And  away 
she  ran  for  her  paints  and  brushes. 

The  rest  of  that  afternoon  she  steadily 
painted,  while  I sat  beside  her,  watching 
every  touch  of  her  brush. 

“This  daisy,” she  said,  as  she  finished 
the  first  one,  “ is  to  make  you  happy,  and 
the  next  one  will  be  for  myself;  then  I 
will  paint  two  more  for  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Os- 
burn, and  you  must  not  fail  to  go  and  tell 
them  to-night  that  you  will  settle  up  our 
business  in  a very  short  time;  and  I will 
paint  a small  daisy  for  Mr.  Schemroth, 


Digitized  by 


Gck  igle 


Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


292 


HARPER’S  NEW  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE. 


and  if  he  hadn’t  forgotten  to  mail  his  let- 
ter when  it  was  written  I would  have 
made  his  daisy  bigger.” 

The  picture  soon  went  back  to  Boston, 
and  the  original  of  it  now  spends  most  of 
his  time  looking  over  the  fence  of  his  pas- 
ture into  the  pretty  yard  of  the  house 
where  the  Osburns  used  to  live,  and  hop- 
ing that  some  one  will  come  and  give  him 
some  cabbage  leaves.  If  he  could  see  all 
that  there  is  to  be  seen  he  would  see  that 
the  parlor  of  that  house  is  hung  with  the 
spoils  from  the  studios  of  two  artists,  that 
there  is  a room  in  the  second  story,  with  a 
northern  light,  in  which  flowers  grow  on 


canvas  as  beautifully  as  they  grow  in  the 
fields  and  garden,  and  where  a large  pic- 
ture is  steadily  progressing  in  which  he 
figures  as  “The  Coming  Monarch.”  He 
would  also  see,  far  away  on  the  Pacific 
shore,  another  couple  whom  he  has  helped 
to  make  happy;  and  if  he  could  cast  his 
eyes  Bostonward  he  would  see,  every  now 
and  then,  Mr.  Schemrotli  writing  to  me  to 
know  when  I could  send  him  other  ani- 
mal pictures,  and  assuring  me  that  he  can 
find  ready  and  profitable  sale  for  all  that 
I can  paint.  And,  best  of  all,  he  could 
see,  every  day,  Emma  painting  daisies  into 
my  life. 


BEEP. 


FROM  THE  RANGE  TO  THE  SHAMBLES. 


AN  establishment  in  Chicago  which 
combines  the  operations  of  “ship- 
ping” and  of  “canning”  beef  has  a slaugh- 
tering capacity  of  400,000  head  annually. 
When  we  add  to  this  the  requirements  of 
other  similar  although  smaller  concerns, 
and  the  large  number  shipped  eastward  on 
the  hoof,  we  have  a grand  total  of  not  far 
from  2,500,000  head  marketed  in  the  city 
of  Chicago  alone.  To  meet  this  unceas- 
ing and  regular  demand  there  must  be 
an  unfailing  source  of  supply  somewhere 
in  reserve  from  which  an  average  daily 
quota  can  be  expected.  Whence  does  it 
come  ? Let  the  five  great  trunk  lines 
which  have  their  termini  on  the  borders 
of  Lake  Michigan  answer.  Like  the  out- 
stretched fingers  of  a hand,  they  meet  in 
the  central  palm,  Chicago.  All  from  the 
West,  but  from  the  extreme  northern  and 
southern  portions,  Texas  representing  the 
latter,  and  the  utmost  limits  of  Montana 
the  former.  Ten  thousand  miles  of  rail 
at  least  are  occupied  in  the  transit. 

Twenty  years  ago  the  pseudonym  of  a 
“Texas  ranger”  conveyed  to  the  mind  all 
that  was  rough  and  lawless  in  the  unciv- 
ilized border  white  man.  Tall,  raw-boned, 
long-armed,  witli  broad  sombrero  hat,  and 
wild  and  unkempt  locks  and  visage,  he  was 
at  once  the  representative  of  the  State  and 
the  terror  of  the  newrIy  arrived  emigrant 
seeking  a home  in  the  wilderness.  To-day 
some  of  his  characteristics  have  descended 
to  the  native  steer,  and  the  broad-homed, 
lank-sided,  long-legged  bovine  ranger  of 
the  prairies  has  usurped  the  title  and  the 
place  of  his  possibly  more  human  prede- 


cessor. To  each  class  of  these  native  Tex- 
ans are  we  indebted  for  much  of  the  stock 
which  is  now  covering  the  immense  grass- 
producing  regions  of  the  broad  Northwest 
With  the  great  annual  cattle  drives  which 
start  from  the  arid  plains  of  the  Red  Riv- 
er and  the  Pecos  comes  the  wild  cow-boy, 
with  his  six-shooter  on  his  hip  and  his 
leathern  girdle  bristling  with  the  little 
metal  cylinders.  The  cool  breezes  from 
the  snow-clad  peaks  of  “the  Rockies”  tem- 
per somewhat  his  heated  blood,  and  the 
semblance  of  law  and  order  growing  out 
of  the  necessity  for  a better  protection  of 
life  and  property,  which  is  now  pretty 
well  inaugurated  in  the  northern  Territo- 
ries, has  already  had  its  effect  in  modify- 
ing his  reckless  disregard  of  any  restraint 
not  imposed  by  himself. 

Change  of  temperature  and  of  climate 
has  likewise  produced  a'marked  impres- 
sion upon  the  Texas  steer,  after  being  for  a 
few  years  transplanted  to  a more  temper- 
ate zone.  The  nutritious  grasses  of  Wy- 
oming and  Montana,  combined  wTith  the 
fresh  and  vigorous  air,  give  even  to  the 
beef  of  a southern  - bred  bovine  an  im- 
proved flavor  and  quality;  while  the  great 
attention  recently  paid  by  stock-growers 
to  the  introduction  of  the  best-blooded  an- 
imals has  already  been  instrumental  in 
raising  the  grade  of  entire  herds  now 
roaming  over  the  northern  ranges.  No 
beef- producing  Territories  have  a higher 
reputation  than  those  above-named  in  the 
markets  of  the  Lake  City,  and  while  in  the 
Eastern  towns  the  indiscriminate  title  of 
“Chicago  beef”  is  given  to  all  passing 
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through  its  slaughter-houses,  yet  the  ex- 
pert buyer  knows  full  well  from  what 
source  to  seek  for  his  choicest  supplies. 

There  are  many  Eastern  housekeepers 
who  profess  a great  aversion  to  what  they 
are  pleased  to  designate  as  “Western 
beef,1’  not  knowing,  or  perhaps  not  caring 
to  know,  that  the  very  finest  corn-fed  ani- 
mals in  the  world  come  from  the  broad 
and  fertile  prairies  which  have  been  sub- 
dued into  bearing  the  richest  grasses  and 
the  most  abundant  fat-producing  cereals 
in  the  country. 

The  great  reservoir  from  which  has  been 
drawn  the  bulk  of  the  cattle  which  are 
now  becoming  so  abundant  in  all  our 
Western  Territories  is  the  State  of  Texas. 
In  1870  one-seventh  of  the  horned  cattle 
in  the  United  States  was  found  within 
its  borders,  and  it  outnumbered  the  aggre- 
gate of  those  of  all  the  other  States  and 
Territories  west  of  the  Missouri,  California 
and  the  Pacific  coast  included.  This  ra- 
tio was  slightly  changed  by  the  statistics 
of  1880,  the  State  representing  somewhat 
less  than  one-eighth  of  the  whole  num- 
ber, while  it  still  contained  more  than  all 
the  others  mentioned  above.  From  this 
source  of  supply  has  been  drawn  the 
great  bulk  of  the  range  cattle  now  to  be 
found  on  the  public  lands  east  of  the 
Rocky  Mountains — an  industry  which  has 
grown  to  huge  proportions,  and  yet  dating 
back  in  these  States  and  Territories  a few 
years  only.  As  an  evidence  of  this  we 
note  that  in  1870  the  number  given  for 
Montana,  Wyoming,  and  Colorado  was  a 
little  less  than  280,000.  Ten  years  later 
Wyoming  alone  equalled  this,  while  the 
three  together  aggregated  nearly  800,000. 
We  do  not  doubt  that  an  accurate  census 
taken  to-day  would  more  than  double 
these  figures. 

To  Texas,  then,  we  must  still  look  for 
the  supply  from  which  to  draw  recruits 
to  further  develop  the  capabilities  of  the 
northern  ranges.  Like  the  tide  of  immi- 
gration which  is  daily  landing  thousands 
of  foreigners  on  the  shores  of  the  New 
World,  more  than  equalling  the  relative 
birth  increase,  so  the  annual  cattle  drive 
from  Texas  must  yet  be  the  base  of  sup- 
plies for  all  the  country  north. 

Said  one  of  the  “ kings”  who  holds  his 
court  on  the  broad  ranges  of  the  great 
plains  to  a friend  spending  a few  weeks  at 
Little  Rock,  Arkansas,  partly  for  recrea- 
tion, but  more  particularly  to  gather  in- 
formation concerning  the  cattle  business 
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of  the  Southwest:  “ If  you  are  inclined  to 
invest  in  cattle,  and  want  to  move  cau- 
tiously in  an  enterprise  in  which  at  pre- 
sent you  have  no  experience,  buy  steers.” 

On  this  hint  I acted,  and  while  I drop  the 
personal  in  what  I may  have  to  say  in  the 
remainder  of  this  article,  the  facts  as  stated 
are  the  result  of  somewhat  definite  know- 
ledge in  the  premises. 

There  are  several  ways  of  becoming 
interested  in  the  cattle  business  on  a 
northern  range.  One  may  commence  by 
buying  out  a small  herd,  with  the  ranch 
and  primitive  equipments  which  accom- 
pany it,  and  with  this  nucleus  build  up  by 
natural  increase  and  additional  purchases 
from  time  to  time.  To  do  this  the  owner 
must  have  had  some  experience  in  the 
business,  or  have  secured  the  services  of  a 
competent  foreman,  or,  better,  both.  Or, 
again,  one  may  contract  in  Texas  during 
the  winter  for  a given  number  of  one  or 
two  year  old  steers,  to  be  delivered  on  a 
certain  range  in  Wyoming  or  Montana 
the  coming  summer.  Having  previous- 
ly made  an  arrangement  for  their  herd- 
ing for  two  or  more  years,  for  which  he 
pays  annually  one  dollar  per  head,  in- 
cluding all  expenses,  all  he  has  to  do  is 
to  await  their  arrival  about  midsummer, 
see  them  counted  and  branded,  and  then 
turn  them  loose  upon  the  range.  Or, 
thirdly,  he  may  become  a stockholder 
in  one  of  the  organized  gigantic  com- 
panies already  existing,  in  which  case 
he  will  probably  pay  full  value  for  his 
shares,  and  if  the  present  high  prices  of 
beef  cattle  continue,  will  receive  fair  div- 
idends for  his  investment.  In  this  lat- 
ter case  he  may  remain  in  the  business 
ten  years,  and  if  at  the  end  of  that  time 
the  herd  should  fail  to  count  out  one-half 
of  the  original  number,  he  would  no  more 
know  what  had  become  of  them  than  a 
director  of  a broken  bank  would  know 
where  to  look  for  its  missing  capital. 

If  the  second  method  is  adopted,  in  ac- 
cordance with  the  advice  given  above,  we 
will  suppose  a purchase  made  in  Texas, 
say  the  1st  of  February,  of  two  thousand 
steers,  one-half  to  be  yearlings,  and  the 
other  half  two-year-olds,  to  be  delivered 
on  a range  in  Wyoming  the  following 
summer.  These  would  be  well  bought 
at  fifteen  and  eighteen  dollars  a head  re- 
spectively, and  then  only  as  part  of  a larger 
drive  of  perhaps  ten  or  twelve  thousand 
going  through  to  the  same  locality.  About 
one-third  cash  will  be  paid  at  the  signing 
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of  the  contract,  an  equal  amount  when  the 
cattle  are  started  on  the  trail  early  in  April, 
and  the  balance  when  they  are  delivered 
on  the  range.  Of  course  in  a transaction 
of  this  character  responsible  parties  must 
be  dealt  with,  but  most  of  the  larger  herd- 
ers are  “princes”  in  fortune  as  well  as 
“kings”  in  the  business,  and  are  men  of 
honor,  having  a reputation  to  maintain. 

With  the  early  starting  of  the  grass  in 
the  spring  the  cattle  are  on  the  trail.  They 
have  the  road  brand  by  which  the  present 
owner  is  known,  and  are  headed  north- 
ward for  their  new  and  distant  home.  A 
thousand  miles  they  will  travel  before  they 
reach  their  destination,  and  in  the  wind- 
ings of  the  road,  and  in  the  course  which 
many  a wayward  steer  will  take,  no  doubt 
much  more.  If  all  goes  well,  and  no  mis- 
haps occur,  the  end  may  be  reached  in 
three  months’  time,  or  about  the  middle  of 
July.  In  the  hands  of  a careful  foreman 
they  will  come  through  with  but  little  loss 
in  flesh  and  numbers.  . 

The  word  “drive”  is  a misnomer  as  ap- 
plied to  the  trail.  It  is  exactly  this  which 
should  not  be  done.  Cattle  once  gathered, 
and  headed  in  the  direction  of  their  long 
journey,  should  be  allowed  to  “ drift”  rath- 
er than  be  urged.  Walking  as  they  feed, 
they  will  accomplish  their  twelve  or  fifteen 
miles  a day  with  but  little  exertion  to  them- 
selves, and  with  very  much  less  care  and 
anxiety  on  the  part  of  the  herder.  This 
remark  is  especially  applicable  to  the  hand- 
ling of  beef  herds,  and  to  “ through”  Tex- 
ans likewise,  with  the  qualification  that 
there  are  ‘ ‘ drags”  to  every  herd  which  need 
urging  to  keep  them  up  to  the  mark;  and 
it  is  among  these  last  that  the  losses,  if 
any,  occur.  All  excitement  of  the  ani- 
mals is  to  be  avoided,  and  the  dangers  of 
a stampede  are  lessened  in  proportion  as 
the  cattle  are  handled  with  gentleness  and 
discretion.  When  a panic  does  arise,  it  is 
then  that  the  cow-boy  himself  must  be 
equal  to  the  situation,  and  ride  fearlessly 
to  turn  the  flank  of  the  flying  beasts.  No 
fear  of  a charge  of  the  long  horns  must 
then  affect  him,  but  putting  his  “ broncho” 
on  his  mettle,  he  must  ride  hard  and  ride 
long  until  the  column  is  headed  and  the 
herd  once  more  brought  into  line.  A suc- 
cessful stampede  within  a hundred  miles 
of  the  starting-point  may  result  in  the  re- 
turn of  the  animals  to  their  native  heath, 
or,  farther  on,  to  their  being  scattered 
abroad  upon  the  plains,  not  all  to  be  found 
for  weeks,  if  ever. 


There  are  several  distinct  trails  across 
the  plains,  and  the  pathways  are  as  dis- 
tinctly marked  as  a road  could  be,  pressed 
by  the  hoofs  of  thousands  for  years  past. 

The  essentials  of  glass  and  water  are  to 
be  considered  in  a region  none  too  well 
supplied  with  these  requisites,  and  the 
possibilities  of  fencing  and  occupation  in 
districts  which  are  being  rapidly  redeemed 
from  their  original  state.  The  raids  of 
hostile  Indians  no  longer  enter  into  the 
question,  and  the  chances  are  that  the  full 
quota  of  the  winter’s  purchase  will  be  safe- 
ly delivered  on  the  range  within  a few 
days  of  the  expected  time.  If  this  is  not 
later  than  the  first  of  August,  the  new  ar- 
rivals will  have  ample  time  to  become 
wonted  to  their  new  home,  and  to  settle 
down  in  a peaceful  frame  of  mind,  taking 
on  all  the  flesh  possible  before  the  advent 
of  the  wintry  blasts.  The  count  and  the 
branding  over,  the  cattle  are  distributed 
upon  the  range,  and  told  to  shift  for  them- 
selves. If  the  grass  is  well  cured  and 
abundant,  they  will  get  in  fine  condition 
in  three  months’  time,  and  be  well  able  to 
stand  the  severe  cold  to  follow.  If,  on  the 
other  hand,  they  do  not  reach  their  desti- 
nation until  late  in  the  fall,  they  are  quite 
apt  to  be  thin  in  flesh,  and  if  a severe 
winter  comes  on,  much  loss  will  ensue. 
It  is  in  such  cases  that  the  large  percent- 
age of  loss  is  reported  in  the  returns  after  a 
period  of  heavy  storms.  Ten  per  cent.,  or 
even  more,  of  loss  may  have  to  be  charged 
against  a herd  of  “through”  cattle  in  this 
condition,  while  two  per  cent.  wTill  fully 
cover  the  loss  on  a well-located  range  oc- 
cupied by  cattle  which  have  been  on  the 
same  a year  or  more.  As  previously 
stated,  the  expense  of  herding  a “ bunch” 
of  cattle  is  one  dollar  per  head  annually, 
which  includes  all  charges  after  they  are 
turned  loose  upon  the  range  until  they  are 
delivered  as  “ beeves”  at  the  nearest  rail- 
road shipping  point.  If  the  owner  is 
wise,  he  will  not  allow  a hoof  to  be  gath- 
ered until  it  has  been  two  years  wintered. 
The  temptation  is  great,  when  prices  are 
high  and  cattle  are  in  good  demand,  to 
ship  steers  that  have  been  only  one  year 
upon  the  range.  This  is  a mistake,  as 
the  second  year  is  the  one  that  tells  both 
in  the  weight  and  quality  of  the  beef; 
and  as  to  age,  no  steer  reaches  maturity 
until  he  is  four  years  old.  High  rates, 
however,  have  induced  many  shipments 
during  the  past  two  years,  and  the  gath- 
ering of  beeves  has  been  much  closer  than 
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formerly.  Now  for  the  results  of  this 
business,  the  most  simple,  easily  man- 
aged, and  conducted  with  less  chance  of 
loss  than  in  any  department  of  the  cattle 


business: 

Purchase — 

lOOOhead  of  yearling  Texas  steers, 
to  be  delivered  on  a northern 

range,  at  $15  each $15,000 

1000  head  of  two-year-olds,  at  $18 

each  18,000 

$33,000 

Branding  same,  say 250 


Two  years’  herding,  at  $1  each  per 

year  •••• 4,000 

$377250 

At  the  end  of  second  year  sell  750 
head  of  the  older  lot,  which  will 
then  be  four  years  old,  to  be 
delivered  at  the  railroad  ship- 
ping station,  at  $33  per  head.  .$24,750 
1250  will  then  be  left  to  be  herd- 
ed one  year,  at  $1  each 1,250 

$38,500 

At  the  end  of  third  year  sell  the 
balance  of  first  lot,  which  will 
then  be  five  years  old,  viz.,  200 
head  (allowing  five  per  cent,  for 

losses),  at  $36  per  head 7,200 

Also  500  bead  of  the  younger  lot, 
then  four  years  old,  at  $33  . . . 16,500 

$48,450 

Cost  of  herding  the  balance  one 

year $500 

At  the  end  of  fourth  year  sell  re- 
mainder of  herd,  which  will 
then  be  five  years  old ; after  de- 
ducting ten  per  cent,  for  miss- 
ing and  losses,  will  leave  400 
head,  at  $36  per  head. ...... . 14,400 

Add  to  cost  for  taxes  and  inci- 
dentals   850 

Total  product  of  sales $62,850 

Total  cost  and  expenses. . . . $3(J,850 

Profit  at  end  of  four  years — near- 
ly sixty  per  cent. 23,000 

$62,850 

The  drawback  to  investments  of  this 
character  is  the  fact  that  constant  renew- 
als must  be  made  by  purchase,  or  the  busi- 
ness will  soon  run  itself  out.  With  the 
rapid  ad  vance  which  has  taken  place  in  the 
value  of  Texas  cattle  during  the  past  few 
years,  and  the  possible  falling  off  in  the 
price  of  beef,  which  is  already  apparent,  as 
compared  with  the  prices  of  1882,  it  may 
happen  that  the  balance-sheet  for  the  next 
period  may  not  present  as  attractive  an  ar- 
ray of  figures.  It  is  fair  to  state,  however, 
that  much  higher  profits  have  been  real- 
ized during  the  past,  when  purchases  were 
made  fully  forty  per  cent,  below  the  prices 
named  above.  It  is  within  the  writer’s 
knowledge  that  a profit  of  one  hundred  per 


cent,  has  been  realized  within  three  years 
from  the  time  of  the  original  investment. 

The  result  of  the  first  year’s  sale  will  no 
doubt  have  the  effect  of  stimulating  the 
somewhat  timid  operator  into  becoming 
interested  in  a permanent  herd.  He  al- 
ready begins  to  think  that  he  knows  some- 
thing about  cattle,  and  talks  learnedly  to 
those  who  are  still  more  novices  than  him- 
self of  ranges  and  ranches,  corrals  and 
round-ups,  brands  and  branding,  although 
he  has  probably  never  been  within  a thou- 
sand miles  of  either.  It  is  comparatively 
an  easy  and  comfortable  thing  to  sit  in  an 
Eastern  counting-house  and  figure  up  on 
a sheet  of  paper  the  cost  of  a herd,  and  the 
increase  and  profits  after  a five  or  six  years’ 
outlay.  It  is  a very  different  thing  to  ride 
the  range  day  after  day  for  three  or  four 
months,  in  snow  and  rain  and  mud,  or  in 
the  dust  and  heat,  or,  worse  still,  to  face 
the  blizzard  of  an  almost  arctic  winter, 
when  the  thermometer  ranges  20°  to  40° 
below  zero,  and  the  wind  blows  a gale  at 
fifty  miles  an  hour.  That  cattle  live  and 
even  flourish  in  such  a climate,  with  no 
shelter  to  cover  them,  and  with  no  food 
but  the  standing  grass  of  last  summer’s 
growth,  is  one  of  the  mysteries  of  the 
business.  But  the  argument  is  a good 
one  that  where  the  buffalo  has  found  a 
home  and  a living  for  a thousand  years, 
more  or  less,  there  may  cattle  likewise 
profitably  range.  At  any  rate  experience 
lias  proved  it,  and  herds  now  numbering 
hundreds  of  thousands  peacefully  graze 
where  less  than  ten  years  since  wild  In- 
dians hunted  the  buffalo,  or  murdered  the 
white  man  whenever  a convenient  oppor- 
tunity offered. 

As  a matter  of  interest  to  those  who  are 
studying  the  pecuniary  results  set  forth  in 
this  article,  I will  give  the  figures  as  writ- 
ten out  by  an  experienced  cattle  man  in 
one  of  our  Eastern  counting-houses  dur- 
ing the  winter  of  1880-81,  the  object  being 
to  show  what  would  be  the  result  of  an  in- 
vestment of  about  $50,000  at  prices  as  they 
stood  at  that  time. 

1881.  Put  on  the  range  2000  cows,  140  bulls,  and 

1000  one  and  two  year  old  steers;  cost, 

$57,000. 

1882.  Will  brand  250  steer  calves  and  250  heifer 

calves. 

1883.  Will  brand  700  steer  calves  and  700  heifer 

calves. 

1884.  Will  brand  700  steer  calves  and  700  heifer 

calves. 

1885.  Will  brand  800  steer  calves  and  800  heifer 

calves. 
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1886.  Will  brand  1000  steer  calves  and  1000  heifer 

calves. 

1887.  Will  brand  1300  steer  calves  and  1300  heifer 

calves. 

Total  increase,  4750  head  each  of  steers  and  heif- 
ers, the  heifer  calves  of  1882, 1888,  and  1884  raising 
progeny  daring  the  three  following  years. 


Inventory  at  the  end  of  six  years : 


1G50  three,  four,  and  five  year  old  steers, 


average  value  If  30  each $49,500 

800  two  years  old,  at  $22  each. 17,600 

1000  one  year  old,  at  $15  each 16,000 

1300  calves,  at  $10  each 13,000 

2450  cows  and  heifers,  at  $20  each 49,000 

1000  yearling  heifers,  at  $15  each 15,000 

1300  calves  (heifers),  at  $10  each 13,000 

1000  steers  (original  purchase),  at  $30  each  80,000 

2000  cows  (original  purchase) 40,000 

140  bulls 5,600 


$247,700 


Ranch  expenses,  first  two  years . $6,000 
Ranch  expenses,  third  and  fourth 

years 8,000 

Ranch  expenses,  fifth  and  sixth 

years 10,000 

Add  twenty  per  cent,  of  the  gross 
amount  for  losses  during  six 
years 49,540  73,540 


Net  value  of  herd  at  the  end  of  six  years.  .$174,160 


In  explanation  of  the  above  estimate 
and  figures  we  observe  that  the  calf  prod- 
uct from  a given  number  of  cows  on  a 
northern  range  is  estimated  at  seventy  per 
cent.,  varying  somewhat  as  the  winter  and 
spring  may  be  severe  or  mild.  The  ranch 
expenses  may  seem  small,  and  we  think 
they  are  perhaps  rather  understated,  but  it 
must  be  remembered  that  the  outfit  for 
the  business  is  of  the  most  rude  and  prim- 
itive description.  A cow-boy  scorns  a 
tent,  and  will  roll  himself  in  his  blanket 
and  sleep  under  the  open  canopy  of  hea- 
ven, often  during  the  entire  round  of  sea- 
sons. If  timber  can  be  had  within  fifteen 
or  twenty  miles,  a few  hundred  dollars 
will  build  the  necessary  pens  or  “corrals,” 
and  the  “shack”  or  ranch  itself  is  a one- 
story  log  structure  of  two  or  three  rooms, 
seldom  consisting  of  anything  more  than 
an  earth  floor  and  a mud  roof.  Until 
within  the  last  year  horses  have  been  com- 
paratively cheap,  a good  saddle  and  bridle 
often  costing  more  than  the  animal  itself. 
Tin  plates  and  cups,  iron  forks  and  spoons, 
with  a wagon  sheet  for  a table-cloth  and 
the  ground  for  a table,  complete  the  outfit 
for  the  regular  meals.  But  oftentimes 
even  these  are  a luxury,  as  frequently  the 
cow-boy  is  in  the  saddle  twelve  to  fourteen 
hours  on  a stretch,  with  a bite  from  hand 
to  mouth,  caught  at  odd  intervals,  as  his 
only  sustenance. 
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As  the  allowance  of  twenty  per  cent,  on 
the  gross  inventory  for  losses  during  the 
period  of  six  years  is  a large  one — and  few 
Wyoming  or  Montana  men  would  be  will- 
ing to  admit  any  such  discount  in  selling 
or  inventorying  a herd — that  sum  will  eas- 
ily cover  taxes,  and  ahy  increase  in  the 
running  of  the  ranch  not  included  in  the 
estimate  under  that  head.  On  the  other 
hand,  present  values  would  largely  in- 
crease the  prices  set  opposite  the  different 
grades  given  above.  While  some  classes 
have  risen  more  than  others,  we  could 
easily  add  twenty  per  cent,  to  the  gross 
footings  of  the  entire  list,  a corresponding 
increase,  of  course,  being  charged  upon  the 
original  purchase. 

When  this  estimate  and  these  figures 
were  made,  barely  three  years  ago,  an  in- 
vestment of  $50,000  was  considered  a very 
respectable  amount  with  which  to  start  a 
cattle  company.  To-day  the  concentra- 
tion of  smaller  interests,  coupled  with  the 
introduction  of  a large  amount  of  English 
capital,  has  had  the  effect  to  consolidate 
and  build  up  many  large  corporations. 
Firms  representing  a million  of  money 
are  no  longer  rare,  and  some  companies 
are  found  whose  stock  ledger  foots  up 
double  that  sum. 

In  the  statement  already  given  of  the 
herding  of  two  thousand  steers,  the  re- 
turns are  estimated  upon  a sale  to  dealers 
at  the  railroad  shipping  station.  But  it 
often  happens,  and  indeed  it  is  more  usu- 
al, for  the  owner  to  take  his  beeves  direct- 
ly through  to  the  Chicago  stock -yards, 
and  market  them  himself.  If  there  is  a 
profit  to  the  buyer,  there  is  also  one  to 
the  owner,  and  if  he  has  the  time  and  the 
ability,  he  may  as  well  reap  the  same  him- 
self. Supposing  him  to  drive  five  hun- 
dred head,  he  will  require  for  their  trans- 
portation twenty-fpur  cars ; these  the  Un- 
ion or  the  Northern  Pacific  Company  will 
furnish  at  from  one  hundred  to  one  hun- 
dred and  fifty  dollars  per  car,  according 
to  the  distance  travelled.  Stock  pens  for 
feeding  and  watering  are  found  at  con- 
venient intervals  along  the  line  of  the 
roads ; for  the  animals  have  to  be  proper- 
ly cared  for  during  their  long  and  weary 
journey,  and  even  with  the  best  attention 
considerable  shrinkage  is  inevitable.  The 
owner  spends  his  days  and  nights  in  the 
caboose  with  his  rough  assistants,  and  it 
is  questionable  whether  he  is  much  more 
comfortable  than  the  beasts  huddled  into 
the  crowded  cars  ahead  of  him. 


Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


BEEF. 


297 


Cattle  trains  arrive  in  Chicago  early  in 
the  morning.  They  are  unloaded,  the  cat- 
tle are  classified  and  entered  upon  the 
stock-yard  books  in  the  name  of  the  con- 
signee, and  after  they  are  fed  and  watered 
in  their  respective  pens,  are  ready  for  the 
inspection  of  the  buyer.  The  owner  then 
steps  aside,  and  the  commission  man  takes 
his  place.  The  selling  and  the  buying  are 
not  transactions  which  occupy  a great 
deal  of  time.  Both  classes  are  experi- 
enced in  their  business,  which  is  often 
conducted  on  horseback,  the  purchaser 
riding  back  and  forth,  and  looking  over 
the  pens  from  his  favorable  point  of  ob- 
servation. It  is  not  unusual  for  a bar- 
gain to  be  struck,  the  cattle  weighed,  the 
accounts  adjusted,  a check  given  for  the 
amount,  and  all  before  eleven  o’clock  in 
the  morning  of  the  day  of  arrival.  It 
rarely  happens  that  any  considerable 
number  are  carried  over  into  the  next 
day ; the  law  of  supply  and  demand  works 
in  this,  as  in  many  other  classes  of  busi- 
ness, with  great  regularity.  This  remark 
applies  more  particularly  to  the  receipts 
of  the  day;  for  it  is  an  unquestioned  fact 
that,  owing  to  the  immensely  increased 
facilities  for  canning  beef,  and  the  great 
perfection  arrived  at  in  the  matter  of  ship- 
ping dressed  quarters,  the  business  has  as- 
sumed proportions  not  dreamed  of  ten 
years  since,  and  the  general  market  has 
advanced  in  consequence.  Our  “cow- 
man” having  concluded  his  business,  can 
sit  down  quietly  to  a comfortable  dinner 
at  the  Transit  House,  with  his  check  for 
$15  ,000  or  $20,000  in  his  pocket,  make  his 
bank  deposit  afterward,  and  take  tlje  even- 
ing train  back  to  the  ranch,  without  hav- 
ing even  spent  a night  in  the  city. 

Let  us  now  see  what  becomes  of  the 
cattle  as  they  pass  into  the  hands  of  the 
butcher.  This  term  is  also  somewhat  of 
a “misnomer”  when  applied  to  the  pre- 
sent system  of  dressing  beef,  but  we  will 
let  it  stand,  for  the  want  of  a more  intelli- 
gible designation.  There  are  two  distinct 
departments  in  the  large  establishments 
of  the  day,  viz.,  the  “shipping”  and  the 
“canning.”  Into  the  former  come  the 
choice  corn-fed  animals  from  the  great 
cereal  districts  of  what  can  hardly  now 
be  called  the  “far  West,”  as  well  as  the 
best  “grass”  cattle  which  have  had  the 
run  of  the  summer  ranges.  The  latter  re- 
ceives most  of  the  “ through  Texans,”  the 
old  cows,  and  the  “scrubs”  and  “culls” 
from  the  better  lots.  The  process  of 


slaughtering  each  is  substantially  the 
same  up  to  a certain  point,  where  the  in- 
ferior quality  passes  from  the  killing  to 
the  canning  house. 

As  we  come  within  the  gate  we  reach 
first  the  outer  inclosure  or  pen,  where  may 
be  gathered  one  hundred  head  of  choice 
“shippers.”  They  come  in  quietly  and 
without  excitement,  and  in  a few  min- 
utes perhaps  one-third  of  them  are  driv- 
en into  a narrow  alleyway  adjoining  the 
single  pens,  where  each  one  is  in  a few 
minutes  to  meet  his  death.  This  part  of 
the  yard  is  boarded  up  with  heavy  plank 
about  six  or  seven  feet  high,  and  open  at 
the  top,  along  which  we  walk  on  a single 
plank  running  from  end  to  end.  As  an 
animal  is  wanted,  a slide  door  opens,  and 
he  passes  into  the  pen  nearest  him.  Here 
he  stands,  unconscious  of  the  fate  that 
awaits  him,  and  that  his  executioner  is  at 
that  moment  loading  the  fatal  weapon 
above  his  head.  A few  seconds  later  and  a 
mild-looking  man  with  a short  carbine  in 
his  hand  drops  the  muzzle  to  a point  in 
the  centre  of  the  forehead,  just  below  the 
horns,  and  pulls  the  trigger.  The  steer 
falls  without  a struggle  or  a groan,  and  he 
passes  on  to  the  next,  taking  the  life  of 
half  a dozen  in  a couple  of  minutes,  more 
or  less.  The  door  at  the  other  end  of  the 
pen  is  raised,  a hooking  chain  passed 
around  the  neck,  and  the  animal  is  drawn 
out  upon  a broad  platform  about  fourteen 
feet  wide,  at  the  bottom  of  which  runs  a 
shallow  trough  to  catch  the  blood.  Sus- 
pended by  the  hind-feet,  the  sticking-knife 
completes  the  bleeding  process,  and  then 
two  men  step  forward  and  disconnect  the 
head.  Four  follow,  stripping  down  the 
hide,  two  others,  in  the  mean  while,  tak- 
ing off  the  feet.  Sawing  the  breast  and 
haunch  bones  is  the  next  operation,  and 
then  the  carcass  is  hoisted  preparatory  to 
taking  out  the  inwards.  This  accom- 
plished, a number  are  detailed  to  do  the 
trimming,  cleaning,  and  turning  to  ac- 
count every  scrap  and  particle  connected 
with  the  animal,  so  that  nothing  is  wasted, 
down  to  the  horns  and  hoofs.  While 
these  several  operations  are  in  progress 
the  carcass  has  been  moving  along  a dis- 
tance of  some  two  hundred  feet,  being  at- 
tached to  a track  overhead.  The  men  at 
work  maintain  their  relative  positions  as 
one  after  another  of  the  carcasses  come 
before  them,  and  in  the  brief  space  of 
fourteen  minutes  from  the  time  of  the  fa- 
tal shot  the  animal  is  hung  up,  “drawn 
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and  quartered,”  and  then  left  to  cool  in 
the  chill-room  for  forty-eight  hours  pre- 
paratory to  shipping.  ’ Twenty  different 
processes  take  place  in  the  course  of  the 
fourteen  minutes  aforesaid,  and  ninety 
men  are  engaged  in  it.  The  average 
weight  of  this  class  of  cattle,  as  brought 
into  the  slaughter-house,  is  1250  pounds, 
and  during  the  summer  season  five  hun- 
dred head  are  killed  daily  in  the  nine 
hours  allotted  to  the  work. 

Perhaps  the  most  satisfactory  part  of 
the  operations  we  have  witnessed  is  the 
scrupulous  cleanliness  observed  through- 
out. The  pure  creamy  fat  and  dark  rich 
red  meat  attest  the  perfection  and  purity 
attained,  which  the  most  expert  stall-man 
in  Fulton  Market  can  not  excel.  Next 
comes  the  shipping  of  the  quarters,  and 
here  science  comes  to  the  aid  of  mechan- 
ical skill  with  the  most  perfect  adapta- 
tion of  a means  to  the  end.  It  does  not 
seem  possible  to  improve  the  “refrigera- 
tor” cars  as  now  built  and  used.  We  will 
assist  in  the  loading  of  one,  and  see  how  it 
is  done. 

The  car  stands  alongside  of  the  plat- 
form at  the  extreme  end  of  the  building; 
the  cooled  meat,  hanging  in  rows,  is  in 
the  adjoining  apartment.  Once  more  the 
sides  run  along  upon  a track;  the  fore- 
quarters, partially  severed  from  the  hind, 
are  ready  to  be  cut  loose  as  they  are  car- 
ried into  the  car.  Here  rows  of  hooks  ex- 
tend crosswise  just  below  the  roof.  In 
one  end  are  hung  the  hind-quarters,  and 
in  the  other  the  fore,  suspended  about  a 
foot  from  the  floor;  a sufficient  space  is 
left  underneath,  which  is  utilized  to  the 
full  extent  for  shipping  boxes  of  sausage- 
meat.  The  ice  compartment  is  in  the  for- 
ward end,  and  is  filled  from  above  and 
from  the  outside.  The  sides  of  the  car 
are  double;  a cool  current  of  air  passes 
around  but  not  through  the  apartment 
where  the  meat  is  hung.  With  a proper 
watching  of  the  ice-box,  which  is  filled 
from  time  to  time  during  the  journey,  the 
temperature  will  not  vary  over  four  de- 
grees, and  the  meat,  while  never  allowed 
to  freeze,  is  chilled  to  the  proper  point  for 
preservation.  Shipped  in  this  way,  it  will 
keep  for  weeks,  and  be  improved  by  the 
process.  Perfect  system,  order,  and  scru- 
pulous cleanliness  have  brought  this  mode 
of  transporting  beef  to  perfection,  and  the 
day  is  not  distant  when  the  moving  of 
cattle  long  journeys  by  rail  will  give  place 
to  the  practice  of  dressed  beef  shipping, 


slaughter-houses  springing  up  on  the  line 
of  the  road  a thousand  miles  westward  to 
meet  the  cattle  as  they  come  in  on  the 
trail. 

The  canning  and  packing  department 
is  another  branch  of  the  business  entirely 
distinct  from  that  of  shipping.  Up  to  a 
certain  point  the  process  is  substantially 
the  same,  until  it  comes  to  cutting  up  the 
quarters  into  suitable  pieces  for  these  uses. 
Here  division  of  labor  takes  complete  pos- 
session of  the  work,  and  it  is  carried  to 
the  perfection  of  economy.  A man  will 
stand  by  the  hour  giving  but  a single  turn 
to  his  knife,  which  separates  a joint.  But 
one  portion  of  the  carcass  comes  upon  his 
block.  His  work  is  done  with  unerring 
accuracy,  but  he  does  this,  and  this  only. 

A hundred  others  are  on  the  same  floor 
with  him,  each  doing  what  may  seem  a 
trifling  portion  of  the  work,  but  before  the 
carcass,  which  came  in  on  one  side  in  quar- 
ters, leaves  the  room,  it  is  entirely  bereft 
of  bones,  and  then  wheeled  away  in  small 
pieces  ready  for  the  curing  and  the  can- 
ning. It  is  marvellous  with  what  rapid- 
ity “boned  ox”  can  be  made  ready  for  the 
table.  We  are  not  prepared  to  say  that 
it  will  ever  find  its  way  on  the  menu  of 
a Delmonico  supper  alongside  of  a tur- 
key rival,  nor  can  we  say  that  we  should 
care  to  give  it  a place  on  even  an  ordinary 
bill  of  fare.  We  should  taboo  it,  howev- 
er, only  on  the  ground  that  it  is  made  up 
of  the  inferior  parts  of  poorly  fattened 
animals,  or  of  the  “lean  and  ill-favored 
kine”  of  the  stock-yards. 

While  walking  through  one  of  the  lat- 
ter one  day  in  May  last  we  noticed  a pen 
of  gaunt,  raw-boned  “through  Texans,” 
and  turning  to  our  companion  said, 4 4 What 
are  those  cattle  doing  here?  there  certainly 
can  be  no  market  for  them*”  Much  to 
my  surprise,  he  replied,  “They  will  gooff 
quicker  than  a better  lot;  the  canners  will 
pick  them  up  at  once.”  And  so  it  proved, 
for  they  were  driven  away  before  a splen- 
did pen  of  corn-fed  “ Iowas”  near  by  had 
found  a purchaser.  Aside  from  the  facts 
here  stated,  there  is  nothing  repulsive  or 
objectionable  in  the  matter  of  canned  beef. 

The  average  weight  of  the  class  of  ani- 
mals used  for  “mess”  and  4 4 canning”  is 
950  pounds,  and  800  head  are  daily  dis- 
posed of  in  this  way.  If  necessities  of 
trade  call  for  a large  proportion  of  bar- 
relled beef,  then  the  carcasses  are  mostly 
cut  with  reference  to  this  demand.  In 
this  case  the  division  is  made  into  the  va- 
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rious  pieces  here  named,  many  of  which 
are  familiar  to  household  providers,  viz., 
loins,  ribs,  mess,  plates,  chucks,  rolls, 
rumps,  hams,  shoulders,  tenderloins,  strip- 
loins,  sirloins,  butts,  rump  butts,  strips, 
rounds,  and  canning  beef.  “ Extra  mess” 
is  composed  of  chucks,  plates,  rumps,  and 
flanks,  and  the  time  of  curing  is  twenty- 
four  diays.  All  hams  are  cut  into  three 
pieces,  or  “one  set”;  time  of  curing,  sixty 
days.  Plates  are  cut  into  five  pieces. 
Loins,  ribs,  and  shoulders  are  also  sold  to 
the  city  butchers.  “Prime”  tallow  is 
made  from  the  kidney  and  caul  fat  only, 
while  ‘ 1 regular”  tallow  is  made  from  the 
other  fat,  bones,  and  trimmings.  Glue 
factories  and  fertilizing  establishments 
use  up  the  bones  and  refuse,  and  the  hides 
find  their  way  to  the  tanneries.  Not  a 
scrap  of  the  animal  is  wasted,  or  fails  to 
yield  some  revenue  to  the  buyer. 

To  show  the  immense  nature  of  the  busi- 
ness now  centring  in  Chicago,  and  the 
increase  which  has  taken  place  in  the  last 
ten  years,  we  give  the  statistics  as  fur- 
nished by  the  reports  of  the  Union  Stock- 
yard  and  Transit  Company.  Five  rail- 
roads leading  into  Chicago  brought,  in 
the  year  1883,  1,512,212  head;  the  receipts 
from  all  other  sources  were  366,732— mak- 
ing  a total  of  1,878,944.  The  receipts  for 
the  year  1873  were  761,428;  so  that  the 
business  has  more  than  doubled  itself  dur- 
ing ten  years  past.  The  largest  receipts 
on  any  one  day  during  that  period  was  on 
November  15,  1882,  being  12,076.  The 
largest  for  one  week  was  on  that  ending 
October  20, 1883,  being  52,192,  while  that 
of  the  same  month  gave  217,791.  The 
total  valuation  of  stock  of  all  kinds  re- 
ceived during  the  year  1873  was  $91,321,- 
162,  while  for  1883  it  was  $201,252,772.  A 
record  so  remarkable  of  the  growth  of  a 
single  industry  is  indeed  a marvellous 
one.  But  who  shall  say  what  the  next 
decade  may  bring  forth  ? 

Before  closing  this  article  let  me  give 
a few  words  of  suggestion  and  advice  to 
those  who  wish  to  become  thoroughly 
posted  either  in  the  cattle  business  or  in 
the  empires  over  which  it  is  conducted,  for 
such  they  are  in  extent  and  territory,  if 
not  in  name.  Not  all  the  articles  and 
books  that  have  been  written  will  suffice 
to  convey  a clear  idea  of  the  wonderful 
country  which  extends  for  200  miles  north 
and  south  and  west  of  the  one-hundredth 
meridian  of  longitude.  Personal  inspec- 
tion and  experience  will  alone  satisfy. 


A brief  summary  of  camp  life  on  the 
range  during  the  summers  of  1882  and 
1883  may  be  of  benefit  to  those  who  are  to 
follow,  and  of  some  interest  to  those  who 
remain  at  home.  The  line  of  railroad 
travel  across  the  continent  is  familiar  to 
many;  the  experience  on  the  stage  routes, 
which  extend  for  hundreds  of  miles  far 
away  into  the  interior  of  the  Territories,  is 
known  to  but  few.  Before  leaving  home 
you  have,  no  doubt,  taken  some  pains  to 
look  up  your  destination  and  the  means 
of  reaching  the  same,  and  have  possibly 
become  possessed  of  a handbill  which 
gives  the  information  that  a line  of  “four- 
horse  Concord  coaches”  has  been  establish- 
ed, leaving  tri-  weekly,  and  making  the 
distance,  it  may  be,  of  400  miles  in  six 
days,  or  in  half  the  time  in  case  of  night 
travel.  When  speaking  of  a Concord 
coach  one  not  unusually  has  in  view  a 
White  Mountain  outfit,  and  looks  out  on 
leaving  the  train  for  the  familiar  equi- 
page. Vain  delusion  I A low,  two-seated, 
canvas-covered,  mud-stained,  or  alkali- 
dusted  vehicle  stands  near  the  platform, 
under  the  flapping  curtains  of  which  we 
crawl,  if  fortunate  enough  to  have  secured 
a seat  several  days  in  advance;  otherwise 
one  may  have  to  stay  over  two  or  four 
days,  as  the  case  may  be,  waiting  for  the 
same.  And  here  for  a little  practical  ad- 
vice as  to  personal  luggage.  You  may 
have  been  beguiled  on  leaving  home  into 
taking  a trunk,  and  this  may  be  well,  as 
part  of  the  journey  is  to  be  within  the 
limits  of  civilization;  but  leave  it  behind 
at  the  railway  station,  and  in  it  all  linen 
of  every  description,  except  handkerchiefs 
and  a few  towels.  “Boiled  shirts”  are 
not  admissible  on  the  plains,  and  collars 
and  cuffs  are  an  unheard-of  luxury.  Wear 
coarse,  second-hand,  thick  clothing  and 
flannel  shirts.  Put  as  few  necessaries  as 
possible  into  a stout  valise,  not  omitting  a 
small  supply  of  medicines  most  likely  to  be 
needed  when  you  are  fifty  miles  from  the 
nearest  doctor.  Carry  a pair  of  the  best 
and  heaviest  blankets  to  be  had,  a pair  of 
boots,  a rubber  pillow,  and  a “ slicker,” all 
tied  up  with  a cord  into  as  compact  a bun- 
dle as  possible : weight  and  space  are  both 
to  be  considered  when  on  the  stage  or  rid- 
ing the  range. 

I was  told  on  leaving  the  East  that  aft- 
er the  1st  of  June  we  should  have  almost 
cloudless  skies,  with  possibly  now  and  then 
a light  shower.  Whereas  the  facts  are  that 
it  rained  more  or  less  every  day  for  three 


Digitized  by 


Gck  igle 


Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


300 


HARPER’S  NEW  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE. 


weeks,  and  we  were  more  than  once  en- 
camped beside  raging  torrents,  waiting  for 
the  subsidence  of  the  waters.  Therefore 
do  not  be  beguiled  into  leaving  “ slicker,” 
overcoat,  or  boots  behind,  as  when  it  rains 
it  rains  hard,  and  when  it  is  muddy  the 
mud  is  deep  and  tenacious  beyond  expres- 
sion. I had  taken  the  precaution  when 
journeying  through  Wyoming  in  1882  to 
leave  my  gold  watch  at  home,  and  take  a 
cheap  silver  one,  also  to  carry  as  little 
ready  money  as  possible.  No  “road 
agents”  had  been  seen  on  the  line  for  over 
two  years,  and  I had  not  hesitated  to  say, 
in  consequence,  that  one  was  in  much 
more  danger  of  being  robbed  in  the  streets 
of  New  York  than  on  the  plains  of  Wyo- 
ming. This  year,  although  equally  for- 
tunate over  stage  routes  in  Montana,  yet  I 
had  hardly  reached  home  when,  on  the 
same  liue  taken  by  me  from  Helena  to 
Deer  Lodge,  two  cases  of  “holding  up  of 
hands”  occurred  in  the  passes  of  the 
mountains,  and  the  passengers  were  re- 
lieved of  all  their  available  assets.  That 
such  unpleasant  episodes  may  have  still 
more  disagreeable  incidents  was  shown 
by  one  of  our  fellow-travellers  of  last  sea- 
son, who  pointed  to  a scar  on  the  lobe  of 
one  ear  caused  by  a road  agent’s  bullet, 
who  mistook  his  motion  in  pulling  on  a 
boot,  as  the  stage  was  stopped  by  the  rob- 
bers, and  fired  without  delay. 

Strictly  speaking,  there  are  no  roads  on 
the  great  plains.  Certain  well-defined 
trails  there  are,  which  can  not  be  mistaken, 
and  as  there  is  very  little  limit  to  the  area 
of  freedom,  as  soon  as  one  track  becomes 
rough  and  cut  up  by  travel  another  along- 
side takes  its  place.  There  are  places  where 
no  road  in  Central  Park  can  excel  the 
smooth,  hard  surface  of  a track  across  the 
prairie,  while  again  there  are  passes  over 
the  mountains  and  through  deep  cations 
which  would  exhaust  a descriptive  vocab- 
ulary. Bridges  are  an  exceptional  con- 
venience, and  streams  are  forded  with  safe- 
ty or  with  doubtful  results,  as  the  weather 
of  twenty-four  hours  previous  often  de- 
termines. A sudden  shower  in  the  mount- 
ains, or  a day  or  two  of  hot  sun  melting 
the  snows,  will  send  down  a raging  torrent 
with  very  little  warning.  A variation  of 
two  feet  in  a night  is  not  unusual,  and  I 
have  sat  beside  a rapidly  running  stream 
more  than  once,  with  a stick  planted  in 
the  edge  of  the  current,  anxiously  noting 
the  number  of  inches  rise  or  fall,  and  pre- 
dicating jtheroon  the  chances  of  crossing 


during  the  day.  Many  narrow  escapes 
have  been  had  and  some  fatal  accidents 
have  occurred  in  these  wild  streams  of  the 
West.  We  crossed  one  roaring  little  run 
in  Wyoming  six  times  in  as  many  miles, 
the  water  coming  into  the  bottom  of  the 
coach  every  time.  The  sensation  is  not 
a pleasant  one,  when  the  possibility  of  an 
upset  in  the  middle  of  a stream  is  consid- 
ered, especially  in  a current  running  six 
or  eight  miles  an  hour. 

But  it  will  not  do  to  be  too  critical  while 
travelling  through  this  primitive  country. 
It  is  barely  seven  years  since  the  Custer 
massacre,  when  central  Wyoming  and 
Montana  were  given  over  to  roving  bands 
of  red  men.  It  is  none  too  safe  even  now 
from  the  revolvers  of  the  road  agents.  Be 
satisfied,  therefore,  if  your  slumbers  are 
comparatively  safe,  even  if  not  altogether 
undisturbed,  and  take  your  ratious,  which 
are  fair  if  not  luxurious,  seasoned  with  the 
appetite  which  travel  and  the  breezy  air  of 
these  elevated  plains  are  sure  to  give.  You 
may  not  always  have  butter  for  your  bread 
or  milk  for  your  coffee,  notwithstanding 
that  thousands  of  cows  are  roaming  with- 
in a few  miles  of  you.  But  one  gets  used 
to  almost  anything  when  necessity  com- 
pels. 

If  we  are  to  ride  a range  for  a few  weeks 
to  get  some  insight  into  the  cattle  busiuess, 
we  will  join  an  outfit,  and  take  what  ex- 
perience comes  in  our  way.  First  in  im- 
portance is  to  secure  a good  saddle.  Much 
of  our  comfort  and  ability  to  endure  de- 
pends upon  this.  One  day's  ride  upon  an 
ill-fitting,  badly  constructed  saddle  may 
send  a man  into  “ the  hospital” — i.  e.y  the 
camp  wagon — at  the  outset.  This  provided, 
we  will  take  our  choice  of  fifty  horses,  more 
or  less,  belonging  to  the  ranch,  and  th^re 
is  a choice,  although  the  animals  are  plen- 
ty enough.  If  we  should  chance  to  select 
“a  bucker,”  the  probabilities  are  that  we 
will  come  to  grief,  and  bite  the  dust  before 
many  hours  are  past.  An  experienced 
cow-boy  will  keep  his  seat,  and  the  animal 
soon  knows  that  he  has  found  his  master. 
But  he  also  is  quite  well  aware  when  a 
“ tenderfoot”  bestrides  him,  and  he  will 
carry  him  as  far  as  “his  own  sweet  will” 
inclines  him,  and  no  farther. 

The  Texas  ponies  are  small,  tough,  and 
unkempt  in  appearance.  Seldom  groom- 
ed, shod,  or  stabled,  they  run  loose  until 
wanted  for  the  saddle  or  the  harness,  when 
they  are  driven  in  from  the  range  to  the 
pen.  Picking  up  their  own  living  on  grass 
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only,  they  can  not  stand  the  hard  work  of 
grain -fed  animals;  consequently  two  or 
three  sets  must  be  provided.  Each  is  rid- 
den in  turn  until  exhausted,  when  anoth- 
er lot  takes  its  place.  For  this  reason 
at  least  double  the  number  of  horses  in 
daily  use  must  be  kept  on  hand  during  the 
season  of  the  round-ups. 

A couple  of  horses  are  placed  at  our 
command,  and  having  secured  a well-fit- 
ted saddle,  we  are  ready  for  business. 
This  means  riding  twenty,  thirty,  or  forty 
miles  a day,  according  to  circumstances, 
starting  with  the  rising  sun,  perhaps 
reaching  some  ranch  at  noon,  or  giving  a 
rendezvous  for  the  wagon  with  the  com- 
missary stores.  At  night  we  look  out  for 
wood  and  water  as  prime  requisites  for  a 
camping  ground.  These  are  not  so  read- 
ily at  hand  as  may  be  imagined  in  a re- 
gion proverbially  treeless,  and  where  al- 
kali is  the  basis  of  most  of  the  water  de- 
posits. They  are  found,  however,  and  we 
pitch  our  tent,  making  it  secure  by  bank- 
ing against  the  insidious  draughts  in  the 
low  temperature  of  summer  nights  in  this 
elevated  region.  Blankets  are  unrolled, 
and  we  proceed  to  make  our  beds,  having 
previously  spread  a canvas  over  the  damp 
or  dusty  earth,  as  the  case  may  be.  Oth- 
ers are  cutting  wood,  mixing  bread,  frying 
bacon,  or  making  coffee,  as  called  upon  by 
the  chief  cook.  The  welcome  cry,  “To 
supper'/’  soon  brings  hungry  men  to  their 
hams  around  the  improvised  table.  A 
smoke  by  the  camp  fire  concludes  the  day,  , 
and  exhausted  nature  generally  seeks  re- 
pose ere  twilight  has  fairly  faded  from 
the  western  sky.  A cow-boy  seldom  in- 
dulges in  the  luxury  of  a tent,  but  with 
his  saddle  for  a pillow,  and  a soft  hollow 
in  the  ground  for  a cot,  rolls  himself  up 
in  a blanket,  and  takes  the  stars  for  his 
canopy. 

The  limits  of  a range  may  be  twenty- 
five  or  thirty  miles  square,  or  it  may  be 
twice  the  distance  in  one  direction,  as  the 
size  of  the  herd  or  the  different  sections 
occupied  may  determine.  Cattle  turned 
out  in  a region  well  supplied  with  water, 
and  where  hills  and  broken  country  form 
a natural  boundary,  will  not  often  “drift” 
a very  great  distance,  except  in  the  case 
of  prolonged  and  severe  winter  storms. 
When  these  occur,  natural  instinct  seems 
to  come  to  the  aid  of  the  beasts,  and  they 
move  before  the  gale  in  search  of  bare 
ground  and  better  grass.  If  they  find  it, 
all  is  well ; if  not,  the  weak  ones  must 


succumb,  and  losses  take  place  according 
to  the  depth  of  snow  and  the  period  which 
it  remains  upon  the  ground.  Cold  wea- 
ther is  not  so  much  dreaded  by  cattle  men 
as  a deep  fall  of  snow  without  wind. 
Twenty  below  zero  in  the  dry  air  of  the 
plains  does  not  carry  with  it  the  same  in- 
tensity as  a like  temperature  on  our  East- 
ern coast;  and  although  many  calves  are 
seen  with  frozen  ears  and  tails,  attesting 
the  severity  of  the  cold,  yet  they  come 
through  all  right  if  they  are  old  enough 
to  run  by  the  mother’s  side. 

If  an  Eastern  man  wonders,  when  first 
discussing  the  cattle  business,  how  the 
animals  are  ever  found  after  being  turned 
loose  upon  the  limitless  prairies,  it  is  an 
equal  mystery  to  him,  while  riding  the 
ranges,  to  know  on  what  they  manage  to 
subsist.  To  the  unpracticed  eye  a full- 
grown  steer  would  apparently  starve  to 
death  in  a week,  while  the  facts  are  that 
he  is  growing  fatter  every  day,  and  in  a 
moderate  winter  will  even  hold  his  own 
during  the  entire  season.  There  is  no 
such  thing  as  a sod  known  upon  the 
plains,  and  the  general  outlook  is  that  of 
bare  ground  rather  than  of  grass.  Yet 
what  there  is  is  nutritious  beyond  the  com- 
prehension of  one  brought  up  in  a region 
where  rain  and  not  dry  weather  is  sup- 
posed to  be  required  for  the  development 
of  grass. 

I say  this  with  a qualification,  for  early 
rains  are  desirable  to  start  the  growth  in 
the  spring.  After  that,  the  less  moisture 
the  better,  as  the  grass  cures  like  standing 
hay;  and  cattle  do  their  own  foraging 
with  much  better  success  than  an  Eastern 
farmer  can  put  his  hay  under  cover  and 
feed  it  out  to  his  stock  in  the  winter. 

The  limits  of  this  article  will  not  per- 
mit a farther  insight  into  the  details  of  the 
working  of  a range.  Let  him  who  seeks 
to  know  it  better  leave  the  fox-hunters 
of  Newport  to  chase  one  poor  frightened 
Reynard,  whose  hounding  to  death  seems 
to  be  considered  a great  achievement,  and 
come  out  upon  the  breezy  plains  where 
the  buffalo  still  roams,  and  into  the  region 
of  the  big-horn  and  the  elk — game  worth 
the  seeing  and  the  killing;  let  him  camp, 
hunt,  and  fish  under  the  shadow  of  the 
mighty  mountains  which  form  the  back- 
bone of  the  continent,  and  he  will  take  in 
a good  deal  more  stock  of  health,  wealth, 
and  knowledge  than  he  will  get  on  the 
velvety  lawns  of  tennis,  or  riding  the  lit- 
tle circuit  of  the  polo  grounds. 
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“fTIHAR'S  Mis’  Bliss’s  pieces  in  the 

JL  brown  kaliker  bag,  an’  thar’s  Mis’ 
Bennet’s  pieces  in  the  bed-tickin’  bag,” 
said  she,  surveying  the  two  bags  leaning 
against  her  kitchen  wall  complacently. 
“ I’ll  get  a dollar  for  both  of  them  quilts, 
an’  thar’ll  be  two  dollars.  I’ve  got  a dol- 
lar an’  sixty-three  cents  on  hand  now,  an’ 
thar’s  pleuty  of  meal  an’  merlasses,  an’ 
some  salt  fish  an’  pertaters  in  the  house. 
I’ll  get  along  middlin’  well,  I reckon. 
Thar  ain’t  no  call  fer  me  to  worry.  I’ll 
red  up  the  house  a leetle  now,  an’  then  I’ll 
begin  on  Mis’  Bliss’s  pieces.” 

The  house  was  an  infinitesimal  affair, 
containing  only  two  rooms  besides  the  tiny 
lean-to  which  served  as  wood-shed.  It 
stood  far  enough  back  from  the  road  for  a 
pretentious  mansion,  and  there  was  one 
curious  feature  about  it — not  a door  or 
window  was  there  in  front,  only  a blank, 
unbroken  wall.  Strangers  passing  by 
used  to  stare  wonderingly  at  it  sometimes, 
but  it  was  explained  easily  enough.  Old 
Simeon  Patch,  years  ago,  when  the  long- 
ing for  a home  of  his  own  had  grown 
strong  in  his  heart,  and  he  had  only  a few 
hundred  dollars  saved  from  his  hard  earn- 
ings to  invest  in  one,  had  wisely  done  the 
best  he  could  with  what  he  had. 

Not  much  remained  to  spend  on  the 
house  after  the  spacious  lot  was  paid  for, 
so  he  resolved  to  build  as  much  house  as 
he  could  with  his  money,  and  complete  it 
when  better  days  should  come. 

This  tiny  edifice  was  in  reality  simply 
the  L of  a goodly  two  story  house  which 
had  existed  only  in  the  fond  and  faithful 
fancies  of  Simeon  Patch  and  his  wife. 
That  blank  front  wall  was  designed  to  be 
joined  to  the  projected  main  building;  so 
of  course  there  was  no  need  of  doors  or 
windows.  Simeon  Patch  came  of  a hard- 
working, honest  race,  whose  pride  it  had 
been  to  keep  out  of  debt,  and  he  was  a true 
child  of  his  ancestors.  Not  a dollar  would 
he  spend  that  was  not  in  his  hand ; a mort- 
gaged house  was  his  horror.  So  he  paid 
cash  for  every  blade  of  grass  on  his  lot  of 
land,  and  every  nail  in  his  bit  of  a house, 
and  settled  down  patiently  in  it  until  he 
should  grub  together  enough  more  to  buy 
a few  additional  boards  and  shingles,  and 
pay  the  money  down. 

That  time  never  came:  he  died  in  the 
course  of  a few  years,  after  a lingering  ill- 
ness, and  only  had  enough  saved  to  pay 


his  doctor’s  bill  and  funeral  expenses,  and 
leave  his  wife  and  daughter  entirely  with- 
out debt  in  their  little  fragment  of  a house 
on  the  big  sorry  lot  of  land. 

There  they  had  lived,  mother  and  daugh- 
ter, earning  and  saving  in  various  little 
petty  ways,  keeping  their  heads  sturdily 
above -water,  and  holding  the  dreaded 
mortgage  resolutely  off  the  house  for 
many  years.  Then  the  mother  died,  and 
the  daughter,  Martha  Patch,  took  up  the 
little  homely  struggle  alone.  She  was 
over  seventy  now,  a small,  slender  old 
woman,  as  straight  as  a rail,  with  sharp 
black  eyes,  and  a quick  toss  of  her  head 
when  she  spoke.  She  did  odd  housewife- 
ly jobs  for  the  neighbors,  wove  rag  car- 
pets, pieced  bed-quilts,  braided  rugs,  etc., 
and  contrived  to  supply  all  her  simple 
wants. 

This  evening,  after  she  had  finished  put- 
ting her  house  to  rights,  she  fell  to  inves- 
tigating the  contents  of  the  bags  which 
two  of  the  neighbors  had  brought  in  the 
night  before,  with  orders  for  quilts,  much 
to  her  delight. 

“Mis’  Bliss  has  got  proper  hamsome 
pieces,  ” said  she  — 4 4 proper  harnsome ; 
they’ll  make  a good-lookin’  quilt.  Mis’ 
Bennet’s  is  good  too,  but  they  ain’t  quite 
ekal  to  Mis’  Bliss’s.  I reckon  some  of 
’em’s  old.” 

She  began  spreading  some  of  the  larg- 
est, prettiest  pieces  on  her  white-scoured 
table.  “Thar,”  said  she,  gazing  at  one 
admiringly,  4 4 that  jest  takes  my  eye ; them 
leetle  pink  roses  is  pretty,  an’  no  mistake. 
I reckon  that’s  French  caliker.  Thar  s 
some  big  pieces  too.  Lor,  what  bag  did 
I take  ’em  out  on ! It  must  hev  been  Mis’ 
Bliss’s.  I mustn’t  git  ’em  mixed.” 

She  cut  out  some  squares,  and  sat  down 
by  the  window  in  a low  wooden  rocking- 
chair  to  sew.  This  window  did  not  have 
a very  pleasant  outlook.  The  house  was 
situated  so  far  back  from  the  road  that  it 
commanded  only  a rear  view  of  the  ad- 
joining one.  It  was  a great  cross  to  Mar- 
tha Patch.  She  was  one  of  those  women 
who  like  to  see  everything  that  is  going 
on  outside,  and  who  often  have  excuse 
enough  in  the  fact  that  so  little  is  going 
on  with  them. 

44  It’s  a great  divarsion,”  she  used  to  say, 
in  her  snapping  way,  which  was  more  nerv- 
ous than  ill-natured,  bobbing  her  head 
violently  at  the  same  time — 44  a very  great 
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divarsion  to  see  Mr.  Peters’s  cows  goin’  in 
an’  out  of  the  barn  day  arter  day ; an’  that’s 
about  all  I do  see — never  git  a sight  of  the 
folks  goin’  to  meetin’  nor  nothin’.” 

The  lack  of  a front  window  was  a con- 
tinual source  of  grief  to  her. 

“When  the  minister’s  prayin’  for  the 
widders  an’  orphans,  he’d  better  make  men- 
tion of  one  more,”  said  she,  once,  4 4 an’ 
that’s  women  without  front  winders.” 

She  and  her  mother  had  planned  to  save 
money  enough  to  have  one  some  day,  but 
they  had  never  been  able  to  bring  it  about. 
A window  commanding  a view  of  the  street 
and  the  passers-by  would  have  been  a great 
source  of  comfort  to  the  poor  old  woman, 
sitting  and  sewing  as  she  did  day  in  and 
day  out.  As  it  was,  the  few  objects  of  in- 
terest which  did  come  within  her  vision 
she  seized  upon  eagerly,  and  made  much 
of.  There  were  some  children  who,  on 
their  way  from  school,  could  make  a short- 
cut through  her  yard,  and  reach  home 
quicker.  She  watched  for  them  every  day, 
and  if  they  did  not  appear  quite  as  soon 
as  usual  she  would  grow  uneasy,  and  eye 
the  clock,  and  mutter  to  herself,  44 1 won- 
der where  them  Mosely  children  can  be?” 
When  they  came  she  watched  their  prog- 
ress with  sharp  attention,  and  thought 
them  over  for  an  hour  afterward.  Not  a 
bird  which  passed  her  window  escaped  her 
notice.  This  innocent  old  gossip  fed  her 
mind  upon  their  small  domestic  affairs 
in  lieu  of  larger  ones.  To  day  she  often 
paused  between  her  stitches  to  gaze  ab- 
sorbedlv  at  a yellow-bird  vibrating  nerv- 
ously round  the  branches  of  a young  tree 
opposite.  It  was  early  spring,  and  the 
branches  were  all  of  a light  green  foam. 

“That’s  the  same  yaller-bird  I saw  yes- 
terday, I do  b’lieve,”  said  she.  44 1 recken 
he’s  goin’  to  build  a nest  in  that  ellum.” 

Lately  she  had  been  watching  the  prog- 
ress of  the  grass  gradually  springing  up 
all  over  the  yard.  One  spot  where  it  grew 
much  greener  than  elsewhere  her  mind 
dwelt  upon  curiously. 

“I  can’t  make  out,”  she  said  to  a neigh- 
bor, “whether  that  ’ere  spot  is  greener 
than  the  rest  because  the  sun  shines  bright- 
ly thar,  or  because  somethin’s  buried  thar.” 

She  toiled  steadily  on  the  patchwork 
quilts.  At  the  end  of  a fortnight  they  were 
nearly  completed.  She  hurried  on  the  last 
one  one  forenoon  thinkiflg  she  would  car- 
ry them  both  to  their  owners  that  after- 
noon and  get  her  pay.  She  did  not  stop 
for  any  dinner. 


Spreading  them  out  for  one  last  look 
before  rolling  them  up  in  bundles  she 
caught  her  breath  hastily. 

44  What  hev  I done  ?”  said  she.  44  Mas- 
sy sakes  1 I hevn’t  gone  an’  put  Mis’  Bliss’s 
caliker  with  the  leetle  pink  roses  on’t  in 
Mis’  Bennet’s  quilt ! I hev,  jest  as  sure  as 
preachin’ ! What  shell  I do  t” 

The  poor  old  soul  stood  staring  at  the 
quilts  in  pitiful  dismay.  “A  hull  fort- 
nit’s  work,” she  muttered.  “What  shell 
Ido?  Them  pink  roses  is  the  prettiest  cali- 
ker in  the  hull  lot.  Mis’  Bliss  will  be  mad 
if  they  air  in  Mis’  Bennet’s  quilt.  She 
won’t  say  nothin’,  an’  she’ll  pay  me,  but 
she’ll  feel  it  inside,  and  it  won’t  be  doin’ 
the  squar’  thing  by  her.  No;  if  I’m  goin’ 
to  aim  money  I’ll  aim  it.” 

Martha  Patch  gave  her  head  a jerk. 
The  spirit  which  animated  her  father  when 
he  went  to  housekeeping  in  a piece  of  a 
house  without  any  front  window  blazed 
up  within  her.  She  made  herself  a cup 
of  tea,  then  sat  deliberately  down  by  the 
window  to  rip  the  quilts  to  pieces.  It  had 
to  be  done  pretty  thoroughly  on  account 
of  her  admiration  for  the  pink  calico,  and 
the  quantity  of  it — it  figured  in  nearly  ev- 
ery square.  44 1 wish  I hed  a front  winder 
to  set  to  while  I’m  doin’  on’t,”  said  she; 
but  she  patiently  plied  her  scissors  till 
dusk,  only  stopping  for  a short  survey  of 
the  Mosely  children.  After  days  of  steady 
work  the  pieces  were  put  together  again, 
this  time  the  pink  rose  calico  in  Mrs. 
Bliss’s  quilt.  Martha  Patch  rolled  the 
quilts  up  with  a sigh  of  relief,  and  a sense 
of  virtuous  triumph. 

“I’ll  sort  over  the  pieces  that’s  left  in 
the  bags,”  said  she,  “then  I’ll  take  ’em 
over  an’  git  my  pay.  I’m  gittin’  pretty, 
short  of  vittles.” 

She  began  pulling  the  pieces  out  of  the 
bed-ticking  bag,  laying  them  on  her  lap, 
and  smoothing  them  out,  preparatory  to 
doing  them  up  in  a neat  tight  roll  to  take 
home — she  was  very  methodical  about  ev- 
erything she  did.  Suddenly  she  turned 
pale,  and  stared  wildly  at  a tiny  scrap  of 
calico  which  she  had  just  fished  out  of  the 
bag. 

“Massy  sakes!”  she  cried;  4 4 it  ain’t,  is 
it  ?”  She  clutched  Mrs.  Bliss’s  quilt  from 
the  table,  and  laid  the  bit  of  calico  beside 
the  pink  rose  squares. 

“It’s  jest  the  same  thing,” she  groaned, 
“an’  it  came  out  on  Mis’  Bennet’s  bag. 
Dear  me  suz!  dear  me  suz!” 

She  dropped  helplessly  into  her  chair 
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by  the  window,  still  holding  the  quilt  and 
the  tell-tale  scrap  of  calico,  and  gazed  out 
in  a bewildered  sort  of  way.  Her  poor 
old  eyes  looked  dim  and  weak  with  tears. 

“Thar’s  the  Mosely  children  cornin’,” 
she  said — “happy  little  gals,  laughin’  an’ 
hollerin’,  goin’  home  to  their  mother  to 
git  a good  dinner.  Me  a-settin’  here’s  a 
lesson  they  ain’t  lamed  in  their  books 
yit;  hope  to  goodness  they  never  will; 
hope  they  won’t  ever  hev  to  piece  quilts 
fur  a livin’,  without  any  front  winder  to 
set  to.  Thar’s  a dandelion  blown  out  on 
that  green  spot.  Reckon  thar  is  some- 
thin’ buried  thar.  Lordy  massy ! hev  I got 
to  rip  them  two  quilts  to  pieces  agin  an’ 
sew  ’em  over  ?” 

Finally  she  resolved  to  carry  a bit  of 
the  pink  rose  calico  over  to  Mrs.  Bennet’s, 
and  find  out,  without  betraying  the  dilem- 
ma she  was  in,  if  it  was  really  hers. 

Her  poor  old  knees  fairly  shook  under 
her  when  she  entered  Mrs.  Bennet’s  sit- 
ting-room. 

“ Why,  yes,  Miss  Patch,  it’smine,”  said 
Mrs.  Bennet,  in  response  to  her  agitated 
question.  “Hattie  had  a dress  like  it, 
don’t  you  remember  ? There  was  a lot  of 
new  pieces  left,  and  I thought  they  would 
work  into  a quilt  nice.  But,  for  pity’s 
sake,  Martha,  what  is  the  matter  ? You 
look  just  as  white  as  a sheet.  You  ain’t 
sick,  are  you  ?” 

“No,”  said  Martha,  with  a feeble  toss 
of  her  head,  to  keep  up  the  deception; 
“I  ain't  sick,  only  kinder  all  gone  with 
the  warm  weather.  I reckon  I’ll  hev  to 
fix  me  up  some  thorough  wort  tea.  Thor- 
ough wort's  a great  strengthener.”* 

“I  would,”  said  Mrs.  Bennet,  sympa- 
thizingly ; “ and  don’t  you  work  too  hard 
on  that  quilt;  I ain’t  in  a bit  of  a hurry 
for  it.  I sha’n’t  want  it  before  next  win- 
ter anyway.  I only  thought  I’d  like  to 
have  it  pieced  and  ready.” 

“ I reckon  I can’t  get  it  done  afore  an- 
other fortni’t,”said  Martha,  trembling. 

“I  don’t  care  if  you  don’t  get  it  done 
for  the  next  three  months.  Don’t  go  yet, 
Martha;  you  ’ain’t  rested  a minute,  and 
it’s  a pretty  long  walk.  Don't  you  want  a 
bite  of  something  before  you  go  ? Have  a 
piece  of  cake  ? You  look  real  faint.” 

“No,  thanky,”  said  Martha,  and  de- 
parted in  spite  of  all  friendly  entreaties  to 
tarry.  Mrs.  Bennet  watched  her  moving 
slowly  down  the  road,  still  holding  the 
little  pink  calico  rag  in  her  brown  with- 
ered fingers. 


“Martha  Patch  is  failing;  she  ain’t 
near  so  straight  as  she  was,”  remarked 
Mrs.  Bennet.  “ She  looks  real  beut  over 
to-day.” 

The  little  wiry  springiness  was,  indeed, 
gone  from  her  gait  as  she  crept  slowly 
along  the  sweet  country  road,  and  there 
was  a helpless  droop  in  her  thin  narrow 
shoulders.  It  was  a beautiful  spring  day; 
the  fruit  trees  were  all  in  blossom.  There 
were  more  orchards  than  houses  on  the 
way,  and  more  blooming  trees  to  pass 
than  people. 

Martha  looked  up  at  the  white  branch- 
es as  she  passed  under  them.  “ I kin  smell 
the  apple-blows,”  said  she,  “ but  somehow 
the  goodness  is  all  gone  out  on  ’em.  I’d 
jest  as  soon  smell  cabbage.  Oh,  dear  me 
suz,  kin  I ever  do  them  quilts  over  agin  ?” 

When  she  got  home,  however,  she  ral- 
lied a little.  There  was  a nervous  force 
about  this  old  woman  which  was  not  eas- 
ily overcome  even  by  an  accumulation  of 
misfortunes.  She  might  bend  a good  deal, 
but  she  was  almost  sure  to  spring  back 
again.  She  took  off  her  hood  and  shawl, 
and  straightened  herself  up.  “Thar's  no 
use  puttin’  it  off ; it’s  got  to  be  done.  I’ll 
hev  them  quilts  right  ef  it  kills  me!” 

She  tied  on  a purple  calico  apron  and 
sat  down  at  the  window  again,  with  a 
quilt  and  the  scissors.  Out  came  the 
pink  roses.  There  she  sat  through  the 
long  afternoon,  cutting  the  stitches  which 
she  had  so  laboriously  put  in — a little,  de- 
fiaut  old  figure,  its  head,  with  a flat  black 
lace  cap  on  it,  bobbing  up  and  down  in 
time  with  its  hands.  There  were  some 
purple  bows  on  the  cap,  and  they  flutter- 
ed ; quite  a little  wind  blew  in  at  the  win- 
dow. 

The  eight-day  clock  on  the  mantel  tick- 
ed peacefully.  It  was  a queer  old  time- 
piece, which  had  belonged  to  her  grand- 
mother Patch.  A painting  of  a quaint 
female  with  puffed  hair  and  a bunch  of 
roses  adorned  the  front  of  it  under  the 
dial-plate.  It  was  flanked  on  either  side 
by  tall  green  vases. 

There  was  a dull-colored  rag  carpet  of 
Martha's  own  manufacture  on  the  floor 
of  the  room.  Some  wooden  chairs  stood 
around  stiffly;  an  old  yellow  map  of  Mas- 
sachusetts and  a portrait  of  George  Wash- 
ington hung  on,  the  walls.  There  was 
not  a speck  of  dust  anywhere,  nor  any 
disorder.  Neatness  was  one  of  the  chief- 
est  comforts  of  Martha's  life.  Putting 
and  keeping  things  in  order  was  one  of 
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the  interests  which  enlivened  her  dullness 
and  made  the  world  attractive  to  her. 

The  poor  soul  sat  at  the  window,  bend- 
ing over  the  quilt,  till  dusk,  and  she  sat 
there  bending  over  the  quilt  till  dusk 
many  a day  after. 

It  is  a hard  question  to  decide  whether 
there  was  any  real  merit  in  such  finely 
strained  honesty,  or  whether  it  was  mere- 
ly a case  of  morbid  conscientiousness. 
Perhaps  the  old  woman,  inheriting  very 
likely  her  father’s  scruples,  had  had  them 
so  intensified  by  age  and  childishness  that 
they  had  become  a little  off  the  bias  of 
reason. 

Be  that  as  it  may,  she  thought  it  was 
the  right  course  for  her  to  make  the  quilts 
over,  and  thinking  so,  it  was  all  that  she 
could  do.  She  could  never  have  been  sat- 
isfied otherwise.  It  took  her  a consider- 
able time  longer  to  finish  the  quilts  again, 
and  this  time  she  began  to  suffer  from  oth- 
er causes  than  mere  fatigue.  Her  stock 
of  provisions  commenced  to  run  low,  and 
her  money  was  gone.  At  last  she  had 
nothing  but  a few  potatoes  in  the  house 
to  cat.  She  contrived  to  dig  some  dande- 
lion greens  once  or  twice;  these  with  the 
potatoes  were  all  her  diet.  There  was 
really  no  necessity  for  such  a state  of 
things : she  was  surrounded  by  kindly, 
well-to-do  people,  who  would  have  gone 
without  themselves  rather  than  have  let 
her  suffer.  But  she  had  always  been 
very  reticent  about  her  needs,  and  felt 
great  pride  about  accepting  anything 
which  she  did  not  pay  for. 

But  she  struggled  along  until  the  quilts 
were  done,  and  no  one  knew.  She  set  the 
last  stitch  quite  late  one  evening;  then 
she  spread  the  quilts  out  and  surveyed 
them.  “Thar  they  air  now,  all  right,” 
said  she;  “the  pink  roses  is  in  Mis’  Ben- 
net's,  an’  I ’ain’t  cheated  nobody  out  on 
their  caliker,  an’  I’ve  aimed  my  money. 
I’ll  take  ’em  hum  in  the  mornin’,  an’  then 
I’ll  buy  somethin’  to  eat.  I begin  to  feel 
a dreadful  sinkin’  at  my  stummuck.” 

She  locked  up  the  house  carefully — she 
always  felt  a great  responsibility  when 
she  had  people’s  work  on  hand — and  went 
to  bed. 

Next  morning  she  woke  up  so  faint 
and  dizzy  that  she  hardly  knew  herself. 
She  crawled  out  into  the  kitchen,  and 
sank  down  on  the  floor.  She  could  not 
move  another  step. 

“Lor  sakes!”  she  moaned,  “I  reckon 
I’m  ’bout  done  to!” 


The  quilts  lay  near  her  on  the  table; 
she  stared  up  at  them  with  feeble  compla- 
cency. “Ef  I’m  goin’  to  die,  I’m  glad  I 
got  them  quilts  done  right  fust.  Massy, 
how  sinkin’  I do  feel ! I wish  I had  a cup 
of  tea.” 

There  she  lay,  and  the  beautiful  spring 
morning  wore  on.  The  sun  shone  in  at 
the  window,  and  moved  nearer  and  near- 
er, till  finally  she  lay  in  a sunbeam,  a 
poor,  shrivelled,  little  old  woman,  whose 
resolute  spirit  had  nearly  been  her  death, 
in  her  scant  night-gown  and  ruffled  cap, 
a little  shawl  falling  from  her  shoulders. 
She  did  not  feel  ill,  only  absolutely  too 
weak  and  helpless  to  move.  Her  mind 
was  just  as  active  as  ever,  and  her  black 
eyes  peered  sharply  out  of  her  pinched 
face.  She  kept  making  efforts  to  rise,  but 
she  could  not  stir. 

“ Lor  sakes !”  she  snapped  out  at  length, 
“how  long  hev  I got  to  lay  here!  I’m 
mad !” 

She  saw  some  dust  on  the  black  paint 
of  a chair  which  stood  in  the  sun,  and  she 
eyed  that  distressfully. 

“Jest  look  at  that  dust  on  the  runs  of 
that  cheer!”  she  muttered.  “What  if 
anybody  come  ini  I wonder  if  I can’t 
reach  it!” 

The  chair  was  near  her,  and  she  man- 
aged to  stretch  out  her  limp  old  hand 
and  rub  the  dust  off  the  rounds.  Then 
she  let  it  sink  down,  panting. 

“I  wonder  ef  I ain't  goin’  to  die,”  she 
gasped.  “I  wonder  ef  I’m  prepared.  I 
never  took  nothin’  that  shouldn't  belong 
to  me  that  I knows  on.  Oh,  dear  me  suz, 
I wish  somebody  would  come !” 

When  her  strained  ears  did  catch  the 
sound  of  footsteps  outside,  a sudden  re- 
solve sprang  up  in  her  heart. 

“I  won’t  let  on  to  nobody  how  I’ve 
made  them  quilts  over,  an’  how  I hevn’t 
bed  enough  to  eat — I won’t.” 

When  the  door  was  tried  she  called  out 
feebly,  “ Who  is  thar  ?” 

The  voice  of  Mrs.  Peters,  her  next-door 
neighbor,  came  back  in  response:  “It’s 
me.  What’s  the  matter,  Marthy  ?” 

“I’m  kinder  used  up;  don’  know  how 
you’ll  git  in;  I can’t  git  to  the  door  to 
unlock  it  to  save  my  life.” 

“Can’t  I get  in  at  the  window  ?” 

“Mebbe  you  kin.” 

Mrs.  Peters  was  a long-limbed,  spare 
woman,  and  she  got  in  through  the  win- 
dow with  considerable  ease,  it  being  quite 
low  from  the  ground. 
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She  turned  pale  when  she  saw  Martha 
lying  on  the  floor.  “Why,  Marthy,  what 
is  the  matter  ? How  long  have  you  been 
laying  there  ?” 

“Ever  since  I got  up.  I was  kinder 
dizzy,  an’  hed  a dreadful  sinkin’  feelin’. 
It  ain’t  much,  I reckon.  Ef  I could  hev  a 
cup  of  tea  it  would  set  me  right  up.  Thar's 
a spoonful  left  in  the  pantry.  Ef  you 
jist  put  a few  kindlin’s  in  the  stove,  Mis’ 
Peters,  an’  set  in  the  kettle  an’  make  me  a 
cup,  I could  git  up,  I know.  I’ve  got  to 
go  an’  kerry  them  quilts  hum  to  Mis’ 
Bliss  an’  Mis’  Bennet.” 

“I  don’t  believe  but  what  you’ve  got 
all  tired  out  over  the  quilts.  You’ve  been 
working  too  hard.” 

“No,  I ’ain’t,  Mis’  Peters;  it’s  nothin’ 
but  play  piecin’  quilts.  All  I mind  is  not 
havin’  a front  winder  to  set  to  while  I’m 
doin’  on’t.” 

Mrs.  Peters  was  a quiet,  sensible  woman 
of  few  words;  she  insisted  upon  carrying 
Martha  into  the  bedroom  and  putting  her 
comfortably  to  bed.  It  was  easily  done, 
she  was  muscular,  and  the  old  woman  a 
very  light  weight.  Then  she  went  into 
the  pantry.  She  was  beginning  to  sus- 
pect the  state  of  affairs,  and  her  suspicions 
were  strengthened  when  she  saw  the  bare 
shelves.  She  started  the  fire,  put  on  the 
tea-kettle,  and  then  slipped  across  the  yard 
to  her  ov  n house  for  further  re-enforce- 
ments. 

Pretty  soon  Martha  was  drinking  her 
cup  of  tea  and  eating  her  toast  and  a 
dropped  egg.  She  had  taken  the  food 
with  some  reluctance,  half  starved  as  she 
was.  Finally  she  gave  in — the  sight  of 
it  was  too  much  for  her.  “Well,  I will 
borry  it,  Mis’  Peters,”  said  she;  “an’  I’ll 
pay  you  jest  as  soon  as  I kin  git  up.” 

After  she  had  eaten  she  felt  stronger. 
Mrs.  Peters  had  hard  work  to  keep  her 
quiet  till  afternoon;  then  she  would  get 
up  and  carry  the  quilts  home.  The  two 
ladies  were  profuse  in  praises.  Martha, 
proud  and  smiling.  Mi’s.  Bennet  noticed 
the  pink  roses  at  once.  “ How  pretty  that 
calico  did  work  in,”  she  remarked. 

“Yes,”  assented  Martha,  between  an 
inclination  to  chuckle  and  to  cry. 

“Ef  I ain’t  thankful  I did  them  quilts 
over,”  thought  she,  creeping  slowly  home- 
ward, her  hard-earned  two  dollars  knotted 
into  a comer  of  her  handkerchief  for  se- 
curity. 

About  sunset,  Mrs.  Peters  came  in  again. 
“ Marthy,”  she  said,  after  a while,  “Sam 


says  he’s  out  of  work  just  now,  and  he’ll 
cut  through  a front  window  for  you. 
He’s  got  some  old  sash  and  glass  that’s 
been  laying  round  in  the  barn  ever  since 
I can  remember.  It  ’ll  be  a real  charity 
for  you  to  take  it  off  his  hands,  and  he’ll 
like  to  do  it.  Sam’s  as  uneasy  as  a flsh 
out  of  water  when  he  hasn’t  got  any 
work.” 

Martha  eyed  her  suspiciously.  “Thanky ; 
but  I don’t  want  nothin’  done  that  I can’t 
pay  for,”  said  she,  with  a stiff  toss  of  her 
head. 

“It  would  be  pay  enough  just  letting 
Sam  do  it,  Marthy;  but,  if  you  really  feel 
set  about  it,  I’ve  got  some  sheets  that  need 
turning.  You  can  do  them  some  time  this 
summer,  and  that  will  pay  us  for  all  it’s 
worth.” 

The  black  eyes  looked  at  her  sharply. 
“Air  you  sure?” 

“Yes;  it’s  fully  as  much  as  it’s  worth,” 
said  Mrs.  Peters.  “I’m  most  afraid  it’s 
more.  There’s  four  sheets,  and  putting  in 
a window  is  nothing  more  than  putting 
in  a patch — the  old  stuff  ain’t  worth  any- 
thing.” 

When  Martha  fully  realized  that  she 
was  going  to  have  a front  window,  and 
that  her  pride  might  suffer  it  to  be  given 
to  her  and  yet  receive  no  insult,  she  was 
as  delighted  as  a child. 

“Lor  sakes!”  said  she,  “jest  to  think 
that  I shall  have  a front  winder  to  set  to  I 
I wish  mother  could  ha’  lived  to  see  it. 
Mebbe  you  kinder  wonder  at  it,  Mis’  Pe- 
ters—you’ve  allers  hed  front  winders;  but 
you  haven’t  any  idea  what  a great  thing 
it  seems  to  me.  It  kinder  makes  me  feel 
younger.  Thar’s  the  Mosely  children; 
they’re  ’bout  all  I’ve  ever  seen  pass  this 
winder,  Mis’  Peters.  Jest  see  that  green 
spot  out  thar;  it’s  been  greener  than  the 
rest  of  the  yard  all  the  spring,  an’  now 
thar’s  lots  of  dandelions  blowed  out  on  it, 
an’  some  clover.  I b’lieve  the  sun  shines 
more  on  it,  somehow.  Lor  me,  to  think 
I’m  going  to  hev  a front  winder!” 

“Sarah  was  in  this  afternoon,” said  Mrs. 
Peters,  further  (Sarah  was  her  married 
daughter),  “and  she  says  she  wants  some 
braided  rugs  right  away.  She’ll  send  the 
rags  over  by  Willie  to-morrow.” 

“You  don’t  say  so!  Well  I’ll  be  glad 
to  do  it;  an’  thar’s  one  thing  ’bout  it,  Mis’ 
Peters — mebbe  you’ll  think  it  queer  for 
me  to  say  so,  but  I’m  kinder  thankful 
it’s  rugs  she  wants.  I’m  kinder  sick  of 
bed-quilts  somehow.” 
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THE  musical  season  that  closed  in  New 
York  with  May-day  was  the  most  memo- 
rable in  the  annals  of  the  city,  and  was  un- 
equalled in  any  other  city  in  the  world.  The 
chief  singers  of  the  two  great  schools,  that  of 
Germany  and  of  Italy,  were  siuging  in  New 
York  at  the  same  time — Materna  and  Patti  and 
Nilsson  and  Gerstcr  and  Scalchi  and  Winkel- 
mann  and  Campanini  and  Scaria,  and  all  of 
them  admirably  supported.  There  was  the 
usual  enthusiasm  over  the  exquisite  vocaliza- 
tion and  coquetry  of  the  Italian  prime  donne , 
who  warbled  the  old  familiar  music  with  the 
old  familiar  grace  and  skill  and  charm,  and 
the  young  people  of  to-day  renewed  the  spec- 
tacle of  the  youth  of  their  parents,  aud  en- 
joyed with  a freshness  of  delight  a pleasure 
which  was  old  half  a century  ago — old  and 
forever  new  — not  the  pleasure  of  listening 
to  sweet  music  only,  but  that  of  listening  to  it 
with  sympathetic  ears,  and  with  hearts  that 
make  a sweeter  music  with  each  other. 

But  the  great  novelty  and  the  greatest  de- 
light were  the  Wagner  concerts  in  the  new 
Metropolitan  Opera-house.  A magnificent 
chorus  filled  the  depth  of  the  stage  upon  as- 
cending seats,  and  a great  orchestra  occupied 
the  front  of  the  stage,  and  w ith  the  three  sing- 
ers selected  by  Wagner  as  the  especial  vocal 
interpreters  of  his  music,  and  ail  directed  by 
Theodore  Thomas,  they  revealed  the  scope 
and  character  of  the  Wagner  music  as  never 
before  has  it  been  displayed  in  this  country. 
It  was,  indeed,  a concert  presentation  of  music 
which  is  composed  for  a peculiarly  spectacu- 
lar opera.  But  it  is  not  easy  to  understand 
why  tlie  supernatural  spectacle  would  not  im- 
peril the  impression  of  the  music,  which  can 
oetter  supply  to  the  imagination  the  due  sug- 
gestion of  supernatural  or  unusual  effects  than 
any  stage  machinery  can  represent  them  to  the 
eye.  No  one  who  heard  Materna  in  the  music 
of  the  self-immolation  of  Brunnhildc,  especial- 
ly on  the  last  evening  of  the  first  series  of  the 
concerts  in  Boston,  could  have  wished  for  any 
stage  properties  to  deepen  the  majestic  effect, 
or  have  felt  it  to  be  a misfortune  that  the  mu- 
sic was  presented  without  scenic  accessories. 

The  scheme  of  the  concerts  embraced  scenes 
from  all  the  chief  works  of  Wagner,  and  cer- 
tainly the  selections  from  the  Tristan  und 
I&Ade  tried  to  the  utmost  the  attention  of 
those  who,  without  technical  musical  training, 
were  disposed  to  appreciate  and  enjoy.  Had 
the  entertainment  been  a feast  of  wine,  it  could 
be  said  truly  that  the  Tristan  und  Isolde  was 
the  very  driest  brand  offered  to  the  consumer. 
The  patient  listener  who  said  that  it  was  like 
swaying  to  and  fro  in  the  monotonous  swell 
of  the  ocean,  and  the  other  wiio  held  that  it 
was  a gray  cloud  broken  at  long  intervals  and 
showing  the  radiant  blue  sky  for  a tantaliz- 
ing instant  through  the  rifts,  both  expressed 
tlie  bewildered  anticipation  of  something  in-  | 
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definably  striking  and  imminent  which,  just 
about  to  be  disclosed,  did  not  quite  appear. 

But  the  climbers  of  the  awful  Alpine  heights 
on  which  the  edelweiss  blooms  are  few.  For 
the  multitude  the  charms  of  the  lower  slopes 
suffice,  and  the  selections  from  the  Flying 
Dutchman,  the  Tannhduser , the  Meistersinger , 
the  Lohengrin , the  O otter ddmmcrung,  Walkurc, 
and  Siegfried  were  all  more  accessible  to  the 
average  climber  than  the  perpendicular  cliffs  of 
Parsifal  and  Tristan  und  Isolde . 

These  concerts  have  removed  all  doubt,  if 
any  doubt  still  lingered,  that,  whatever  may  be 
true  of  Wagner’s  theories — and  the  theories  of 
great  artists  are  not  always  their  best  perform- 
ances— lie  has  contributed  much  to  the  accu- 
mulated stores  of  memorable  music,  while  in 
interpreting  his  music  Madame  Matcrua  and 
Mr.  Wiukelmann  and  Mr.  Scaria  have  renewed 
the  best  traditions  of  “the  grand  manner”  in 
a wholly  new  form. ' Madame  Materna’s  ample 
and  delightful  voice,  her  grandeur  of  method, 
and  her  simple  dignity  of  presence  contrast 
charmingly  with  the  arch  prettiness  of  tlie 
usual  prima  donna;  and  her  great  scene,  to 
which  we  have  alluded,  Briinnhilde’s  self-im- 
molation— following  the  Dead  March  of  Sieg- 
fried, one  of  the  most  powerful  and  impressive 
of  orchestral  compositions — wras  a scene  to  be 
paralleled  only  in  the  memory  of  those  who  * 
can  recall  Pasta  in  her  great  moments,  or  who, 
like  the  Easy  Chair,  seeing  her  only  after  the 
failure  of  her  voice,  and  long  after  her  retire- 
ment from  the  stage,  yet  saw  the  magnificence 
of  the  manner  and  felt  her  fame  to  be  justified. 

With  Madame  Materna’s  noble  impression 
must  be  recalled  the  manly  vigor  and  artistic 
sentiment  and  skill  of  her  associates,  Mr.  Win- 
kelmann,the  tenor,  and  Mr.  Scaria,  the  bass.  In 
both  it  was  a vox  sana  in  corpore  sano.  There 
was  no  prettiness,  no  sentimentality,  no  gri- 
mace, but  the  honest  and  adequate  singing  of 
music  which  is  not  designed  to  exalt  the  sing- 
er, but  to  subordinate  liis  part  to  a general  ef- 
fect. This,  indeed,  must  be  something  of  a 
trial  for  the  singer  who  desires  to  emphasize 
himself,  and  to  be  personally  and  rapturously 
applauded.  But  the  vast  audiences  which 
attended  the  concerts,  the  intelligent  eager- 
ness, and  the  enthusiasm  at  the  end,  especially 
in  Boston  and  in  Brooklyn — which  would 
have  been  no  less  in  New  York  if  the  wretch- 
ed acoustic  defects  of  the  Metropolitan  Opera- 
house  had  not  robbed  the  singers  of  some  of 
their  due  by  robbing  the  audience  of  the  full- 
ness of  enjoyment — must  have  assured  the  trio 
that  they  had  not  crossed  the  sea  in  vain,  and 
that  they  had  given  our  musical  taste  a stand- 
ard which  no  exquisite  vocalist  of  the  tuin-ti- 
tum  school  can  hope  to  satisfy. 

And  no  one  concerned  in  this  musical  tri- 
umph was  more  earnestly  and  gratefully 
cheered,  and  cheered  again  aud  again,  than 
the  masterly  conductor  and  director,  who  has 
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done  more  than  any  other  individual  for 
the  progress  and  development  of  the  musical 
taste  of  this  country — Theodore  Thomas.  His 
activity  and  achievement  are  extraordinary, 
and  two  of  his  enterprises  of  the  winter  are  as 
worthy  of  remembrance  as  this  culminating 
success  of  the  Wagner  concerts.  We  mean  his 
concerts  for  children,  and  the  series  of  free  con- 
certs for  the  people.  The  interested,  intelli- 
gent, and  enthusiastic  throngs  which  attended 
the  latter,  and  their  hearty  enjoyment  of  the 
works  of  the  best  composers,  show  that  the 
higher  the  genius  and  the  truer  the  art,  the 
more  universal  is  the  popular  enjoyment.  It  is 
not  the  praise  of  the  connoisseur  which  is  most 
precious  to  the  artist,  but  the  delight  of  the 
people  in  his  best  endeavor. 


Mr.  Henry  Irving  and  Miss  Ellen  Terry, 
with  their  admirable  company,  have  gone  home 
to  England,  but  will  return  in  the  autumn,  so 
pleasant  and  so  profitable  have  they  found  their 
American  tour  to  be.  The  secret  of  Mr.  Ir- 
ving’s success  is  an  open  one.  It  is  the  result 
of  doing  everything  well.  His  career  is  a veri- 
fication of  the  old  wisdom,  that  whatever  is 
worth  doing  at  all,  is  worth  doing  well.  He 
has  evidently  a strong  taste  for  the  stage,  and 
the  instinct  of  the  actor.  Yet  he  has  serious 
natural  difficulties  to  encounter,  and  he  has 
not,  like  Garrick  and  Edmund  Kean,  great 
genius.  Nevertheless  he  played  for  six  months 
in  all  parts  of  the  country  with  extraordinary 
success,  and  for  every  character  that  he  repre- 
sented there  are  enthusiastic  admirers,  and  no 
actor  of  his  time  has  done  so  much  to  improve 
the  acting  of  plays.  And  how  has  he  done  it? 

It  will  not  be  denied  that  if  Mr.  Irving  had 
played  with  no  other  stage  accessories  and 
scenery  than  those  of  the  Elizabethan  stage 
and  those  amid  which  Garrick  appeared,  or 
with  the  kind  of  support  upon  which  the 
elder  Booth  w as  used  to  rely,  he  could  hardly 
have  acquired  his  great  reputation  as  the  head 
of  the  contemporary  English  stage.  That  is 
largely  due  to  his  apprehension  that  no  per- 
son, of  whatever  genius  or  however  accom- 
plished, can  alone  present  a play  adequately. 
Acting  is  a mimetic  art,  and  everything  con- 
cerned in  the  representation  must  have  a cer- 
tain proportion  to  everything  else, and  a certain 
relation  of  resemblance  to  the  scenes  repre- 
sented. 

The  most  satisfactory  and  adequate  interpre- 
tation of  a play  of  Shakespeare  that  the  Easy 
Chair  ever  enjoyed  until  it  saw  Mr.  Irving’s 
Merchant  of  Venice  was  a reading  of  As  You 
Like  It  by  Mrs.  Kemble.  The  scene  was  left 
to  the  imagination,  but  by  ingenious  modifica- 
tions of  the  voice,  assisted  by  the  hearer’s 
knowledge  of  the  play,  all  the  characters  were 
satisfactory,  and  their  speech  had  the  unity 
and  harmony  With  which  it  was  conceived 
and  written.  Many  of  the  characters,  of 
course,  are  rustic  and  rude.  But  the  play  is 
in  every  part,  those  characters  included,  a 
work  of  art,  and  every  part,  and  Consequent- 
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ly  the  whole,  can  be  represented  only  by  art- 
ists. A boor  can  not  play  a boor,  because  he 
can  not  play  at  all.  But  a consummate  artist 
can  play  a boor  as  he  can  play  a king  or  a 
poet.  Mrs.  Kemble  presented  Audrey  per- 
fectly because  she  so  exquisitely  rendered 
Rosalind. 

This  is  the  theory  of  Mr.  Irving’s  manage- 
ment, and  this  largely  explains  the  success  of 
his  career.  Symmetry  of  representation  is  his 
aim,  and  to  this  symmetry  the  careful  treat- 
ment of  every  detail  of  scene  and  action  is  in- 
dispensable. This  has  been  for  a long  time 
the  tendency  of  the  English  stage.  Charles 
Kean  and  Macready  lavished  great  care  upon 
the  production  of  certain  plays,  but  they  both 
lacked  the  comprehension,  perception,  and 
skill  which  distinguish  Mr.  Irving.  The  same 
general  spirit  has  been  long  observable  also  in 
some  of  our  own  theatres,  and  whoever  saw 
the  recent  performance  of  A Scrap  of  Paper  at 
Wallack's  saw  a charming  little  play  as  neat- 
ly and  adequately  performed  as  the  vaudevilles 
in  which  Rose  CliSri  used  to  piny  at  the  Paris 
VariGtCs. 

The  new  Wallack’s  is  a pretty  little  theatre, 
not  too  large  for  complete  enjoyment ; and  the 
value  of  the  thoroughness  and  proportion  of 
wdiich  wrc  have  spoken  is  very  evident  in  the 
Wallack  representations.  The  play  in  w hich 
Mr.  Wallack  returned  to  his  stage  this  season, 
A Scrap  of  Paper,  is  an  adaptation  from  Jules 
Sardou;  and  its  airy  nothingness,  a gossamer 
web  in  which  human  moths  of  several  kinds 
are  entangled,  and  from  which  they  all  hap- 
pily escape,  is  most  felicitously  treated.  The 
success  of  the  play  depends  wholly  upon  the 
light  touch,  the  precision,  and  brisk  gayoty 
with  which  it  is  acted,  and  all  these  were 
supplied  at  Wallack’s.  Mr.  Wallack  himself 
finds  in  it  one  of  his  peculiar  parts,  a man  of 
the  world,  idle, blasC, good-natured,  clever,  and 
ready  to  fence  with  Fortune  in  any  form  in 
which  she  may  present  herself.  His  complete 
mastery  of  his  happy  talent  was  never  more 
conspicuous,  and  except  that  he  is  no  longer  in 
his  first  youth,  there  is  probably  no  more  ele- 
gant light  comedian  upon  the  English  stage. 

There  is  undoubtedly  a certain  mannerism 
in  his  acting,  that  is  ter  say,  n quality  which  is 
peculiar  to  himself.  But  he  has  avoided  the 
tendency  to  extravagant  emphasis  of  his  pe- 
culiarity, which  is  the  besetting  peril  of  an 
actor.  The  worldly  ease  and  grace  and  gay- 
ety  of  an  amiable  lounger,  who  has  little  faith 
in  anything  but  self-indulgence,  and  who 
takes  everything  with  humorous  badinage  or 
with  mere  conventional  warmth  of  feeling, 
could  not  be  better  done.  The  art  is  so  com- 
plete that  the  simplicity  and  naturalness  seem 
to  be  the  absolute  w'ant  of  art,  and  the  tyro 
might  easily  believe,  as  he  sits  in  the  parquet 
and  watches  the  effortless  play,  that  lie  could 
do  it  instantly  and  quite  as  well.  But  how 
many  such  finished  and  charming  comedians 
does  he  know  ? 

In  this  little  play  Mr.  Wallack  was  admirably 
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supported  by  Miss  Helen  Russell,  upon  whom 
much  of  the  chief  action  devolved,  and  it  was 
delightful  also  to  see  again  the  perennial 
youth,  Mr.  Gilbert.  It  is  under  such  auspices 
of  clever  play,  careful  mounting  in  every  de- 
tail, and  admirable  acting  at  every  point,  that 
the  theatre  is  the  most  charming  of  relaxa- 
tions. It  is  Mr.  Irvings  principle  applied  to 
light  comedy  that  makes  Wallaces  Theatre 
and  similar  theatres  so  attractive ; and  sitting 
in  the  comfortable  house  and  watching  the 
bright  play,  the  pleased  spectator  recalls  the 
hard,  narrow,  backless  benches  in  the  pit  of 
the  old  Park  and  of  the  London  theatres  cf 
Charles  Lamb's  and  Hazlitt's  day,  and  wishes 
that  those  adepts  in  theatre-going  and  those 
experts  in  plays  could  but  return  for  one  hap- 
py evening  to  see  a play  at  Wallack’s,  and 
gossip  about  it  before  they  vanished. 


At  every  public  amusement  such  as  those 
of  which  we  have  been  speaking  an  Easy 
Chair  or  any  other  spectator  naturally  ob- 
serves the  audience  as  well  as  the  actors  or 
singers,  and  as  naturally  such  spectators  mark 
with  sorrow  the  youth  or  maid  who  either  does 
not  know  or  who  disregards  the  common  law 
of  good  conduct  to  which  everybody  submits 
himself  when  he  makes  one  of  an  audience. 
There  was  no  more  excellent  or  refreshing  in- 
cident of  its  kind  during  the  last  winter  than 
tiie  rising  of  a gentleman  in  the  parquet  ot 
the  Metropolitan  Opera-house,  while  the  per- 
formance was  proceeding,  to  request  some  peo- 
ple in  the  boxes,  who  were  talking  audibly,  to 
hush. 

The  offenders  in  the  box  were  probably  in- 
habitants of  some  frontier  village  where  guests 
at  the  taverns  slam  the  doors,  and  help  them- 
selves to  butter  at  the  common  table  with 
their  own  knives,  and  giggle  in  church,  and 
wear  jewelry  at  breakfast,  and  are  unused 
to  finger-bowls.  But  the  ignorance  of  the 
manners  of  refined  society  upon  the  part  of 
those  who  occupy  a box  at  the  opera  can  not 
be  allowed  to  disturb  an  audience ; and  very 
possibly  in  this  instance  the  offenders  wore  as 
well-meaning  as  they  were  ignorant:  they  did 
not  intend  to  annoy,  but  only  did  not  know 
how  to  behave  under  the  circumstances,  and 
were  perhaps — at  least  let  us  hope  so — very 
grateful  to  the  friendly  mentor  who  reproved 
them.  Let  us  also  hope — as  the  good  minis- 
ter said  to  his  pompous  brother  clergyman 
who  could  not  find  a front  scat,  and  who  w'as 
obliged  to  retire  to  the  rear — that  it  may  be 
sanctified  to  the  good  folks,  who  hereafter 
should  never  venture  into  well-bred  society 
without  ascertaining  in  advance  how  they 
should  behave. 

When  it  was  proposed,  upon  the  coming  of 
the  Princess  Louise  to  Canada,  to  establish  a 
kind  of  royal  court,  a worthy  master  of  the 
dance  at  once  issued  proposals  to  teach  the 
nobility  and  gentry  how  to  conduct  them- 
selves at  a presentation,  how  to  walk  back- 
ward with  an  ample  train  without  tumbling 
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into  it  or  over  it,  and  bow  to  bow  profoundly 
without  being  entangled  and  overthrown  by 
a dress  sword  betweeu  the  legs.  The  behav- 
ior of  queer  people — of  course  from  the  remote 
frontier  villages — in  the  opera  boxes  suggests 
that  an  academy  of  polite  conduct  might  be 
advantageously  opened  in  the  immediate  vi- 
cinity of  the  opera-houses.  Or  the  actual  of- 
fense during  a performance  might  be  chari- 
tably condoned  by  the  audience  if,  upon  prop- 
er rebuke  from  the  parquet  or  some  other 
box,  a placard  should  be  instantly  displayed 
from  the  offending  box  with  the  legend,  “Just 
from  Poker  Flat,”  or,  “From  Dead  Man's 
Gulch.” 

At  a . recent  concert  in  the  suburbs  of  the 
city  a young  man  brought  a chair  and  placed 
it  in  the  aisle  beside  the  seat  of  a young  wo- 
man, and  as  the  music  began,  so  did  the  con- 
versation. It  was  at  once  evident  that  the 
indulgent  parents  of  the  young  people  had 
thoughtlessly  permitted  them  to  come  out 
without  their  nurses.  As  children  are  not  al- 
lowed to  go  alone  on  the  street  until  they  can 
walk,  so  they  should  not  be  allowed  to  go 
alone  to  concerts  or  to  the  theatre  until  they 
have  learned  how  to  behave.  An  American 
audience  is  the  best-natured  audience  in  the 
world.  It  will  be  bullied  and  annoyed  and 
maltreated  in  every  way  without  remon- 
strance. But,  like  all  weakness,  this  kind  of 
submission  is  punished  by  annoyance  of  many 
kinds,  and  the  hearty  applause  which  greeted 
the  voice  at  the  Metropolitan  Opera-house 
which  rebuked  the  frontier  people  in  the  box 
shows  how  gladly  an  audience  hails  its  de- 
liverer. 

Such  conduct  as  the  disturbance  of  an  en- 
tire audience  by  tattle  in  a box  suggests  a 
gloomy  view  of  the  domestic  interior  of  the 
tattlers.  The  boorishness  wrbicli  does  not  hes- 
itate, either  from  ignorance  or  willfulness,  to 
annoy  a whole  audience,  must  be  formidable 
at  home.  The  domestic  vulgarity  which  is 
indicated  by  chattering  in  church  or  in  any 
throng  of  listeners  is  mournful  to  contemplate. 

Does  yonder  woman  in  the  box,  feathered  and 
furbelowed  and  diamouded,  who  chuckles 
and  tattles  to  the  man  beside  her,  come  down 
to  breakfast  in  brocade,  and  fling  the  toast,  if 
it  is  burned,  at  the  waiter  s head  ? Does  that 
pretty  young  lady  who  disturbs  without  a 
thought  a hundred  listeners  promenade  the 
Avenue  in  white  satin  slippers,  and  wear  ruby 
rings  over  the  fingers  of  her  gloves?  There 
is,  indeed,  no  other  connection  between  the 
performances  than  that  of  a total  want  of  a 
sense  of  propriety.  It  is  not  a high  crime  to 
wear  white  satin  shoes  in  the  street,  nor  to 
correct  a waiter  with  a piece  of  toast — no,  nor 
to  disturb  your  neighbors  at  the  play.  It  is 
only  bad  manners  and  vulgarity. 

And  wrhether  or  not  a censor  arises  in  the 
parquet,  or  a neighbor  cries  “ Hush  I”  or  a 
whole  group  of  annoyed  auditors  frown,  the 
offenders  in  the  boxes,  or  wherever  they  may 
be,  may  know  that  the  verdict  upon  their  con- 
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duct  is  unanimous.  They  are  instantly  found 
guilty  of  gross  vulgarity  and  bad  manners, 
without  the  least  recommendation  to  mercy, 
and  with  the  fervent  desire  of  all  well-be- 
haved persons  that  they  will  promptly  return 
to  Poker  Flat,  or  Dead  Man’s  Gulch,  or  other 
wilderness,  where  they  evidently  belong. 


Sixty  years  ago  Wendell  Phillips  and  Lo- 
throp  Motley  and  “Tom  Appleton”  were  boys 
of  the  same  neighborhood  in  Boston,  playing 
together  upon  the  Common  and  Beacon  Hill. 
They  entered  college  together,  and  Phillips 
and  Motley  were  chums.  The  three  class- 
mates were  constantly  associated,  and  were  of 
an  equal  brilliancy  of  talent  and  of  an  appar- 
ent equal  promise.  Appleton,  who  was  the 
last  survivor,  used  to  tell  of  the  gay  after- 
noons when  they  draped  themselves  in  coats 
and  cloaks  of  many  colors,  and  with  flowing 
wit  and  fancy  improvised  plays  uin  which 
the  conversation  was  not  bad.”  The  young 
men  graduated  together,  and  together  studied 
law.  But  none  of  them  cared  tor  the  profes- 
sion or  practiced  it.  Two  of  them  became 
famous ; the  third,  with  all  the  rich  tempera- 
ment of  genius,  of  an  unsurpassed  social  charm, 
and  of  a mind  so  nimble  and  incisive,  and  a 
wit  so  shrewd  and  sparkling,  and  an  intellect- 
ual and  aesthetic  sympathy  so  generous,  that 
the  wonder  of  his  friends  always  was  how  a 
genius  so  fine  had  no  adequate  and  perma- 
nent expression — the  third  was  not  famous, 
although  with  the  gifts  that  make  fame. 

Phillips  took  his  solitary  and  splendid  way 
as  the  great  orator  of  emancipation ; Motley 
lived  in  Europe  devoted  to  historical  study; 
and  Appleton,  as  long  ago  the  Easy  Chair 
elsewhere  called  him,  the  gentleman  of  two 
hemispheres,  lived  much  abroad  and  at  home, 
and  gave  full  play  to  that  genius  for  society, 
that  taste  for  letters  and  art,  in  devotion  to 
which  his  life  was  passed.  Yet  he  was  proud, 
with  a certain  tenderness,  of  his  old  comrades. 
From  Phillips  his  conservative  temper  and 
strong  convictions  and  traditions  separated 
him,  so  that  they  seldom  met.  But  he  recall- 
ed with  unfailing  delight  the  earlier  day,  and 
owned  the  charm  of  his  friend’s  character 
and  the  power  of  his  genius.  With  Motley 
his  personal  relations  were  always  maintain- 
ed, and  it  was  fine  to  see  the  ardor  with  which 
in  Newport,  many  years  ago,  just  before  Mot- 
ley’s first  history  w*as  published,  he  burst  into 
a friend’s  room,  his  face  glowing,  his  voice 
earnest,  and  the  whole  man  delighted,  as  he 
said : u Motley  has  written  the  history  of  the 
Dutch  Republic.  I’ve  been  reading  the  proof- 
sheets,  and,  by  Jove  1 Motley  has  done  it  at 
last!” 

Appleton  always  quoted  with  glee  Motley’s 
famous  saying  in  college,  that  he  could  spare 
the  necessaries  but  not  the  luxuries  of  life, 
and  with  the  luxuries  he  was  himself  always 
surrounded.  He  was  a gentleman  of  leisure, 
familiar  with  the  best  books,  a skillful  ama- 


teur in  painting,  of  a highly  educated  taste  in 
beauty,  blending  the  most  manly  vigor  of 
character  and  a virile  mind  with  the  most 
delicate  and  just  appreciation  of  whatever  is 
rare  and  exquisite  in  every  form  of  art.  His 
estimate  of  men  was  singularly  shrewd,  and 
his  cosmopolitan  nature  opened  to  him  a most 
extensive  and  various  range  of  acquaintance. 
To  his  conservative  temperament  traditions 
that  have  lost  their  charm  for  many  others 
had  an  enduring  attraction,  but  not  to  the  ex- 
clusion of  enjoyment  of  the  later  innovation 
and  the  new  suggestion. 

At  his  funeral  the  hymn  was  sung, 

“The  saints  above  and  those  below 
But  one  communion  make.” 

— “No  saint,”  said  Mr.  Brooke  Herford,  in 
his  tenderly  felicitous  address,  and  certainly 
that  is  not  the  w'ord  for  him.  Sybarite  might 
seem  to  some  a fitter  w ord,  but  it  carries  a 
sense  of  effeminacy,  of  enervating  self-indul- 
gence, which  the  brisk  and  breezy  manliness 
of  “ Tom  Appleton”  instantly  repelled.  No 
man  knew  better  than  he  what  “ Ik  Marvel” 
long  ago  called  the  uses  of  beauty,  and  in  his 
intelligent  care  for  every  enterprise  of  that 
kind  in  Boston  he  was  its  faithful  minister. 

It  is  painful  to  think  what  might  not  be  offi- 
cially done  in  deforming  cities  and  public 
buildings  with  execrable  works  except  for  the 
active  influence  in  every  community  of  men 
like  Mr.  Appleton,  who  speak  upon  such  sub- 
jects with  authority.  Much,  indeed,  is  done 
in  that  kind  which  artistically  is  both  gro- 
tesque and  outrageous.  But  it  is  wdiat  is  not 
done  that  w*e  owe  to  the  taste  and  intelligence 
of  a few  men.  Mr.  Appleton  doubtless  smiled 
at  his  classmate  Phillips's  sparkling  gibes  at 
the  public  statues  in  Boston,  but  Ins  method 
of  dealing  with  the  subject  was  different 

It  is,  however,  in  no  public  service,  nor  in 
any  book  that  he  published,  nor  in  any  pic- 
ture that  he  painted,  that  the  genius  and  the 
true  impression  of  this  rare  and  charming  man 
are  to  be  sought.  He  has  left  no  monument 
but  a memory.  Nothing  that  lie  did  was  an 
adequate  expression  of  himself ; and  his  per- 
sonal contact  and  his  marvellous  play  of  con- 
versation were  only  glimmering  revelations  of 
a rare  and  generous  genius  which  some  inex- 
plicable and  untoward  fate  withheld  from  fit- 
ting utterance.  Ilis  conversation,  indeed,  in 
its  glancing  play  of  insight,  wTit,  thought,  and 
poetic  beauty,  wras  unsurpassed,  but  also  inex- 
pressible. The  famous  great  talkers,  Macau- 
lay, Sydney  Smith,  Carlyle,  harangued  the 
company ; Coleridge,  as  Carlyle  describes  him, 
and  as  Charles  Lamb  humorously  asserted, 
preached.  In  Appleton's  talk  there  wa9  no- 
thing of  this  tone.  It  was  an  airy  comment, 
a gay  monologue,  so  sparkling,  so  original,  so 
striking,  so  imaginative,  60  unique,  that  the 
listener  seemed  to  see  the  seething  and  sim- 
mering brain  of  a poet  creating.  But  he  was 
evanescent  and  elusive.  Some  few  of  his 
teeming  myriads  of  “good  things”  are  re- 
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membered  as  rounded  and  complete  mots. 
But  for  the  most  part  the  impression  was  not 
to  be  justified  by  any  distinct  recollection. 
The  captivated  listener  could  only  say,  as  Jef- 
ferson said  of  Patrick  Henry,  “ It  was  incon- 
ceivably eloquent,  but  I can  not  recall  a single 
word.” 

But  the  singularly  alert  mind  and  brilliant 
tongue  did  not  assert  themselves  at  the  ex- 
pense of  the  loving  and  liberal  heart.  Never 
was  there  a mean  thought  or  ungenerous  word. 
8harp  censure  often  and  unquailing  criticism 
you  might  have  heard  from  him,  but  all  was 
frank,  open,  honorable,  gentlemanly.  He  held 
his  opinions  strongly,  but  he  had  that  perfec- 
tion of  good-breediug  which  avoids  long  and 
strident  argument.  Instinctively  he  appre- 
hended the  scope  and  kind  of  difference,  and 
the  possibility  of  mutual  understanding  or 
agreement.  Genius,  talent,  taste,  sincerity,  in 
every  degree,  he  knew  at  sight  and  generous- 
ly admired,  quite  capable  of  complete  and 
friendly  sympathy  with  some  interests  and 
tendencies  in  the  same  person  whose  other 
views  he  might  not  share. 


Yet  the  endeavor  to  describe  a nature  and 
power  so  delightful,  but  which  left  no  expla- 
nation of  itself  except  in  the  undying  friendly 
impression,  is  useless.  Like  a beautiful  day 
long  gone,  like  a lovely  scene  remembered  in 
youth,  the  tone  of  a voice  now  silent,  the  bloom 
of  a fruit,  the  perfume  of  a flower,  all  vanished, 
the  genius  and  personality  of  “Torn  Apple- 
ton” — for  so  was  he  universally  known — must 
remain  a tradition.  The  charm  will  be  known 
by  others  only  in  the  warmth  with  which  his 
friends  remember  him,  and  the  kindly  affec- 
tion with  which  they  speak  of  him.  The 
places  which  they  knew  with  him — Nahant, 
Newport,  Cambridge — are  henceforth  forever 
invested  with 

“The  tender  grace  of  a day  that  is  dead.” 

And  now  that  he  is  gone,  the  melancholy  that 
breathes  through  his  verse  will  seem  more 
than  ever  to  be  the  unconscious  sigh  of  a sweet 
and  noble  and  unrepining  nature,  to  which, 
with  all  its  affluent  humor  and  unequalled  col- 
loquial power,  commensurate  and  enduring 
expression  was  denied. 


(Editor's  1'ittmnj  JUrnrir. 


PHILOLOGISTS  and  scholars  generally  will 
be  profoundly  interested  in  A New  English 
Dictionary  on  Historical  Principles ,*  which  lias 
been  in  course  of  preparation  for  more  than  a 
quarter  of  a century,  aud  of  which  the  first  part, 
comprising  entries  from  A to  Ant,  has  now  just 
issued  from  the  Clarendon  Press  at  Oxford. 
The  work  has  been  prepared  mainly  from  ma- 
terials collected  for  the  purpose  by  the  Philo- 
logical Society  of  Great  Britain,  under  the 
competent  editorial  supervision  of  its  presi- 
dent, James  A.  H.  Murray,  LL.D.,  and  some 
conception  of  its  extont  may  be  formed  when 
we  say  that  when  at  his  death,  in  1843,  Dr. 
Noah  Webster  ceased  from  his  life-long  labors 
ou  his  great  American  Dictionary,  he  had  traced 
to  their  source,  defined,  and  embodied  in  its 
vocabulary  about  80,000  words;  that  in  the 
latest  revised  and  enlarged  edition  of  the  work, 
edited  by  Dr.  Goodrich  and  President  Porter, 
the  vocabulary  was  increased  to  114,000  words ; 
aud  that  the  work  now  under  notice  when 
complete  will  contain  187,792  maiu  entries,  aud 
will  comprise,  with  the  subsidiary  words  ex- 
plained and  words  referred  to  their  synonyms 
by  cross-reference,  231,115  entries.  Or  if  we 
confine  onr  attention  to  the  part  of  the  work 
now  completed  and  published,  we  find  that  the 
principal  words  treated  in  it  in  soparate  arti- 

1 A New  English  Dictionary  on  Historical  Principles. 
Pounded  mainly  on  the  Materials  Collected  by  the 
Philological  Society.  Edited  by  James  A.  H.  Murray, 
LL.D.,  President  of  the  Philological  Society.  With 
the  Assistance  of  many  Scholars  and  Men  of  Science. 
IMrt  L,  A-Ant,  Royal  4to,  pp.  852.  Oxford : The  Clar- 
endon Press.  Loudon ; Henry  Frowde. 


cles  are  6797  (of  which  4799  are  current  and 
1998  obsolete) ; that  the  compounds  explained 
under  the  principal  words  are  570;  and  that 
the  words  with  cross-reference  and  defining 
synonym  are  998 — a total  of  8365  words,  as 
against  4162  words  in  the  corresponding  por- 
tion of  Webster's  Unabridged  Dictionary  and 
Supplement,  including  all  the  above  classes. 

From  first  to  last,  the  work  of  collecting  the 
materials  for  this  great  undertaking — consist- 
ing of  typical  quotations  severally  from  all 
the  great  English  writers,  from  all  the  chief 
writers  on  special  subjects,  from  all  writers  be- 
fore the  sixteenth  century,  aud  from  as  many 
os  possible  of  the  more  important  writers  of 
later  times — has  occupied  about  1300  readers 
iu  the  United  Kingdom,  in  the  United  States, 
and  in  the  British  colonies,  the  work  of  tho 
readers  in  this  country,  many  hundred  in  num- 
ber, having  been  organized  by  and  prosecuted 
nuder  the  superintendence  of  Professor  F.  A 
March,  of  Lafayette  College.  This  large  corps 
of  readers  was  further  supplemented  and  as- 
sisted by  many  distinguished  scholars  in  Ger- 
many, Holland,  Denmark,  and  Sweden,  with 
the  result  that,  by  this  co-operation  of  literary 
effort,  up  to  tho  present  time  about  throe  and  a 
half  millions  of  quotations  have  been  amassed, 
collected  from  abovo  five  thousaud  authors  of 
all  periods.  Moreover,  independently  of  the 
1300  readers  above  mentioned,  more  than  thirty 
sub-editors  havo  been  engaged  on  individual 
letters  or  sections,  and  the  editor-in-chief  has 
been  in  oontinnal  correspondence  and  consul- 
tation with  eminent  specialists  on  various 
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points,  literary,  critical,  philological,  phono- 
logical, bibliographical,  historical,  scientific, 
and  technical.  The  list  of  scholars  who  have 
assisted  in  the  preparation  of  the  work  in  all 
these  departments  is  an  imposing  one,  em- 
bracing some  of  the  most  distinguished  names 
in  Europe  and  America,  and  is  a guarantee  of 
the  thoroughness  and  exhaustive  learning 
with  which  the  work  has  been  and  will  con- 
tinue to  be  prosecuted.  The  size  of  the  page 
of  the  work  is  the  same  as  that  of  the  great 
French  dictionary  of  M.  Littr6,  some  of  whose 
features  have  been  adopted,  while  in  other  im- 
portant particulars  there  have  been  departures 
from  it — especially  in  the  breaking  up  of  the 
articles  into  paragraphs,  in  the  typographical 
distinction  between  explanations  and  quota- 
tions, and  in  the  prominence  given  to  the  dates 
of  quotations — which  will  bo  recognized  by 
scholars  as  manifest  improvements  upon  the 
work  of  the  eminent  French  lexicographer. 
The  amount  of  labor  that  may  be  expended 
upon  a work,  and  the  number  and  eminence 
of  the  scholars  who  may  contribute  materials 
for  it,  are,  however,  secondary  considerations, 
since  despite  all  this  it  may  be  practically 
valueless.  But  the  facts  that  no  labor  has 
been  spared  upon  the  work  before  us,  and  that 
the  entire  English-speaking  world  and  its  lin- 
gual coguates  have  been  made  tributary  to  its 
completeness  and  accuracy,  furnish  strong  pn- 
ma  facie  evidence  in  its  favor ; and  the  severest 
and  most  critical  inspection  of  the  work  itself, 
so  far  as  it  has  progressed,  both  as  relates  to 
its  general  plan  and  the  details  of  its  execu- 
tion, will  place  its  value  and  importance  be- 
yond any  reasonable  question. 

The  aim  of  this  new  dictionary  is  to  furnish 
an  adequate  account  of  the  origin,  history,  and 
meaning  of  every  English  word  now  in  gener- 
al use,  or  known  to  have  been  in  use  at  auy 
period  during  the  last  seven  hundred  years — 
that  is  to  say,  from  the  very  beginnings  of  the 
English  language,  as  represented  in  its  litera- 
ture and  in  public  and  private  manuscripts. 
In  prosecution  of  this  aim  it  shows  how,  when, 
in  what  shape,  and  with  what  signification 
each  individual  word  became  English ; what  de- 
velopments of  form,  pronunciation,  and  mean- 
ing it  has  since  undergone ; which  of  its  origi- 
nal uses  and  forms  have  in  the  process  of  time 
become  obsolete,  and  which  still  survive ; and 
what  new  uses  have  arisen,  by  what  processes, 
and  when.  Further,  it  illustrates  and  estab- 
lishes all  these  facts  by  quotations  ranging 
from  the  first-known  to  the  latest  occurrence 
of  the  word,  each  word  being  thus  made  to  ex- 
hibit its  own  history  and  transitions  of  form 
and  meaning.  And,  finally,  it  treats  the  ety- 
rnology  of  each  word  on  the  basis  of  historical 
fact,  and  in  accordance  with  the  methods  and 
results  of  modern  philosophical  science.  The 
vocabulary  is  classified  as  Main  Words , includ- 
ing under  this  head  all  single  words,  radical 
or  derivative,  and  all  their  compound  words 
and  phrases  which,  for  auy  reason,  are  of  suffi- 


cient importance  to  deserve  soparate  treat- 
ment ; Subordinate  Wordsy  or  those  which  in- 
clude variant  or  obsolete  forms  of  main  words, 
and  words  of  bad  formation,  of  doubtful  exist- 
ence, aud  of  alleged  use;  and  Combinations , or 
all  collocations  of  simple  words,  whether  they 
are  formally  connected  by  the  hyphen  or  vir- 
tually by  the  unity  of  their  signification.  The 
treatment  of  each  Main  Word  comprises:  (1.) 
The  identification , which  includes  the  usual  or 
typical  spelling,  the  pronunciation  and  its  fluc- 
tuations and  diversities,  the  grammatical  des- 
ignation, the  status  of  the  word,  whether  it  be 
obsolete,  archaic,  colloquial,  dialectical,  etc.; 
its  earlier  forms  and  spellings,  and  the  inflec- 
tions. (2.)  The  morphology , or  form  history, 
comprising  the  derivation  or  actual  etymolo- 
gical origin  of  each  word;  its  subsequent  form 
history  whensoever  it  presents  special  features 
of  importance,  such  as  phonetic  change,  con- 
traction, corruption,  perversion,  etc. ; and  a 
body  of  miscellaneous  facts  illustrative  of  the 
history  of  each  word,  its  phonetic  descent, 
adoption,  age,  obsolesence,  revival,  refashion- 
ing, change  of  pronunciation,  and  confusion 
with  other  words.  (3.)  The  signification , includ- 
ing under  this  division  explanations  of  words 
that  have  only  one  invariable  meaning;  of 
those  which  have  acquired  a long  and  intricate 
series  of  meanings,  as  the  primitive  sense  was 
gradually  extended  to  include  allied  or  asso- 
ciated ideas,  or  was  transferred  to  figurative 
and  analogical  uses ; and  of  those  which  have 
obsolete  orcatachrestic  senses.  And  (4.)  illustra- 
tive quotations,  showing  by  citations  from  books, 
documentary  archives,  aud  other  manuscripts 
the  forms  and  uses  of  each  word,  its  age,  and 
its  various  Benses,  arranged  chronologically,  so 
as  to  give  at  least  one  quotation  for  each  cen- 
tury, with  the  original  spelling  preserved  (save 
contractions,  italics,  and  erratic  capitals),  as 
formiug  an  essential  part  of  the  history  of  the 
language.  This  imperfect  outline  will  convey 
some  idea,  though  a faint  one,  of  the  wealth 
of  valuable  information  respecting  the  history 
and  philology  of  the  English  tongue — the  mu- 
tations, permutations,  and  transitions  that 
have  attended  and  contributed  to  its  growth 
and  development — which  has  been  condensed 
within  the  pages  of  this  work.  It  is  scarcely 
noedful  to  say  that  it  is  not  suited  for  popular 
use,  and  can  not  be  expected  to  come  in  com- 
petition with,  much  less  to  supplant,  the  great 
dictionaries  of  Webster  and  Worcester  as  an 
every-day  library  companion  or  book  of  refer- 
ence. It  is  essentially  a work  for  scholars,  who 
will  prize  it  for  its  vast  accumulation  of  valu- 
able materials,  for  the  novelty  and  originality 
of  its  methods,  and  for  the  consummate  learn- 
ing and  ability  with  which  the  history  of  each 
word  that  has  ever  lived  in  our  literature  is 
traced  from  its  first  appearance  until  the  pre- 
sent day.  


There  is  no  grander  figure  in  English  his- 
tory, and  none  that  is  more  pitiable,  than  that 
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of  Lord  Bacon ; and  l>y  whomsoever  it  may  be 
recorded,  whether  by  eulogists  or  censors,  there 
is  no  life  whose  story  is  sadder,  or  abounds  iu 
contrasts  so  amazing  and  humiliating.  No  man 
has  ever  lived  who  had  loftier  or  nobler  aims, 
none  whose  aims  were  more  beggarly  and 
grovelling.  His  own  advancement  by  every 
shift,  and  at  the  cost  of  the  grossest  subservi- 
ency and  the  most  ignoble  cringing,  ran  paral- 
lel in  his  mind  with  the  prosecution  of  a suc- 
cession of  works  as  grand  and  as  influential  as 
any  that  have  occupied  the  mind  of  man  ; and 
he  stauds  before  the  ages  a perpetual  monu- 
ment of  the  humiliating  truth  that  the  most 
brilliant  parts,  the  richest  intellectual  endow- 
ments, the  profoundest  and  most  varied  know- 
ledge, and  the  most  consummate  wisdom  are 
compatible  with  a low  aud  time-serving  mo- 
rality and  acts  of  unpardonable  baseness.  The 
sad  story*  of  this  graud  life,  with  its  wonder- 
ful achievement  and  pitiable  wreck,  is  told 
with  judicial  candor,  with  all  the  tenderness 
and  commiseration  that  are  compatible  with 
justice,  and  with  all  the  sympathy  and  admi- 
ration that  great  genius  inevitably  inspires, 
even  when  it  is  companioned  and  dwarfed  by 
great  errors  aud  imperfections,  by  the  Rev.  R. 
W.  Church,  the  accomplished  Dean  of  St. 
Paul's,  London,  in  the  latest  volume  of  the 
“ English  Men  of  Letters”  series.  Having  be- 
fore him  all  that  has  been  written  in  defeuse 
or  censure,  Mr.  Church’s  full  aud  impartial 
summing  up  of  the  argument,  based  upon  the 
unquestionable  facts  of  Bacon’s  life  and  ca- 
reer, presents  the  final  conclusion  that  will  be 
accepted  by  the  jndgmeut  of  the  majority  of 
fair  and  considerate  men — neither  too  merciful 
nor  too  inexorable  to  the  great  Englishman’s 
defects  as  a man ; doing  full  justice  to  his  vir- 
tues ; awarding  a just  meed  to  his  abilities  and 
accomplishments  as  a lawyer,  judge,  states- 
man, author,  aud  philosopher;  recording  the 
events  and  doings  of  his  life  with  fullness  and 
dignity;  and  estimating,  analyzing,  and  sum- 
marizing his  imperishable  writings  with  ad- 
mirable clearness  and  discretion. 


Thk  sixty-six  years  of  the  life  of  the  late 
Frederick  Denison  Maurice  spanned  an  event- 
ful period  in  the  history  of  England  aud  of 
the  Established  Church;  aud  of  the  mauy 
eminent  men  who  exerted  an  influence  in 
shaping  the  great  changes,  for  better  or  worse, 
that  occurred  in  church  and  state  during  that 
period,  none  was  a more  assiduous,  a more  un- 
obtrusive, and,  iu  a certain  line,  a more  poten- 
tial factor  than  he.  A deep  aud  original 
thinker,  an  indefatigable  worker,  an  able  and 
ready  writer,  an  eloquent  speaker,  an  earnest 
advocate  of  every  reform  that  commanded  the 
assent  of  his  conscience,  a devoted  bnt  not  a 
subservient  son  of  the  Church  of  England,  an 
unselfish  and  unflagging  friend  of  the  work- 


* Bacon.  By  B.  W.  Church.  Dean  of  St.  Paul’s. 
M English  Men  of  Letters”  Series.  16mo,pp.214.  New 
York ; Harper  and  Brothers. 
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ing-man,  and  a persistent  and  courageous  la- 
borer for  his  education  and  social  aud  indus- 
trial betterment,  be  was  emphatically  an  edu- 
cator and  stirrer-up  of  thought.  His  magnet- 
ic and  pervasive  influence  penetrated  almost 
every  ramification  of  English  society,  and  even 
where  it  did  not  effect  a permanent  lodgment 
that  was  productive  of  results,  it  commanded 
attention  and  respect,  aud  sensibly  softened 
the  asperity  of  opposition.  His  son,  Frederick 
Maurice,  has  given  to  the  world  the  record  of 
this  active,  symmetrical,  and  influential  life  in 
a memoir  w'hich  he  appropriately  styles  The 
Life  of  Frederick  Denison  Maurice,  Chiefly  Told 
in  his  own  Letters,*  A part  of  the  memoir  is  au- 
tobiographic, but,  as  tlie  title  intimates,  Mr. 
Maurice’s  letters  and  correspondence  form  a 
substanti  ve  part  of  the  biography.  No  letter  is 
given  except  for  the  purpose  of  adding  some- 
thing to  the  story  of  the  life  and  of  the  move- 
ments with  which  Mr.  Maurice  was  identified, 
either  as  to  facts,  or  as  to  tho  development  of 
thought  aud  character;  and  only  wherever  in- 
formation has  seemed  necessary,  iu  order  to 
round  the  continuity  of  the  narrative  and  to 
connect  the  intervals  between  the  letters,  has 
the  son  intruded  his  own  words  upon  the  rela- 
tion. Whether  it  be  regarded  as  the  record  of 
the  life  of  a penetrating  and  original  thiuker 
living  in  an  age  of  great  spiritual  and  material 
unrest  and  evolution,  or  as  a contribution  to 
the  inner  history  of  English  ecclesiastical,  po- 
litical, and  industrial  life  for  the  forty  years 
prior  to  1872,  the  memoir  is  one  of  great  and 
sustained  interest,  and  is  especially  full  of  at- 
traction for  those  whose  religious  aud  theo- 
logical views  are  based  upon  the  principles 
of  the  Church  of  England.  Aside  from  its 
historical  value  in  these  respects,  the  work 
is  deeply  interesting  for  the  near  personal 
glimpses  it  gives  of  many  of  the  greatest  Eng- 
lishmen of  the  period,  aud  of  the  part  they 
bore  in  its  mental,  moral,  social,  religious,  and 
political  activities.  Among  others  who  are 
thus  bronght  prominently  and  often  familiar- 
ly into  view  are  Carlyle,  Gladstone,  Sir  T.  Ao- 
land,  Bishops  Wilberforce  and  Trench,  Tenny- 
son, John  Sterling,  Cardinal  Newman,  John 
Stnart  Mill,  the  brothers  Hare,  Charles  Kings- 
ley, Hartley  Coleridge,  the  Chevalier  Bunsen, 
and  many  others.  The  large  body  of  letters 
which  form  the  basis  of  the  memoir  are  not 
only  among  the  most  perfect  of  their  kind  for 
the  grace  aud  ease  of  their  style,  bnt  they 
touch  upon  many  deep  problems  of  faith,  mor- 
als, and  practical  politics  with  au  earnestness 
that  is  contagions,  and  a spiritual  intensity 
and  an  eagerness  for  the  truth  that  are  pro- 
foundly impressive. 


Memories  of  Rufus  Choate*  is  the  title  of  a se- 

* The  Life  of  Frederick  Denison  Maurice , Chiefly  Told 
in  hie  own  Letters . Edited  by  his  Son,  Frederick 
Maurice.  In  Two  Volumes,  Svo,  pp.  662  and  712. 

With  Portraits.  New  York : Charles  Scribner’s  Sons, 

* Memories  qf  Rvfue  Choate.  With  some  Considera- 
tion of  his  Studies,  Methods,  and  Opinions,  and  of  his 
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ries  of  admirable  papers,  by  Judge  Josepb  Neil- 
sou,  of  this  State,  comprising  bis  recollections 
of  the  personal  traits  and  characteristics  of 
Mr.  Choate,  and  of  incidents  in  liis  professional 
and  public  career,  which  were  originally  print- 
ed in  the  Law  Journal,  but  have  since  been  re- 
vised and  enlarged  and  materially  re-enforced 
by  anecdotal,  biographical,  and  illustrative  rec- 
ollections supplied  by  other  survivors  who  were 
the  professional  associates,  companions,  and 
friends  of  the  great  New  England  orator  and 
lawyer.  In  addition  to  these  pleasing  remi- 
niscences, Judge  Neilson  and  his  correspond- 
ents engage  in  the  deeper  subject  of  the  con- 
sideration of  Mr.  Choate’s  studies  and  opinions, 
his  style  as  a writer  and  speaker,  his  profes- 
sional methods,  the  quality  of  his  intellect,  and 
his  peculiar  gifts  as  an  orator,  an  advocate,  and 
a dialectician — with  the  result  of  a life-like  de- 
lineation of  the  man  in  all  the  relations  of  life, 
exhibiting  the  practical,  the  poetical,  the  ear- 
nest, the  loyal,  and  tho  reverential  traits  of 
character  which  he  revealed  in  his  daily  and 
professional  life,  in  his  family,  and  in  the  com- 
panionship of  his  friends  and  iutimates. 
Among  the  distinguished  men  who  have  as- 
sisted Judge  Neilson  in  depicting  the  salient 
features  of  Mr.  Choate’s  character,  aud  in  re- 
calling interesting  incidents  in  his  life,  are  Mr. 
Joshua  Van  Cott,  Rev.Drs.  Putnam,  Storrs,  and 
Hitchcock,  the  late  Senator  Carpenter,  Judges 
Strong  and  Faucher,  the  late  James  T.  Fields, 
Professors  Washburn  and  Sanborn,  William  W. 
Story,  and  the  late  George  P.  Marsh.  Tho  vol- 
ume is  a welcome  supplement  to  the  excellent 
Life  of  Choate  published  several  years  ago,  and 
written  by  President  Brown,  of  Hamilton  Col- 
lege.   

“ Work  and  wages”  are  words  which  ordi- 
narily portend  hard  reading  on  a dry  subject. 
Considered  as  a branch  of  political  economy, 
and  discussed  abstractly  in  that  relation,  the 
prognostic  would  inevitably  be  borne  out  by 
the  reality.  But  if  considered  historically,  the 
subject  becomes  not  only  luminous  of  interest, 
but  rich  in  entertainment  to  the  general  read- 
er, while  at  tho  same  time  he  may  almost  in- 
sensibly imbibe  a large  fund  of  valuable  in- 
formation that  lies  at  the  very  root  of  an  im- 
portant branch  of  political  economy,  aud  be 
thus  enabled  to  comprehend  much  that  now 
seems  shrouded  in  clouds  and  darkness.  The 
subject  has  been  treated  in  this  way  by  Pro- 
fessor James  E.  Tborold  Rogers,  formerly  Pro- 
fessor of  Political  Economy  in  King’s  College, 
London,  and  at  preseut  a member  of  the  House 
of  Commons,  in  a compact  volume  entitled  Six 
Centuries  of  Work  and  Wages.5  In  this  volume 
he  gives  a complete  history  of  labor  and  wages 
for  the  whole  of  the  six  centuries  which  inter- 

Style  as  a Speaker  and  Writer.  By  Joseph  Neilson. 
8vo,pp.  400.  Boston  : Houghton,  Mifflin,  and  Co. 

• Six  Centuries  of  Work  and  Wages.  The  History  of 
English  Labor.  By  Jambs  E.  Tborold  Kooers,  M.P. 
8ro,  pp.  691.  New  York : O.  P.  Putnam's  Sons. 
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vene  between  the  time  (about  1259)  at  which 
the  first  information  begins  and  that  at  which 
our  present  experience  concludes.  Its  earlier 
chapters  are  introductory  to  the  specific  his- 
torical inquiry,  and  are  devoted  to  a sketch  of 
early  English  society  up  to  and  during  the  lat- 
ter half  of  the  thirteenth  century ; and  they 
also  deal  with  the  pursuits  of  Englishmen  from 
the  Norman  Conquest  to  that  day,  especially  as 
relates  to  that  particular  pursuit,  agriculture, 
which  in  the  thirteenth  century  had  become 
the  business  of  the  vast  majority  of  the  peo- 
ple of  England,  and  which  was  prosecuted  on 
land  divided  in  nearly  equal  moieties  between 
manorial  lands  and  tenants  at  fixed  rents  with 
permanent  holdings.  The  author  then  turns 
his  attention  to  life  in  the  towns ; the  processes 
by  which  trade  was  carried  on  in  town  and 
country ; the  classes  who  made  up  medieval 
society,  and  their  methods  of  trade,  travel, 
transportation,  and  intercommunication;  tho 
products  of  the  several  geographical  divisions 
of  England,  aud  the  prices  paid  in  each  for 
land,  rent,  wages,  and  articles  of  food  and  use, 
as  compared  with  prices  at  various  periods 
down  to  the  present  day.  The  remainder  of 
the  work  deals  with  great  particularity  upon 
the  history  of  labor  and  wages  from  the  acces- 
sion of  Edward  the  First  to  the  present  cen- 
tury, including  a sketch  of  the  rise  and  prog- 
ress of  the  various  industries,  a general  his- 
tory of  agriculture,  and  such  particulars  in  the 
political  history  of  England  os  are  germane 
to  the  main  topic  of  inquiry.  The  subjects 
specially  treated,  in  the  order  of  their  histor- 
ical aud  chronological  development,  are  the  in- 
fluence exerted  upon  labor  aud  wages  by  the 
king  and  his  extraordinary  revenues,  by  famine 
and  the  plague,  and  by  discontent,  combina- 
tion, and  insurrection ; and  their  discussion 
also  comprises  a survey  of  the  landlord’s  reme- 
dies ; of  the  development  of  taxation  ; of  the 
condition  of  labor  and  wages  in  the  fifteenth 
century,  and  the  kinds  of  labor  that  prevailed ; 
of  the  state  of  the  clergy  till  the  Reformation, 
aud  their  relation  to  the  fruits  of  labor  and 
wages ; and  of  the  wages  of  labor  after  the  rise 
in  prices — this  last  inquiry  embodying  a view 
of  wages,  first,  from  1495  to  1725,  then  from 
1725  to  1750,  again  from  1750  to  1770,  and  finally 
in  the  dear  years  from  1780  to  18S0,  and  at  the 
great  rise  iu  1853,  and  also  including  some  in- 
teresting observations  on  trades-unions.  In 
other  chapters  accounts  are  given  of  the  Eng- 
lish poor-law,  of  English  husbandry  from  the 
period  of  the  rise  of  prices,  of  agriculture  and 
agricultural  wages  iu  the  eighteenth  century, 
and  of  wages  in  the  preseut  century.  The 
work  concludes  with  a thoughtful  survey  of 
the  present  situation  of  labor  and  wages,  the 
attitnde  of  labor  to  capital  and  vice  versa,  and 
a statement  of  the  remedies  for  existing  evils 
which  have  suggested  themselves  to  Professor 
Rogers  as  the  result  of  his  investigations  and 
observation.  Tho  work  supplies  iu  great  aud 
carefully  collected  detail  a chapter  of  history 
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on  a subject  of  immediate  and  transcendent 
importance,  which  is  usually  treated  most  in- 
adequately or  entirely  ignored  by  historians ; 
and  in  connection  therewith  it  presents  a gTeat 
number  of  vivid  pictures  of  social  and  indus- 
trial life  in  England,  extending  through  six 
centuries,  among  all  classes,  in  every  depart- 
ment of  business  or  industry,  and  in  nearly 
every  phase  of  England’s  rural,  urban,  and 
sylvan  conditions.  There  is  nothing  in  Ma- 
caulay more  graphic  and  picturesque  than  sev- 
eral of  Professor  Rogers’s  chapters  delineating 
the  social  and  industrial  features  of  England 
in  the  early  centuries  covered  by  his  volnme, 
and  there  are  numerous  extended  passages 
which  surpass  anything  that  Macaulay  has 
written  in  substantial  present  interest,  though 
it  must  be  conceded  that  they  by  no  means 
rival  the  ornateness  of  Macaulay’s  style,  the 
splendor  of  his  rhetoric,  or  the  rhythmical  ca- 
dence of  his  periods. 


Mrs.  Frances  L.  Mace  has  a just  concep- 
tion of  the  dignity  of  the  poet’s  calling. 
Whether  her  theme  bo  lofty  or  lowljr,  familiar 
or  impassioned,  she  rigorously  refrains  from  an 
indulgence  in  those  smart  conceits,  flippant 
levities,  and  jaunty  efflorescences  of  wit  with 
which — copying  the  bad  example  of  the  de- 
generate poets  of  the  Restoration  and  of  the 
reign  of  Anne  aud  the  first  George — not  a few 
of  our  contemporary  poets  deface  their  lighter 
verae,  and  which  they  not  infrequently  admit 
into  their  graver  efforts.  We  shall  look  iu 
vain  through  Mrs.  Mace’s  Legends,  Ltfrics,  and 
Sonnets*  for  an  exhibition  of  these  trivialities 
and  disfigurements.  Always  profoundly  in 
earnest,  always  reverent,  and  always  restrain- 
ed by  good  taste,  her  verse,  as  relates  to  its 
matter,  is  characterized  by  delicacy  and  refine- 
ment combined  with  strength,  and  glows  with 
a vivid  but  chastened  imagination,  so  that  it 
is  impossible  to  read  any  one  of  her  poems 
without  experiencing  that  sense  of  exaltation 
which  inevitably  accompanies  our  contact  with 
a work  of  true  genius.  Nor  are  the  form  and 
structure  of  her  verse  unworthy  of  its  matter, 
and  whether  it  be  narrative  or  legendary,  lyr- 
ical, descriptive,  or  emotional,  they  are  always 
finely  adjusted  to  the  sentiment,  and  evince  in 
every  liue  and  stanza  a patient  and  honest  ef- 
fort to  attain  a high  standard  of  technical  ex- 
cellence. Several  of  her  poems  are  remarka- 
ble for  their  sustained  imaginative  effects,  not- 
ably the  noble  legends  iu  which  she  pictures 
the  cause  and  origin  of  Israfil’s  mission  as  the 
Angel  of  Death,  and  in  which  she  lifts  the 
veil  from  those  material  and  soulless  forms 
which  peopled  the  world  during  the  dawn  of 
creatiou,  but  vanished  into  “dim  obstruction” 
upon  the  genesis  of  man.  Besides  theso  lofty 
and  extended  efforts  there  are  a score  of  other 
poems  iu  the  just  published  collection  of  her 


poetical  writings  which  are  scarcely  less  re- 
markable for  the  exceeding  grace  and  delicacy 
of  their  thought  and  expression,  the  rich  pic- 
turesqueness of  their  descriptions,  and  the  ten- 
derness, gladness,  hopefulness,  aud  sensitive^ 
ness  to  all  forms  of  beauty  with  which  they 
are  tremulous.  Among  these  may  be  instanced 
the  fine  lyrics  entitled,  “ Easter  Moruing,” 
“Arcadia,”  “Greenwood  Greetings,”  and  “The 
Firet  Robin,”  and  her  finished  sonnets  inscribed 
“Orient  to  Occident,”  “Occident  to  Orient,” 
“ The  Seven  Days”  (figuring  the  seven  days  of 
the  week),  and  “St.  Cecilia.”  Each  of  these  is 
exqnisite  in  its  kind,  and  has  the  “ true  ac- 
cent that  comes  only  from  a poet’s  lips,”  of 
which  she  herself  speaks  h>  oue  of  her  noblest 
lyrics.  


If  the  matter  of  Miss  Wheeler’s  Poem*  of 
Passion 1 were  eqnal  to  their  manner,  a distin- 
guished place  might  be  augured  for  her  among 
our  coming  poets.  She  has  an  enviable  gift 
for  weaving  flnent  and  musical  verse,  and  it  is 
evident  that  her  loyalty  to  art  will  not  suffer 
her  to  remain  satisfied  with  mere  correctness), 
hot  will  operate  as  a perpetiml  stimulus  to 
greater  perfection  in  structural  harmony  and 
variety.  Her  vocabulary  is  limited,  hut  her 
choice  of  words  is  singularly  apt,  aud  her  epi- 
thets, turns  of  expression,  and  collocations  of 
phrases  are  generally  happy  and  original,  and 
are  oftentimes  richly  laden  with  suggestive 
or  picturesque  meanings.  The  great  defects 
of  her  style  are  due  to  her  extreme  volubility,, 
and  her  constant  intrusion  upon  her  verse  off 
riddling  and  staccato- like  questions,  which 
break  its  continuity  and  impair  its  clearness 
as  well  as  its  force  and  elegance.  These  abated 
— and  it  should  be  said  that  in  many  of  her 
poems,  especially  her  sonnets,  they  are  not  vis- 
ible— Miss  Wheeler’s  style  is  suggestive  of 
large  possibilities.  Of  her  matter  we  must 
speak  with  more  reserve.  Her  imagination  is 
quick,  versatile,  aud  virile,  bnt  it  is  limited  in 
its  range,  and  its  flights  are  not  exalted.  Her 
conception  of  the  passion  of  love  is  intense  but 
narrow,  aud  neither  tree  nor  elevating;  her 
ideals,  though  far  from  being  lascivious,  are 
carnal  and  sensual ; the  love  that  she  pictures 
is  not  pure,  constant,  true,  and  ennobling,  bnt 
is  mere  amorousness,  hot  while  it  lasts,  but  in- 
constant, and  flavored  with  a spice  of  license* 
While  these  are  the  characteristics  of  the 
greater  portion  of  the  poems  in  the  volnme 
before  us,  it  is  only  just  to  say  that  in  several 
of  her  lyrics  ami  most  of  her  sonnets  she  rises 
to  a higher  and  more  spiritual  level,  and  cele- 
brates the  influences  of  the  master-passion  with 
great  power  aud  tenderness,  and  also  with  en- 
tire purity.  

Professor  Noursb,  of  the  United  States 
navy,  has  prepared,  chiefly  from  official  sources, 


• Legends,  Lyrics,  and  Sonnets.  By  Francks  L.  Mac*.  * Poems  of  Passion.  By  Ella  Wbeklik.  Sq.  lfano, 
16mo,  pp.  193.  Boston ; Guppies,  Uph&m,  and  Co.  pp.  ISO.  Chicago : Belford,  Clarke,  and  Co. 
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au  account  of  American  Explorations  in  the  Ice 
Zone8y 8 which  is  designed  to  accredit  the  work 
of  American  explorers  in  a manner  sufficiently 
popular  to  satisfy  the  needs  of  youthful  read- 
ers, but  yet  with  a due  regard  to  the  claims 
of  science.  He  has  very  properly  prefaced  his 
record  of  the  labors  of  our  own  countrymen  in 
recent  times  by  a brief  epitome  of  the  various 
voyages  made  by  eminent  navigators  in  search 
of  a northwest  passage,  from  the  discovery  of 
America,  and  of  the  new  way  to  India  by  the 
Cape  of  Good  Hope,  to  the  present  century,  in- 
cluding the  voyages  of  Frobisher,  the  Cabots, 
Chancellor,  Davis,  Baffin,  Phipps,  Anson,  and 
Sir  John  Franklin.  He  then  gives  more  ex- 
tended but  still  condensed  sketches  of  the 
voyages  and  explorations  of  De  Haven,  Dr. 
Kane,  the  late  Admiral  Rodgers,  and  Dr.  Hayes, 
the  three  expeditions  of  Captain  Hall,  the  re- 
markable sledge  journey  of  three  thousand 
miles  by  Lieutenant  Schwatka,  the  cruise  and 
loss  of  the  Jeannette , the  relief  expedition  sent 
out  for  De  Long  by  the  Treasury  Department 
under  Captain  Hooper  and  by  the  Navy  De- 
partment under  Lieutenant  Berry.  To  theBe 
is  added  a notice  of  the  first  expedition  sent 
out  by  the  United  States  for  scientific  pur- 
poses, being  that  of  1838-42  to  the  antarctic 
regions,  uuder  Lieutenant  Wilkes,  and  the  vol- 
ume closes  with  a statement  of  the  positions 
and  objects  of  the  arctic  observers  under  the 
United  States  Signal  Service.  The  compila- 
tion comprises  the  instructions  uuder  which 
our  vaiions  commanders  acted,  a statement  of 
the  results  accomplished  in  each  instance,  and 
a connected  and  authentic  narrative  of  the 
Incidents  and  eveuts  of  each  expedition.  The 
work  embodies  a record  that  reflects  honor 
upon  our  country,  and  is  a very  convenient 
reference-summary  for  all  who  are  interested 
in  this  field  of  scientific  investigation  and  ad- 
venture. 


It  is  seldom  that  we  have  found  in  more 
pretentious  books  so  much  solid  food  for  re- 
flection aud  so  much  of  valuable  counsel  and 
suggestion  as  we  have  found  in  an  unassum- 
ing little  volume  entitled  Mother's  in  Council ,# 
ostensibly,  aud  perhaps  really, proceeding  from 
the  informal  gathering  of  certain  mothers  in  a 
Virginia  couuty  in  what  they  term  “ mothers* 
meetings/*  and  in  which  they  read  and  dis- 
cussed original  or  selected  observations  ou 
such  practical  subjects  as  the  management 
and  the  social,  moral,  and  intellectual  educa- 
tion aud  training  of  children,  the  selection 
and  treatment  of  servants,  the  care  of  a house- 
hold, and  the  oversight  of  the  domestic  econ- 
omies and  amenities  that  appertain  thereto, 
the  selection  aud  use  of  books  for  children,  the 
question  of  amusements  and  Sunday  occupa- 

• American  Explorations  in  the  Ice  Zones.  Prepared 
Chiefly  from  Official  Sources.  By  Professor  J.  E. 
Noursr,  U.S.N.  Illustrated.  8vo,  pp.  578.  Boston: 
D.  Lothrop  and  Co. 

• Mother*  in  Council.  16mo,  pp.  194.  New  York : 
Harper  and  Brothers. 


tions,  of  dietetics,  clothing,  hygiene,  and  man- 
ifold other  equally  practical  subjects,  each  of 
which  is  treated  from  diverse  points  of  view, 
with  the  earnestness  aud  sincerity  of  purpose 
that  we  should  naturally  look  for  in  a coun- 
cil of  intelligent  and  thoughtful  mothers,  aud 
with  an  unwonted  degree  of  thoroughness,  in- 
dependence, and  wisdom.  The  little  book  is  a 
treasury  of  helpful  and  suggestive  thought;, 
readily  applicable  in  every  family,  upon  themes 
of  immediate  practical  importance,  which  are 
hourly  pressing  themselves  upon  the  attention 
of  those  who  have  the  care  and  nnrtnre  of 
children  and  the  domestic  government  of  our 
households. 


While  it  is  undoubtedly  true  that  common- 
sense  and  good  taste  lie  at  the  basis  of  the 
manners  and  usages  of  polite  society,  and  that 
no  very  serious  infractions  of  its  canons  will 
happen  where  these  co-exist,  it  is  no  less  true 
that  all  are  not  born  writh  an  intuitive  know- 
ledge of  the  minutiae  of  these  usages  any  more 
tliau  they  are  born  with  an  intuitive  know- 
ledge of  orthography  or  geography.  It  is  fur- 
ther true  that  even  the  most  practiced  men 
and  women  of  the  world  are  occasionally  liable 
to  solecisms  in  politeness,  just  as  the  most  ac- 
complished scholar  may  contract  the  habit  of 
lapsing  into  occasional  improprieties  of  speech 
aud  pronunciation.  It  may  be — nay,  it  is — as 
great  a mark  of  ill-breeding  to  “ mako  eyes**  in 
society  at  one’s  little  short-comings  or  impro- 
prieties, or  to  make  an  ostentatious  parade  of 
our  own  superiority  in  the  social  observances, 
as  it  is  to  invite  attention  to  a slip  in  gram- 
mar or  pronuuciation,  and  to  parade  our  owu 
superior  accuracy  in  such  matters.  In  either 
case,  genuine  good-breeding — which,  as  we 
have  said,  has  its  basis  in  good  sense  and  good 
taste,  and,  we  may  add,  in  that  fine  urbanity 
which  has  its  spring  in  a tenderness  for  the 
feelings  of  others  — would  take  no  notice, 
would  seem  unconscious.  But  still  we  must 
take  the  world  as  we  find  it,  and  if  we  would 
escape  ridicule  and  inconvenient  mistakes,  we 
must  constantly  revise  our  manners  by  the 
code  that  is  in  vogue,  so  as  to  conform  to  the 
prevailing  usage.  And  although  we  should 
scarcely  go  so  for  as  to  declare  that  one  might 
as  well  be  “out  of  the  world  as  out  of  fash- 
ion,** yet  when  we  consider  that  polite  society 
is  as  certainly  as  the  rest  of  the  world  making 
improvements  on  the  old  methods,  w hich  are 
often  substantial  additions  to  comfort,  or  con- 
venience, or  enjoyment,  we  are  impelled  to 
ask,  Where  is  the  sense  in  holding  out  against 
the  now  mode,  and  in  making  ourselves  con- 
spicuous and  perhaps  uncomfortable  by  so 
doiugf  Indeed,  is  there  not  something  that 
is  contrary  to  that  true  delicacy  which  is  of 
the  essence  of  good-breeding  in  flaunting  our 
old-fashioned  ways  in  the  face  of  the  new  ones 
that  have  become  customary  ? Montaigne  has 
wisely  said  in  one  of  his  delightful  essays  that 
“the  knowledge  of  courtesy  and  manuers  is  a 
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very  necessary  study/’  that  “fashion  is  like 
grace  and  beauty,”  and  that  “ while  a wise 
man  ought  to  withdraw  and  retire  his  soul 
from  the  crowd,  and  there  keep  it  at  liberty 
and  in  power  to  judge  freely  of  things,  yet  he 
should  absolutely  follow  and  conform  himself 
to  the  fashion  of  the  times.”  There  is  sound 
common  - sense  and  true  worldly  wisdom  in 
this  counsel  of  the  shrewd  Frenchman.  And 
if  our  readers,  alike  those  who  are  only  a lit- 
tle “ rusty”  in  the  new  usages  and  those  who 
are  just  beginning  to  learn  the  alphabet  of  so- 
cial etiquette,  are  iuelined  to  follow  it,  we  know 
of  no  guide  which  may  be  more  satisfactorily 
consulted  than  an  eminently  sensible  and  very 
comprehensive  little  volume  on  Manners  and 
Social  Usages,'0  which  has  been  prepared  by 
Mrs.  Sherwood,  in  which  she  describes  the  cere- 
monies that  prevail  and  the  etiquette  that  is 
observed  in  the  polite  society  of  to-day,  and 
also  gives  the  reasons  for  them,  with  the  tact 
and  refinement  of  a true  gentlewoman.  Her 
convenient  and  tasteful  little  manual  covers 
the  entire  round  of  social  observances,  require- 
ments, and  proprieties;  and  it  may  be  consult- 
ed with  the  certainty  of  finding  all  that  is  ne- 
cessary to  enable  those  who  have  a reasonable 
share  of  intelligence  so  to  acquit  themselves 
as  to  avoid  those  compromising  blunders  and 
improprieties  which  are  regarded  by  the  fash- 
ionable world  as  only  less  unpardonable  than 
crimes. 


It  might  be  very  naturally  inferred  from  its 
title  that  Mr.  George  Alfred  Townsend’s  ro- 
mance, The  Entailed  Hat,11  belongs  to  the  class 
of  popular  wonder-stories  such  as  have  been 
written  by  Hans  Christian  Andersen,  the  bro- 
thers Grimm,  and  others,  in  which  the  legends 
and  traditions  of  folk  and  fairy  lore  are  repro- 
duced for  the  amusement  of  young  people.  But 
the  perusal  of  a few  only  of  its  pages  will  suf- 
fice to  disabuse  the  mind  of  the  reader  of  any 
such  impression.  It  is  true  that  an  “ entailed 
hat” — which  had  been  preserved  from  genera- 
tion to  generation,  as  an  heirloom  of  their  an- 
cestors and  a memento  of  their  departed  great- 
ness, by  the  family  of  one  of  the  chief  actors  in 
the  story,  and  which  finally  came  into  his  pos- 
session as  its  head  and  representative,  the  sole 
legacy  of  his  impoverished  father — plays  a con- 
spicuous and  even  a weird  part  in  the  drama 
that  is  unfolded.  But  it  possesses  no  magical 
properties,  and  figures  merely  as  one  of  the 
stage  effects  or  accessories  by  which  the  pecul- 
iar idiosyncrasies  and  the  mental,  moral,  and 
physical  characteristics  of  its  modern  owner 
and  wearer  are  made  to  appear  more  pro- 
nounced, more  grotesque  aud  incongruous, 
more  violently  in  contrast  with  his  social  sur- 
ronudiugs,  aud  the  man  himself  more  impos- 

18  Manners  and  Social  Usages.  By  Mrs.  John  Sher- 
wood. lGmo,  pp.  825.  New  York : Harper  and  Bro- 
thers. 

n The  Entailed  Hat ; or,  Patty  Cannon's  Times.  A 
Romance.  By  Georgs  Alfred  Townsend  (“  Gath’’). 
ICmo,  pp.  565.  New  York : Harper  and  Brothers. 


sible  as  a successful  suitor  for  the  respect  and 
affection  of  a beautiful  and  cultivated  woman. 
The  scene  of  the  story  is  laid  in  one  of  the  coun- 
ties of  the  Eastern  Shore  of  Maryland,  which  a 
little  over  half  a century  ago  was  the  head- 
quarters of  an  organized  band  of  thieves,  rob- 
bers, murderers,  and  kidnappers,  under  the 
leadership  of  a bold,  astatc,  and  desperately 
wicked  woman ; aud  the  narrator  depicts  with 
great  vividness  the  system  of  kidnapping  aud 
its  attendant  villainies  and  horrors  as  it  then 
existed,  aud  of  which  the  Eastern  Shore  was 
one  of  the  most  convenient  centres.  This,  how- 
ever, is  but  one  of  the  aspects  of  the  story.  An- 
other object  which  the  author  has  held  steadi- 
ly in  view,  and  which  is  illustrated  with  gen- 
uine but  crude  power,  is  to  delineate  the  con- 
trasts that  existed  between  the  old  patrician 
families  of  Maryland  and  Virginia,  descendants 
of  the  dissolute  favorites  of  Charles  II.  and 
James  II.,  who  originally  and  for  many  genera- 
tions absorbed  the  wealth  and  social  distinction 
of  the  province,  but  at  the  time  of  the  opening 
of  the  tale  had  begun  to  show  signs  of  impov- 
erishment and  decay,  and  the  plebeian  laborers 
and  foresters  who  constituted  the  body  of  the 
people.  These  classes  and  the  conflicts  of  in- 
terest and  mutations  of  fortune  which  they 
experienced  are  typically  represented  by  two 
principal  actors — Judge  Custis,  the  last  male 
descendant  of  the  family  of  wrhom  Martha  Cus- 
tis, the  w ife  of  Washington,  was  a member,  aud 
Meshach  Milbnrn,  a descendant  of  the  Jacob 
Millborne,  son-in-law  of  Governor  Leisler  of 
New  York,  who,  with  his  father-in-law',  was  il- 
legally executed  in  1690  on  a plea  of  high  trea- 
son and  felony,  bnt  whose  sentence  and  attain- 
der were  afterward  reversed  by  William  III. 
Judge  Custis  is  made  to  reflect  the  virtues  and 
vices  of  the  Cavalier  stock,  while  Milburn  re- 
flects the  directly  opposite  Puritan  traits  of 
character,  and  in  addition  is  made  to  appear 
odd  and  grotesque  to  the  verge  of  the  ridicu- 
lous by  persistently  wearing  the  ancient  and 
dilapidated  hat  of  his  forefathers  on  all  holi- 
days, high  days,  and  notable  occasions,  aud  is 
otherwise  rendered  unpleasant,  if  not  exactly 
odious,  by  bis  bard,  grasping,  miserly,  and  ca- 
pable business  methods,  his  utter  indifference 
to  the  opinions  of  others,  and  his  apparently 
cold,  unemotional,  and  unloving  nature.  The 
elegant  and  polished  descendant  of  the  Cava- 
liers wastes  his  substance  in  expensive  living, 
in  the  race  for  social  and  political  distinction, 
and  in  large  business  enterprises  for  which 
he  has  no  aptitudes.  The  hard  and  ungainly 
descendant  of  the  old  Puritan  stock  is  con- 
stantly accumulating  wealth  and  influence  by 
parsimony,  prudence,  aud  keen  far-sighted- 
ness, and  is  silently  and  unobtrusively  em- 
barkiug  in  broad  and  comprehensive  business 
undertakings.  In  a pinch  of  necessity  the 
judge,  having  sunk  his  wife’s  trust-money  in 
one  of  his  unsuccessful  enterprises,  applies  to 
Milburn  for  a loan,  and  upon  its  being  granted, 
repeats  his  applications  until  all  his  property 
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is  in  the  grasp  of  his  creditor,  together  with 
the  evidence  of  transactions  which  must  for- 
ever blast  his  reputation  if  they  are  exposed. 
While  events  were  shaping  in  this  wise,  the 
daughter  of  Judge  Custis  had  grown  up  from 
beautiful  childhood  to  still  more  beautiful 
womanhood;  and  besides  being  endowed  with 
every  captivating  grace  of  mind  aud  person, 
was  the  possessor  of  raro  force  of  character 
conjoined  with  the  utmost  gentleness  of  dispo- 
sition and  manners.  She  had  first  attracted  the 
attention  of  Milburn  when  she  was  a child  of 
seven  or  eight,  by  a characteristic  act  that  he 
never  forgot.  As  he  was  passing  along  the 
street,  shunned  and  derided  by  liis  fellow- 
townsmen,  his  grotesque  hat  and  his  uncouth 
appearance  generally  were  hailed  with  scoffs 
and  jeers  by  the  children  of  the  place,  with 
the  exception  of  the  judge’s  beautiful  daugh- 
ter. Instead  of  joiuing  in  the  derision  that 
her  companions  showered  upon  tho  attire  aud 
appearance  of  the  descendant  of  the  Round- 
heads,  she  was  moved  by  a touch  of  divine 
pity  for  his  isolation  and  friendlessness,  aud 
to  his  great  surprise  offered  him  a flower 
with  words  of  gracious  aud  kindly  sympathy. 
This  trifling  act  aroused  a feeling  of  profound 
gratitude  iu  the  heart  of  the  cold,  hard  man, 
and  was  the  active  cause  of  his  favorable  re- 
sponse to  her  embarrassed  father’s  repeated 
applications  for  large  pecuniary  loans.  As 
the  years  roiled  on,  aud  the  girl  ripeued  into 
a beautiful  and  accomplished  woman,  Mil- 
burn’s  gratitude  insensibly  ripened  into  pas- 
sionate love,  which  at  first  and  for  a long  while 
manifested  itself  by  silent  and  distant  adora- 
tion. Under  the  influence  of  the  divine  pas- 
sion, and  the  sense  of  his  own  nnworthiuess 
which  it  inspired,  Milburn  devoted  himself 
with  all  tho  concentrated  energy  of  his  nature 
to  the  refinement  of  liis  speech  and  manners, 
the  cultivation  of  his  great  native  powers  of 
intellect,  and  the  exercise  of  carefully  con- 
cealed acts  of  benevolence,  while  at  the  same 
time  he  redoubled  his  exertions  for  the  accu- 
mulation of  wealth  and  power.  So  that  at 
length,  when  the  crisis  arrived  in  the  affairs  of 
the  judge,  and  bankruptcy  aud  shameful  ex- 
posure impended,  Milburn  was  able  to  offer  to 
stand  between  him  and  financial  and  social 
ruin.  But  tho  offer  was  coupled  with  the  con- 
dition that  the  judge’s  favorite  and  accom- 
plished daughter  should  become  his  wife.  Nat- 
urally the  proposition  was  abhorrent  to  tho 
judge,  who  at  first  stormed  aud  raved  over  it, 
but  took  no  steps — and  indeed  was  powerless 
to  take  any — to  avert  it.  Meantime  the  judge’s 
unhappiness,  his  growing  addiction  to  strong 
drink,  and  the  distress  resulting  from  his  busi- 
ness embarrassments  had  not  escaped  the  keen 
and  loving  eyes  of  his  child;  bnt  the  extent 
of  the  complications  that  environed  him,  and 
their  terrible  contingencies,  were  first  revealed 
to  her  by  Milburn,  accompanied  by  tho  offer  to 
extricate  her  father  from  them,  and  its  astound- 
ing condi  tion.  Vesta  w as  not  absolutely  fancy- 


free,  neither  was  she  unequivocally  iu  love  with 
any  one,  and  the  startling  proposition  was  at 
first  received  by  her  with  astonishment  not  un- 
mixed with  repugnance.  But  the  delicacy 
and  chivalry  of  Milburn,  tho  unexpected  reve- 
lation to  her  of  his  great  natural  powers  and 
genuine  worth,  and  the  impending  ruin  and 
disgrace  of  her  father,  determined  her  to  accept 
it.  In  handling  this  portion  of  his  romance — 
so  that  the  true  nobility  of  Milburn  is  made 
apparent  beneath  the  husk  of  his  grotesque 
and  unconventional  garb  and  of  his  unpre- 
possessing general  exterior,  and  wins  in  a nat- 
ural manner  upon  the  respect  and  esteem  of 
the  fastidious  and  beautiful  woman,  aud  so 
also  that  her  grand  act  of  self-sacrifice  is  robbed 
of  any  semblance  of  mere  mercenariness — Mr. 
Townsend  has  manifested  the  skill  of  a trne 
artist.  Equally  delicate  and  artistic  is  the  de- 
velopment of  the  drama  in  which  he  depicts 
the  growth  in  the  mind  of  the  daughter  of  the 
feeling  of  genuine  wifely  pride  and  love.  On 
this  main  stem  sundry  other  episodes  are  graft- 
ed, some  of  them  cleverly  and  skillfully,  and 
others  coarsely  and  clumsily  wrought.  Mr. 
Townsend  is  a ruthless  iconoclast  of  the  rep- 
utations and  character  of  the  patrician  fam- 
ilies of  Virginia  and  Maryland,  and  with  a 
zest  that  may  be  only  characterized  as  brutal 
does  his  best  to  shatter  the  traditional  rever- 
ence that  is  entertaiued  for  many  of  the  most 
illustrious  names.  Of  this  there  is  an  excess 
in  tho  story — an  excess  likewise  in  the  scones 
of  blood  and  violence  with  which  it  is  studded, 
and  which  reduce  portions  of  his  otherwise 
powerful  and  inthralling  tale  to  the  level  of  a 
highly  seasoned  dime  novel. 


The  remaining  works  of  fiction  that  merit 
notice  are  The  Man  She  Cared  Far,1*  by  F.  \V. 
Robinson ; An  Old  Man's  Love,11  by  Anthony 
Trollope ; Good  Stones  of  Man  and  Other  Ani- 
mals," by  Charles  Reade ; A Grave-yard  Flow - 
er,ls  by  Wilhelinine  von  Hillern ; Archibald  Mai - 
maison,16  by  Julian  Hawthorne;  Thoms  in  Tour 
Sides,11  by  Harrietts  A.  Keyser;  three  volumes 
of  Stoiies  by  Amej'ican  Authors,19  originally  pub- 
lished in  sundry  of  our  monthly  periodicals; 
and  a cheap  illustrated  edition  of  Mr.  Roe’s 
The  Opening  of  a Chestnut  Bum.19 


11  The  Man  She  Cared  For.  A Novel.  By  F.  W.  Rob- 
inson. “ Franklin  Square  Library.”  4to.pp.74.  New 
York : Harper  and  Brothers. 

13  An  Ota  Man's  Love.  A Novel.  By  Anthont  Trol- 
lope. “ Franklin  Square  Library.”  4to.  pp.40.  New 
York  : Harper  and  Brothers. 

1 4 Good  Stories  of  Man  an  d Other  A nimals.  By  Charlies 
Reade.  “Franklin  Square  Library.”  4to,  pp.09.  New 
York : Harper  and  Brothers. 

18  A Grave-yard  Flower.  By  Wilhelmine  von  Htl- 
i.ern.  Translated  by  Clara  Bell.  ISino,  pp.  160. 
New  York  : William  S.  Gottsbersrer. 

18  Archibald  Malmaison , By  Julian  Hawthorne. 
16mo,  pp.  120.  New  York : Funk  and  Wagnalls. 

17  Thorns  in  Tour  Sides.  By  Harrietts  A.  K ether. 
lGmo.  pp.  238.  New  York : G.  P.  Putnam’s  Sons. 

lp  Stories  by  American  Authors.  Vols.  I.,  If.,  and  III. 
lGino,  pp.  177, 198,  and  190.  New  York : Charles  Scrib- 
ner’s Sons. 

n The  Opening  of  a Chestnut  Burr . By  E.  P.  Rob. 
Paper,  4to,  pp.  88.  New  York : Dodd,  Mead,  and  Co. 
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POLITICAL. 

OUR  Record  is  closed  on  the  14th  of  May. 

— In  Congress  the  following  bills  were 
passed:  Post-office  Appropriation,  $49,750,400, 
Senate,  April  18 ; to  establish  a Bureau  of  La- 
bor Statistics,  House,  April  19 ; to  provide  a 
uniform  system  of  bankruptcy,  Senate,  April 
21 ; to  increase  the  pension  list,  House,  April 
21 ; to  create  a Bureau  of  Navigation,  House, 
April  21 ; Pension  Appropriation,  House,  April 
22;  Shipping  Bill,  with  amendment  making  it 
lawful  for  any  citizen  of  the  United  States  to 
import  iron  and  steel  steam-ships  of  not  less 
than  4000  tons  free,  and  entitling  such  vessels 
to  American  registry,  provided  they  are  owned 
exclusively  by  Americans,  and  not  to  be  em- 
ployed in  the  coastwise  trade,  House,  April  26, 
and  amended  and  passed  by  Senate,  May  8 ; 
plenro-pnemnonia,  Senate,  April  27 ; to  secure 
stricter  enforcement  of  the  anti-Chinese  law, 
House,  May  3;  to  appropriate  $1,000,000  for  New 
Orleans  Exhibition,  House,  May  8;  to  place 
General  Grant  on  the  retired  list,  Senate,  May 
13;  Indian  Appropriation,  Senate,  May  13;  to 
provide  a civil  government  for  Alaska,  House, 
May  13. 

The  Morrison  tariff  bill  was  defeated  in  the 
House,  May  6,  by  a vote  of  159  to  155.  Of 
the  ayes,  118  were  Republicans  and  41  Demo- 
crats ; and  of  the  nays,  151  Democrats  and  4 
Republicans. 

The  following  nominations  were  made  by 
State  Conventions : Tennessee  Republican, 
April  17,  Judge  Frank  T.  Reid,  for  Governor, 
by  acclamation ; New  York  Republican,  April 
23,  Hon.  Charles  Andrews  (Republican)  aud 
Hon.  Charles  A.  Rapallo  (Democrat),  forjudges 
of  Court  of  Appeals  (present  incumbents); 
Ohio  Republican,  April  23,  J.  S.  Robinson,  Sec- 
retary of  8tate,  and  Chief  Justice  W.  W.  John- 
son, Judge  of  Supreme  Court;  Maine  Repub- 
lican, April  30,  renominated  Governor  Robie. 

The  Louisiana  State  election,  April  22,  re- 
sulted in  the  choice  of  S.  D.  McEnery,  Demo- 
crat, for  Governor,  by  a majority  of  50,000. 

An  attempt  in  the  British  House  of  Com- 
mons, May  13,  to  censure  the  Gladstone  minis- 
try for  not  taking  measures  to  rescue  General 
Gordon  failed  by  a vote  of  275  to  303. 

Franco  and  China  have  made  a treaty  of 
peace.  China  engages  to  rccoguize  the  present 
and  any  future  treaties  that  may  bo  made  be- 
tween France  and  Anaro.  In  view  of  the  con- 
ciliatory attitude  taken  by  China,  and  the 
patriotic  wisdom  of  Li  Hung  Chang,  France 
abandons  all  claim  to  indemnity  for  the  losses 
sustained  during  the  troubles  between  the  two 
nations.  China  consents  to  freedom  of  trade 
between  Anam,  France,  and  China,  for  the  es- 
tablishment of  which  a treaty  of  commerce 
will  shortly  be  concluded. 

The  election  for  members  of  the  Spanish 
Chamber  of  Deputies  resulted  in  tbe  choice 


of  334  Conservatives,  including  20  Ultramon- 
tanes. 

Two  thousand  men,  women,  and  children, 
many  of  them  refugees  from  Khartoom,  were 
massacred  by  tbe  Arabs  iu  Shendy. 

DISASTERS. 

April  18. — Collision  iu  mid-ocean  between 
steamer  Slate  of  Florida  and  bark  Ponetna. 
Both  vessels  lost  and  135  persons  drowned. 

April  21. — Five  persons  killed  aud  one  hun- 
dred injured  during  a fire  and  panic  in  a circus 
building  in  Bucharest. 

April  27. — More  than  forty  persons  killed  by 
tbe  falling  of  a train  of  cars  into  tbe  river  near 
Cindad  Real,  Spain. 

April  28. — French  banker  Paquebot  run  down 
aud  sunk  by  Norwegian  bark  Venus.  Twelve 
men  drowned. 

April  29. — Fourteen  inmates  of  Van  Buren 
County  poor-house,  near  Hartford,  Michigan, 
burned  to  death. — Explosion  of  powder-maga- 
zines of  San  Antouio,  near  Havana.  Twenty- 
one  persons  killed  and  many  wounded. 

Late  in  April  and  early  in  May  extensive 
forest  fires  in  New  York,  New  Jersey,  and  Penn- 
sylvania, burning  several  villages  and  many 
square  miles  of  timber  laud.  A number  of  per- 
sons perished  in  the  Homes. 

OBITUARY. 

April  17. — In  New  York,  Thomas  G.  Apple- 
ton,  of  Boston,  aged  seventy-two  years. 

April  22. — In  New  York,  Alviu  J.  Johnson, 
aged  fifty-seven  years. 

Apiil  24. — In  Paris,  France,  Maria  Taglioui, 
the  famous  dancer,  aged  eighty  years. 

April  25. — In  New  York,  Dr.  Willard  Parker, 
in  his  eighty-fourth  year. — In  New  York,  Gen- 
eral Emerson  Opdycke,  aged  fifty-four  years. — 

Iu  Newark,  New  Jersey,  ex-Governor  Marcus 
L.  Ward,  aged  seventy-one  years. 

April  27. — At  Irvington,  New  Jersey,  Dr. 
Sandford  B.  Hunt,  editor  of  the  Newark  Adver- 
tiser, aged  fifty-eight  years. 

April  29. — At  Brighton,  England,  Sir  Michael 
Costa,  aged  seventy- four  years. 

May  2. — At  Brighton,  England,  Henry  (Chev- 
alier) Wikoff,  aged  seventy-four  years. 

May  4. — At  Prague,  Bohemia,  ex-Empress 
Auna,  in  her  eiglity-first  year. 

May  6. — In  Philadelphia,  Dr.  Samuel  D. 
Gross,  aged  seventy-nine  years. 

May  7. — In  Norw  ich,  Connecticut,  John  F. 
Slater,  aged  sixty-nine  years. 

May  8. — In  London,  J udah  P.  Benjamin,  aged 
seventy-three  years. 

May  11. — Iu  Constantinople,  Midhat  Pasha, 
aged  sixty-two  years. 

May  12. — At  Nantucket,  Massachusetts, 
Charles  O’Conor,  aged  eighty  years. 

May  13. — In  Chicago,  Cyrus  H.  McCormick, 
aged  seveuty-five  years. 
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WHAT  is  the  matter  with  the  human  race  ? 

What  obliquity  is  it  that  induces  peo- 
ple to  tell  lies  out  of  which  they  can  get  no 
possible  benefit  ? Are  the  majority  of  people 
consciously  un  veracious,  or  are  they  really  the 
dupes  of  their  senses  ? “ I said  in  my  wrath  all 

men  are  liars.”  Perhaps  he  might  have  said  it 
coolly  and  with  scientific  precision.  Perhaps 
it  is  a question  of  physiology  rather  than  of 
morals.  The  human  frame  is  acknowledged 
to  be  a wonderful  piece  of  mechanism.  The 
Psalmist  admired  it,  but  it  puzzled  him.  If  he 
had  been  a scientist  he  would  have  been  able 
to  give  physiological  reasons  for  the  opinion 
that  there  is  not  one  perfect  man — no,  not  one. 
Scarcely  a perfect  woman.  It  is  known  that 
two  people  do  not  see  the  same  thing  alike, 
and  consequently  they  describe  it  differently. 
They  do  not  hear  the  same  statement  alike, 
and  they  always  repeat  it  with  variations.  Of 
all  witnesses  the  eye  is  the  least  trustworthy. 
It  appears  to  be  the  most  subject  to  delusions. 
There  is  a reason  for  this.  No  two  persous 
have  eyes  alike.  The  two  eyes  in  one  head 
are  seldom  alike  ; if  they  match  in  color,  they 
are  different  iu  form,  different  in  focus.  Not 
one  eye  in  ten  millions  is  in  a normal,  perfect 
condition.  The  focus  is  either  behind  the  ret- 
ina or  in  front  of  it,  and  the  eye  is  either  near- 
sighted or  far-sighted.  What  can  be  expected 
of  such  an  imperfect  organ  in  the  way  of  cor- 
rect observation  f It  appears  to  be  still  worse 
with  the  ear.  It  is  at  best  a crooked  organ, 
and  nearly  everything  that  passes  through  it 
gets  a twist.  And  these  two  defective  ma- 
chines are  allied  with  probably  the  most  de- 
ceitful little  member  that  ever  was  — the 
tongue.  The  effort  of  the  tongue  to  put  into 
sound  and  speech  the  so-called  impressions  ob- 
tained through  the  complicated  mechanism  of 
the  eye  and  the  ear  is  a ludicrous  failure.  Any 
one  who  is  familiar  with  a court  of  justice  or 
neighborhood  talk  knows  that.  And  owing  to 
the  sympathy  of  one  part  of  the  body  with  an- 
other, the  thumb  and  the  fore  and  middle  fin- 
gers (which  hold  the  pen)  become  infected. 
The  substitution  of  the  inflexible  stylographic 
pen  for  the  flowing  quill  and  the  flexible  steel 
it  was  thought  would  tend  to  remedy  this  de- 
fect. But  this  obstacle  in  the  way  of  writing 
does  not  check  the  tendency  to  prevaricate  any 
more  than  stuttering  does  in  the  case  of  the 
tongue;  and  it  is  just  as  difficult  for  a stut- 
terer to  speak  the  truth  as  for  a glib-tougued 
person.  The  consequence  of  this  infection  of 
the  pen-fingers  is  that  what  is  not  strictly  true 
now  and  then  creeps  into  print.  People  are 
beginning  to  find  out  this  physical  defect,  and 
many  persons  now  will  not  believe  what  they 
read  in  a newspaper  any  more  than  if  it  were 
told  them  by  an  intimate  friend.  But  they 
read,  it  and  repeat  it ; and  owing  to  the  eye 
defects  before  spoken  of,  they  scarcely  ever  re- 


peat it  as  it  is  printed.  So  wo  all  become  in- 
volved in  a congeries  of  misrepresentation. 
The  Drawer  need  not  point  out  that  the  re- 
medy for  all  this  is  the  production  of  a phys- 
ically perfect  man. 

The  Drawer,  which  sits  at  the  receipt  of 
stories,  has  occasiou  to  muse  much  upon  the 
fallibility  of  human  testimony.  Do  the  men 
and  women  who  send  it  stories  which  are  as 
old  as  Solon,  and  declare  that  the  incidents  re- 
lated occurred  in  their  own  observation  and 
experience,  know  that  there  is  auother  world? 
Sisters  and  brothers,  why  are  we  made  thus? 
You  remember  the  story  told  years  ago  about 
Henry  Ward  Beecher.  More  than  one  person, 
attendants  upon  Mr.  Beecher's  church,  known 
to  be  persons  of  character  and  veracity,  told 
the  writer  of  this  paragraph,  and  declared 
that  they  told  the  exact  truth,  that  one  hot 
Sunday  morning  Mr.  Beecher  ascended  his 
pulpit,  wiping  his  face,  and  when  he  stood 
up  to  preach  began  with  this  sentence:  “It 
is  as  hot  as  h-ll — was  the  remark  I heard 
coming  in  at  the  door.”  This  was  vouched  for 
by  several  trustworthy  persons  who  heard  Mr. 
Beecher  say  it.  And  yet  Mr.  Beecher  never 
made  any  remark  in  the  pulpit  like  that.  He 
assured  the  ^writer  of  this  paragraph  that  he 
never  said  anything  like  it ; and  his  denial  was 
unnecessary,  for  the  story  is  a very  old  one,  and 
is  related  of  Robert  Hall,  atnoug  others.  It 
might  have  been  told  of  a priest  of  Jupiter, 
who  made  that  remark  on  ascending  the  steps 
of  the  temple  at  Rome,  if  the  popular  notion 
of  the  temperature  of  Hades  had  been  in  Rome 
what  it  is  in  Brooklyn  of  h-11.  Sisters  and 
brothers,  wrhat  induced  ypu  to  tell  that  story 
about  Beecher  ? 

Take  another  case.  There  is  a story  about 
a wedding  trip  that  has  been  knocking  about 
the  country  for  some  time.  We  have  tried  to 
keep  it  out  of  the  Drawer,  but  it  is  of  no  use 
to  kick  against  it  any  longer.  It  was  first  told 
to  the  Drawer  editor  in  October,  1883,  by  a 
clergyman  of  strict  temperance  principles  and 
high  character — in  fact,  a total  abstaiuer — 
who  had  it  from  a friend  of  his,  first  hand,  who 
had  just  returned  from  the  West.  This  friend, 
mind  you,  saw  and  heard  what  he  related, 
and  he  was  a person  of  undoubted  veracity, 
though  perhaps  os  an  abstainer,  when  travel- 
ling, not  so  total  as  tbe  clergyman.  It  was,  in 
brief,  to  this  effect.  In  the  car  on  a train  from 
Toledo  to  Chicago  was  a man  who  sat  aloue, 
looking  absently  out  of  the  window,  and  ap- 
pearing dejected.  During  the  passage  an  ac- 
cident happened  to  a newsboy,  and  the  gener- 
ous passengers  passed  round  the  hat  for  him. 
The  solitary  man  alone  of  all  the  carful  re- 
fused to  contribute  auything,  not  even  a quar- 
ter. Somebody  remarked  audibly  upon  his 
stinginess,  when  he  turned  round  and  said: 
“ Gentlemen,  it  may  appear  strange  to  you  that 
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I give  nothing ; but  1 haven’t  a cent  of  money. 
The  fact  is,  I was  married  yesterday,  and  I am 
on  my  wedding  trip,  and  I hadn’t  money  enough 
to  bring  my  wife  along.” 

In  December  following  the  editor  of  the 
Drawer  was  seated  with  two  other  gentlemen 
in  a library  in  New  York.  One  of  them  said: 
44  I heard  a good  story  the  other  day  from  a 
friend  of  mine  who  has  just  returned  from  Eu- 
rope. Going  down  the  Danube  from  Pesth  last 
summer,  he  noticed  ou  the  steamboat  a melan- 
choly-looking man,  who  did  not  appear  to  care 
much  for  the  scenery,  but  leaned  over  the 
guards  and  vacantly  regarded  the  river.  Falling 
into  conversation  with  him,  be  ascertained  that 
the  man  was  a Prussian.  Remarking  that  the 
journey  did  not  seem  to  interest  him,  the  Prus- 
sian said:  4 No;  I’m  rather  lonesome.  The 
truth  is,  Pm  on  my  wedding  tonr,  and  I could 
not  afford  to  bring  my  wife.’  ” 

The  editor  of  the  Drawer  said  that  it  was  a 
good  story,  and  that  he  began  to  think  it  was 
true,  as  it  was  confirmed  by  so  many  independ- 
ent witnesses.  Thereupon  he  took  from  his 
pocket  a letter  which  he  had  received  that 
morning  from  Paris.  In  it  the  writer,  a gentle- 
man of  culture  and  travel,  said  that  a curious 
incident  happened  to  him  last  summer.  He 
and  his  wife  were  on  a Rhine  steamer,  when 
they  noticed  a melancholy  passenger  whom  all 
the  lieauties  of  the  scenery  failed  to  rouse  from 
his  dejection.  He  was  an  object  of  interest  to 
them  ull  the  morning,  and  at  length  the  wife’s 
sympathy  was  so  much  excited  that  she  pro- 
posed to  go  and  speak  to  the  melancholy  stran- 
ger, and  find  out  the  cause  of  his  sadness.  The 
husband  said  that  would  be  a foolish  thing  to 
do,  and  she  might  get  into  trouble.  But  the 
wife  insisted  (for  though  American  women 
have  little  curiosity,  they  have  warm  hearts), 
and  crossed  over  to  where  the  stranger  stood, 
and  accosted  him,  and  they  engaged  in  conver- 
sation. In  a few  moments  the  lady  returned, 
laughing.  44  What  is  it  f”  asked  the  husband. 
14  Why,  the  man  is  a South  German.  He  says 
that  be  is  on  his  weddiug  trip,  and  couldn’t 
afford  to  bring  his  wife.” 

The  editor  then  related  the  original  true 
story  as  it  was  told  him  by  the  T.  A clergyman. 
8o  it  appeared,  on  unimpeachable  testimony, 
that  the  same  strange  incident  happened  in 
the  experience  of  three  persons  the  same  year 
— one  near  Chicago,  one  on  the  Rhine,  the  oth- 
er on  the  Danube.  Did  it  happen  to  any  one 
of  these  veracious  people t When  the  editor 
had  raised  this  question,  the  third  member 
of  the  party,  who  had  been  silent  and  had  not 
interfered  with  the  story  in  any  way,  said:  44 1 
can  tell  you  the  real  original  of  that  story. 
Several  years  ago,  in  a well-known  whole- 
sale house  in  this  city,  an  old  bachelor  book- 
keeper, who  had  been  many  years  with  the 
firm,  suddenly  announced  that  he  was  to  he 
married.  The  partners  gave  him  a week’s  holi- 
day, and  his  fellow-clerks  raised  a little  purse 
and  presented  it  to  pay  the  expenses  of  his 


wedding  trip.  A couple  of  days  afterward  one 
of  the  members  of  the  firm  went  down  to  New- 
port, and  there,  lounging  about  the  Oeeau 
House,  and  apparently  enjoying  himself  im- 
mensely, he  saw  his  recently  married  old  book- 
keeper, but  alone.  44  Where’s  your  wife  ?”  “She’s 
at  home.”  44  But  I thought  you  bad  money 
given  you  for  a weddiug  trip?”  44  So  I did, 
but  I didn’t  understand  that  it  was  intended 
to  include  her.” 

Now  we  are  not  saying  that  this  is  an  unwise 
way  of  taking  what  is  really  one  of  the  most 
perilous  journeys  in  life,  a wedding  tour.  But 
what  could  have  induced  all  these  different 
respectable  people  to  appropriate  this  particu- 
lar instance  to  their  own  personal  observation  ? 
It  sometimes  seems  as  if  people  are  not  w hat 
they  should  he.  

Many  years  ago — in  fact,  hack  iu  the  thir- 
ties— Dr.  Grant,  of  Enfield,  whose  reputation 
asaphysiciau  in  Connecticut  is  still  in  memory 
of  the  first  rank  after  years  of  retirement  from 
practice,  was  travelling  in  South  Carolina,  his 
native  State,  going  by  stage  from  Savannah  to 
Augusta.  At  a certain  stopping-place  it  was 
found  that  there  were  more  passengers  than 
the  stage  could  carry,  and  an  extra  w as  ordered 
for  the  accommodation  of  five  passengers. 
These  passengers  were  John  Forsyth,  of  Geor- 
gia, John  Branch,  Postmaster-General,  George 
McDuffie,  of  South  Carolina,  Dr.  Grant,  and  an 
unknown  gentleman.  Tho  party  soon  became 
talkative,  and  by  degrees  all  knew  who  each 
oue  was,  with  the  exception  of  the  one  silent 
stranger.  As  the  stage  creaked  along,  the  at- 
tention of  Dr.  Grant,  w ho  w as  a lad  at  that 
date,  was  attracted  by  a little  dog  following 
the  stage,  which  reminded  him  of  one  described 
by  Washington  Irving  in  Astoria,  wdiich  he  had 
just  been  reading.  Ho  was  laughing  quietly 
to  himself,  w hen  one  of  the  geutlemen  insisted 
that  he  should  tell  them  the  cause  of  his  amuse- 
ment, that  they  might  joiu  in  the  fun.  Dr. 
Grant  said,  44  That  little  dog  reminds  me  of 
Washington  Irving's  dog,  w hoso  skin  was  so 
tight  that  it  drew  up  bis  hind-legs.” 

This  led  to  a talk  abont  Irving,  in  which  all 
joined  excopt  the  unknown  man.  One  of  the 
gentlemen  then  appealed  to  him,  and  asked  if 
he  did  not  think  Irving  one  of  our  wittiest  and 
most  delightful  waiters.  The  person  appealed 
to  replied  that  he  could  not  say  that  he  did. 
Tho  gentlemen  all  expressed  their  astonish- 
ment, and  one  of  them  persisted  in  demanding 
why  he  did  not  agree  w ith  the  others  in  their 
admiration  of  the  favorite  author. 

44  Have  yon  ever  read  any  of  his  works  V9 
they  asked. 

44  Yes,”  was  the  reply. 

44  Well,  don’t  yon  think  the  Sketck-Book  one 
of  the  most  beautiful  specimens  of  English 
which  our  country  has  produced?” 

44  Well,  no,”  the  unknown  replied ; 44 1 can 
not  say  that  I see  anything  remarkable  in  it.” 

44  Well,”  said  the  other, 44  then  yon  must  be 
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Washington  Irving  himself,  for  no  one  else 
coaid  resist  the  humor  and  pathos  of  his  pen.” 

The  unknown  colored  to  the  roots  of  his  hair, 
but  made  no  reply,  and  his  tormentor  con- 
tinued : 

“ Come,  tell  us  the  truth ; are  you  not  Wash- 
ington Irving  himself  ?” 

The  poor  man  at  last  blusbingly  confessed 
that  he  was,  aud  then  followed  a general  in- 
troducing and  hand-shaking,  and  a delightful 
aud  never-to-be-forgotten  stage-ride. 


THE  BATHER 
I list  to  the  patter  of  waves, 

I list  to  her  laugh  of  glee, 

And  dream  about  beauteous  coral  caves 
And  sirens  beneath  the  sea. 

1 imagine  1 see  her  put, 

In  a manner  free  and  bold, 

In  the  ocean  her  dainty  sandaled  foot, 

To  see  if  the  water’s  cold. 

I dream  of  her  shimmering  hair, 

And  her  little  snowy  hand. 

And  the  half-forgotten,  free-frora-care, 
Dear  hours  spent  on  the  strand. 

Once  more  I lead  her  about 
In  the  tossing,  foamy  main. 

* * * * * 

But  my  vision  is  quickly  put  to  rout, 

And  my  bosom  filled  with  pain, 

As  I wake  to  the  merry  cries, 

All  coming  with  wondrous  vim 
From  the  bath-room,  and  I realize 
They’re  washing  my  brother  Jim. 

R.  K.  Munkittrick. 


The  following  letter  is  published  in  the  in- 
terest of  insurance  companies,  since  it  is  said 
that  laughter  lengthens  life. 

“ Mr . , Vice-President  of  the 

Life-insurance  Company : 

“ Dear  Sir, — I am  in  receipt  of  a postal  card 
advising  me  that  my  next  annual  premium 
(policy  No.  43,369)  is  $147  04.  Thereby  I am 
reminded  that  the  life-insurance  business,  as 
managed  by  your  company,  is,  like  the  provi- 
dence of  God,  past  iinding  out.  I began  pay- 
ing $80  cash  and  $52  note  on  this  policy  in 
1867,  and  it  seemed  on  these  terms  an  inex- 
pensive luxury.  It  would  have  been  if  I had 
died.  Unhappily  I survived,  and  now  for  ten 
years  I have  been  struggling  os  much  to  keep 
the  policy  as  myself  alive.  But  the  appetite 
of  this  policy,  I observe,  does  grow  by  what  it 
feeds  on,  and  the  danger  is  that  it  will  shortly 
exceed  in  its  demands  my  ability  to  provide 
for  it,  and  I shall  see  it  die  on  my  hands. 

“The  steady  aud  constant  increase  in  the 
amount  of  the  premium  on  this  policy  began 
to  excite  my  curiosity,  not  to  say  iny  admira- 
tion, several  years  ago.  The  agent  to  whom 
I applied  for  enlightenment  (I  have  passed 
through  the  hands  of  live  or  six,  each  of  whom 
has  amassed  a fortune  and  retired)  so  over- 
whelmed me  with  mathematics  of  the  most 
mixed  and  abstruse  character  that  I fell  bock 
from  the  investigation  greatly  humiliated  at 


| my  own  ignorance,  and  profoundly  impressed 
with  the  reasons  of  the  compauy— or  the  agent; 
I could  not  tell  which. 

“I  think  1 realize,  and  hope  I appreciate 
gratefully,  the  beneficent  operatiou  of  this 
steady  progression  in  the  cost  of  the  policy. 
It  makes  one  contemplate  death  w ith  resigna- 
tion, and  look  upon  that  consummation  as  de- 
voutly to  be  wished  for — to  checkmate  the 
company.  Did  you  ever  think  how  Booth  or 
McCullough  might  improve  Hamlet's  soliloquy 
and  thrill  au  admiring  audience  by  just  hold- 
ing up  one  of  your  life-insurance  policies  at 
the  words 1 There's  the  respect  that  makes  calam- 
ity of  so  long  life’  f 

“ But  I fear  I trespass  on  your  time.  Is  it 
true  that  insurance  officials,  notwithstanding 
the  raeagreness  of  their  salaries,  are  overwork- 
ed? I wdll  come  at  once  to  business.  I need 
not  trace  the  steady  increase  in  these  premi- 
ums. Sufficient  that  last  year  I paid  $142  75, 
aud  this  year  you  call  for  $147  04,  upon  a pol- 
icy the  annual  premium  on  which  was  $132 
teu  years  ago.  At  this  rate  of  increase,  and 
mydiscouragiugly  sound  health,  I can  not  un- 
dertake to  compete  with  the  company.  I am 
aware,  of  course,  that  a policy-holder  who  has 
paid  ten  annual  premiums  can  hardly  expect 
the  consideration  due  one  w ho,  not  being  in- 
sured, seeks  information.  Being  a fish  is  the 
basket,  I do  not  expect  the  consideration  due 
one  in  the  sea , And  yet  I would  like  to  know 
whether  policy  No.  43,369  has  any  surrender 
value.  I am  already  in  possession  of  a con- 
siderable accumulation  of  tracts,  pamphlets, 
circulars,  almauacs,  calendars,  and  extracts 
from  religious  newspapers  which  afford  abun- 
dant knowledge  as  to  the  facilities  aud  meth- 
ods of  getting  into  life-insurance.  But  what  I 
now  seek  is  information  as  to  how  to  get  out 

“Pardon  me  if  I have  used  too  great  famil- 
iarity in  addressing  a man  whose  acquaint- 
ance with  logarithms,  mortality  tables,  and  the 
differential  calculus  entitles  him  to  the  * tame 
of  benefactor  and  the  salaiy  of  an  actuary.  I 
am  not  ignorant  of  what  is  due  the  represent- 
ative of  $27,000,000  —if  these  bo  the  figures — 
of  assets.  I address  you  because  your  name 
appears  on  the  seductive  postal  card  which 
invites  me  to  add  $147  04  to  these  twenty -sev- 
en millions.  I presume  you  are  no  stranger  to 
the  complaiuts  of  disappointed  policy-holders, 
and  it  is  not  impossible  that  you  dismiss  them 
all  without  consideration.  But  there  may  be 
some  one  in  your  employ  who  can  show  me  the 
cheapest  way  out.  Will  you  please  refer  me 
to  him,  that  I may  present  my  policy  and  re- 
ceipts and  things,  with  the  conundrum  which 
once  staggered  the  intelligence  of  Daniel  Web- 
ster— ‘ What  is  all  this  worth?1  But  theu 
Webster  knew  scarcely  anyth ing  of  life-insur- 
ance.” 


The  life  of  a minister  is  not  so  prosaic  and 
uneventful  os  many  imagine ; on  the  contrary, 
he  often  has  many  pleasant,  though  not  alto- 
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gether  pious,  experiences.  Arising  young  min- 
ister of  the  Methodist  Church  relates  the  fol- 
lowing as  an  actual  experience  which  he  had 
not  long  ago : 

There  was  an  Irishman,  whose  name  we  will 
call  Michael,  who  was  very  sick.  The  doctor 
bad  given  up  all  hopes  of  his  recovery,  and  the 
wife  was  informed  of  the  sad  end  soon  to  come. 
She  took  it  very  philosophically,  and  in  her 
conversations  with  Michael  everything  was  ar- 
ranged, even  to  the  funeral  service.  It  seems 
ho  had  no  coat  suitable  to  be  laid  ont  in,  and 
with  his  consent  it  was  decided  to  have  the 
tailor  make  him  a garment  at  once.  This  was 
done. 

In  a short  time  Michael  died,  and  the  funeral 
day  arrived.  The  minister  had  come  to  speak 
of  the  good  qualities  of  poor  Michael,  and  to 
comfort  the  hearts  of  the  sorrowful.  Every- 
thing was  ready,  hut  there  was  a delay,  evi- 
dently caused  by  the  non-appearance  of  some 
important  mourner.  Finally  the  man  who  had 
general  charge  of  the  funeral,  getting  impa- 
tient, called  up  the  stairs:  “Tommy!  Tommy! 
come  down.  They’re  waitin’  fur  ye.” 

The  person  addressed  thrust  his  bushy  head 
past  the  door,  and  concealed  the  rest  of  his  per- 
son. Tommy’s  face  was  fall  of  anxiety  as  he 
replied  to  the  inquiry  and  said,  “I  can’t — I 
can’t.” 

“But  ye  mnst  come,”  said  the  man  at  the 
foot  of  the  stairs ; “ the  funeral  is  waitin’,  and 
ye  must  walk  wid  the  widder.” 

“ Bnt  I can’t,”  shouted  Tommy,  more  earnest- 
ly than  before.  “I  can’t;  the  corpse  has  got 
me  coat  on.” 

“Och!  man,  what  do  y©  mane?”  said  the 
man.  44  Ye  mnst  come  down  anyhow  and  walk 
wid  the  widder.  Put  on  the  corpse’s  coat,  and 
come  down.” 

In  a few  moments  Tommy  appeared  with  the 
corpse’s  coat  on.  It  was  too  long,  and  too  large 
in  every  way.  The  sleeves  extended  over  his 
skinny  hands,  and  as  he  slowly  descended  the 
stairB  he  was  occupied  in  trying  to  roll  them 
up.  It  gave  him  a most  ridiculous  appear- 
ance, and  os  Tommy  took  his  place  beside  the 
widow  a suppressed  smile  was  visible  on  every 
countenance.  The  minister  could  hardly  re- 
strain himself  from  langhter.  The  service, 
however,  proceeded,  and  the  coffin  was  soon 
carried  out  and  placed  in  the  hearse,  followed 
by  the  minister,  Tommy  with  the  widow,  and 
the  friends.  The  procession  was  on  the  point 
of  starting,  when  suddenly  Tommy  began  jump- 
ing up  and  down,  and,  with  his  arras  flying, 
shouted : 44  Slitop ! shtop ! The  corpse  has  got 
me  money  and  me  spectacles  in  me  coat.  Give 
me  the  money  and  the  spectacles.” 

All  the  money  Tommy  had  was  locked  up  with 
the  corpse.  It  would  not  do  for  him  to  lose  it, 
and  make  this  unnecessary  sacrifice.  Nothing 
would  do  now  but  to  restore  the  personal  effects 
to  Tommy.  The  coffin  was  carried  hack  into  the 
bouse,  and  the  corps©  removed.  The  coat  was 
taken  off  and  given  to  Tommy,  who  immediate- 


ly took  off  the  one  belonging  to  the  corpse,  and 
put  on  his  own  with  a degree  of  alacrity  that 
was  delightful  to  behold.  Tommy  fonnd  his 
money  and  his  spectacles  all  right,  and  seemed 
quite  contented.  The  coat  made  by  the  tailor 
was  put  on  the  corpse,  which  was  then  replaced 
in  the  coffin  and  the  hearse.  The  humor  of  the 
situation  was  fully  appreciated,  and^no  less 
by  the  widow  than  the  minister;  for  when  she 
let  down  her  veil  and  looked  qp,  her  face  w'as 
full  of  smiles  as  she  said,  “ I was  just  tliiukiu’ 
what  a foine  time  Michael  was  havin’  in  Tom- 
my’s coat,  w*id  his  pockets  filled  wid  money  and 
a x>air  of  spectacles.” 


GRANDMOTHER  BROWN. 

Dear  Grandmother  Brown 
Lived  tn  Cranberrytown, 

And  a kindly  old  woman  was  she ; 

There  was  no  one  so  bad, 

Either  lassie  or  lad, 

But  some  good  in  the  same  she  could  see. 

One  June  afternoon 
Mistress  Polly  Muldoon 
Ran  in  for  that  moment  that  ends 
in  an  hour  or  more, 

And  did  naught  but  talk  o’er 
The  short-comings  of  neighbors  and  friends. 

But  in  vain  did  she  scold 
About  young  folks  and  old, 

Only  patient  excuses  she  heard, 

Till  at  last  she  cried  out, 

“ You  would  speak,  I’ve  no  doubt, 

For  old  Satan  himself  a good  word.” 

Then  said  Grandmother  Brown, 

Of  Cranberrytown, 

44  Well,  whatever  his  failin’s  may  be, 

I don’t  think  we  could  find 
Many  people  who  mind 
Their  own  business  as  closely  as  he.” 

Margaret  Eytinge. 


The  following  modest  request  was  recently 
made  of  the  Mayor  of  a large  city  not  a thou- 
sand miles  distant.  It  certainly  evinces  great 
confidence  in  the  willingness  of  the  person  ad- 
dressed to  answer  any  query  the  writer  might 
feel  inclined  to  propound,  as  well  as  great 
liberality  of  heart. 

Girard,  Trumbull  Co.,  Jan.  80,  ’84. 
Mayor  of  the  City  of : 

Deer  Sur, — Sume  time  a gow,  with  in  2 to 
4 years,  their  was  a Claim  brought  and  Sute 
commenced  by  the  Stork  Heirs  agaiust  youre 
city  to  recouver  of  youre  city  the  Heirship  of 
the  Stork  Heirs  known  as  the  Noah  Stork  Ess- 
take  if  i am  not  misstakined  in  the  givven 
Name  of  the  Man  to  whom  this  esstake  de- 
scended from  of  Course  you  must  be  famillier 
with  the  facts  in  the  Cais  tboug  I may  ere  in 
a minute  way  the  Sute  has  terminated  and 
what  i wish  to  learn  from  you  is  when  the 
Sute  Commenced  and  who  was  leading  Man- 
ager as  plaintiff  and  when  Judgment  was  took 
against  your  city  and  fer  how  much  and  be- 
fore what  Judg  and  what  Court  and  whare 
the  Conrt  was  held  aud  who  did  the  mouney 
gow  in  to  the  hands  of  aud  t chat  was  the  names  of 
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the  jurymen  was  their  or  who  was  the  admin- 
istrator of  tho  esstake  and  whether  the  111011- 
ney  has  beeu  divided  and  how  much  their  was 
if  eny  and  between  how  many  Heirs  it  went 
and  if  yon  know  what  is  the  names  of  the  Heirs 
that  received  the  monuey  and  how  mnch  it 
ammounted  to  to  them  a piece.  Will  you  give 
me  this  iufirmation  in  hast  as  fer  as  possible. 


P.S. — Will  go  snacks  if  you  can  get  my 
sheer  fer  me. 


A graduate  of  the  Sheffield  Scientific 
School,  who  was  greatly  interested  in  botauy, 
once  spent  a winter  in  Western  Connecticut, 
where  he  boarded  with  a clergyman’s  family. 
The  minister’s  little  daughter,  an  inquisitive 
child  of  six  years,  accompanied  the  botanist 
in  all  his  rambles,  until  one  day  when  he  scan- 
dalized her  almost  into  hysterics  by  saying 
that  “a  blasted  woodpecker”  bad  destroyed  the 
bark  of  a rare  and  beautiful  tree.  After  hear- 
ing him  use  this  shocking  expression,  Margery 
flatly  refused  to  bear  him  company.  She  ex- 
plained that  “ blasted”  was  “a  wicked  swear 
word,”  and  that  she  “ could  not  possibly  love 
a blaspheming  swearer.” 

As  spring  approached,  the  botauist  daily 
brought  home  plants  and  lichens  for  analysis. 
These  seemed  very  ugly  to  tho  eyes  of  our  lit- 
tle critic.  One  day  she  overcame  tho  reserve 
she  had  maintained  ever  since  discovering  his 
enormous  wickedness,  and  asked  him  if  he 
considered  “those  weeds”  were  pretty.  He  de- 
clared they  were  beautiful. 

“ If  you  call  those  beautiful,”  she  said,  loft- 
ily, “ I don’t  know  what  you  'would  have  call- 
ed my  calla  lily.  It  was  lovely.  But  it  died 
last  fall  just  because  it  was  blasphemed  by  Jack 
Frost.”  She  was  too  consistent  to  say  it  had 
been  blasted . 


With  the  institution  of  “side  judges”  resi- 
dents at  this  end  of  the  State  have  been  made 
most  familiar  in  recent  years  through  a fla- 
grant failure  of  justice  in  Brooklyn,  where  tho 
small-fry  politicians  holding  those  positions 
overruled  the  judge,  and  the  author  of  a mur- 
derous assault,  inspired  by  political  motives, 
escaped  with  a nominal  fine.  A good  old  j udge 
in  Western  New  York,  now  gone  over  to  the 
majority,  a man  of  a goodly  carriage,  aud  cor- 
pulent., and  also  addicted  to  sack,  used  to  feel 
a professional  contempt  for  these  “ associates” 
which  he  did  not  always  conceal.  On  one 
memorable  occasion  his  honor  had  been  dining 
deeply,  and  when  the  afternoon  session  of  tho 
court  opened  was  decidedly  iucapable  of  hold- 
ing the  balance  of  justice — or  anything  else — 
with  a steady  hand.  He  was  sufficiently  aware 
of  his  condition  to  adjourn  the  court  and  send 
for  his  carriage,  to  which,  as  he  tossed  to  lar- 
board, tossed  to  starboard,  fearfully,  whilo  de- 
scending from  the  bench,  his  two  colleagues 
kindly  escorted  him.  It  was  not  an  easy  task 
to  boost  a jurist  of  so  much  helpless  avoirdu- 


pois in  through  the  carriage  door,  but  the  task 
was  accomplished  successfully,  to  the  great  re- 
lief of  all  imrties. 

“ Thank  yon,  gentlemen — thank  yon,”  hoarse- 
ly murmured  the  judge,  adding,  as  he  sank 
back  upon  his  seat,  “Now  I know  what  a 
mershful  Provinsh  created  abide  judgesh  for!” 


Chief  Justice  Cartter,  of  the  District  of 
Columbia,  who,  by-the-way,  is  credited  with 
the  remark  that  the  inhabitants  of  the  District 
have  only  once  beeu  formally  recognized  in  an 
official  docuineut — viz.,  when  President  Taylor 
spoke  of  “ all  the  world,  aud  the  rest  of  man- 
kind”— when  he  was  a youug  lawyer,  made  a 
severe  and  successful  hit  at  the  expense  of  the 
dude  of  the  period,  which  is  worth  recording : 

An  honest  farmer  was  driving  along  the  road 
in  a heavy  wagon  laden  with  material  destined 
for  the  compost  heap,  when  ho  ran  into  or  was 
run  into  by  a light  wagon  driven  by  a youth 
of  ton . The  frailer  vehicle  was  instantly  wreck- 
ed, and  its  euraged  proprietor  brought  6uit  to 
recover  its  value.  Mr.  Cartter,  then  a youug 
lawyer,  appeared  for  the  defense,  and  in  open- 
ing his  case  wou  it  by  an  unhallowed  inspira- 
tion. (N.B. — It  was  a jury  of  horny-handed 
agriculturists,  uaturally  prejudiced  against  a 
plaintiff  who  lisped  aud  parted  his  hair  in  the 
middle.)  “Your  honor,  and  gentlemen  of  the 
jury,”  he  said,  “ the  facts  in  this  case  are  sim- 
ply these : My  client,  tho  defendant,  an  honest 
and  substantial  farmer,  a member  of  the  great 
and  virtuous  class  upon  which,”  etc.,  “ w as  pro- 
ceeding along  the  road  in  a wagon  filled  with 
mauuro,  when,  by  accident,  it  came  into  col- 
lision with  the  vehicle  of  the  defendant — simi- 
larly laden .”  

We  have  received  the  following  note  from 
the  author  of  “The  Drainage  of  the  Ever- 
glades,” published  in  the  March  number  of 
this  Magazine : 

Kissimmee  City,  Orange  Co.,  Fla., 
April  25, 1884. 

Editor  of  Harper's  Magazine : 

Dear  Sir,— Upon  a more  careful  review  of  the  letter 
of  the  Secretary  of  War,  Ex.  Doc.  No.  180,  First  Session, 
Forty-seventh  Congress,  and  other  reports  not  then 
before  me,  I find  that  in  my  essay  on  “The  Drainage 
of  tho  Everglades,”  published  In  the  March  number  of 
Harper's  Magazine , I failed  to  give  proper  credit  to  Gen- 
eral Q.  A.  Gillmore  for  his  valuable  study  of  the  water- 
shed and  soil  of  the  Kissimmee  Valley.  Had  it  been  in- 
tentional, Harper's  would  be  the  last  magazine  to  per- 
mit a contributor  to  abuse  his  privilege.  Perhaps  the 
editor  and  the  writer  alone  know  how  difficult  it  is.  In 
an  ossay  of  that  kind,  to  compile  the  facts,  compare 
them  with  one’s  own  observations,  and  then  adjust 
them  to  the  economy  of  space  necessary  to  the  maga- 
zine. It  Is  a matter  of  no  moment  to  an  engineer  of 
national  reputation,  like  General  Gillmore,  that  an 
essayist  failed  to  give  him  that  oredit  duo  to  his  care- 
ful analytic  study  of  South  Florida,  though  it  is  mor- 
tifying to  the  latter  to  feel  that  he  has  given  occasion 
for  complaint.  The  courtesy  of  friends  in  Washing- 
ton, D.  C.t  through  the  War  Department,  enables  me 
to  know  how  very  valuable  and  interesting  to  us  are 
the  thorough  and  masterly  reports  of  General  Gillmore. 

Very  respectfully,  Will  Wallace  Habnxt. 
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IT  has  always  seemed  to  me  a most  de- 
liberate and  cold-blooded  proceeding, 
at  best  of  times,  to  set  out  on  a pleasure 
journey  alone  by  one’s  self  (a  sentiment 
in  which  many  a lone  lorn  wife  of  many 
a galivanting  husband  will  only  too  read- 
ily concur,  without  doubt) ; but  on  that 
particularly  damp  and  drizzly  night  in 
October  when  I,  sad  and  solitary,  sank 
into  a cold  corner  seat  of  the  Queensbor- 
ough  train  for  the  Flushing  boat,  and 
heard  the  sharp  patter  of  rain  as  we  slid 
out  of  the  station  drive  against  the  pane, 
and  saw  the  ghostly  shreds  of  steam  scud 
by,  it  added  awfully  to  the  loneliness  and 
depression,  and  seemed  more  cold  and  de- 
liberate than  usual.  It  had  all  been  so 
deliberately  planned — this  little  trip — be- 
tween my  pleasant  sketching  companion 
of  last  year  and  myself ! There  were  to 
be  no  false  starts,  no  chasing  of  the  wild- 
goose  vainly  all  over  the  “Land  of  Cuyp,” 
this  time.  Maps  had  been  studied,  all 
sorts  of  information  bearing  on  the  coun- 
try had  been  got  at  and  carefully  stored 
up,  and,  after  all,  this  was  the  upshot! 
The  pleasant  friend  was  obliged  to  go 
sooner,  and  I could  only  go  later,  than  we 
intended,  and  the  only  balm  and  consola- 
tion we  could  offer  to  each  other  was  the 
chance  of  meeting  blithely  in  some  weedy 
town,  somewhere  on  the  damp  surface  of 
the  Low  Countries. 

I have  already  given  a slight  “impres- 
sionist” sketch  of  the  first  view  of  Holland 
at  early  morn  from  the  steamer’s  deck. 
There  was  no  healthy  impulse  to  repeat 
the  picture  with  a slightly  altered  back- 
ground of  gray  mizzle  on  that  particular 
morning;  in  fact,  there  was  not  much  to 
see  except  the  dim  damp  outlines  of  the 
Flushing  landing-place  when  I came  on 
deck. 


Familiarity  with  the  Dutch  language 
to  the  extent  of  a dozen  or  two  words 
gave  me  a certain  feeling  of  calm  security 
through  the  various  little  ordeals  of  the 
custom-house,  and  I soon  found  myself  on 
the  train  bound  for  the  good  old  town  of 
Middelburg. 

It  was  a pet  part  of  the  new  plan  to  be- 
gin Holland  again  where  we  left  off  so 
grudgingly.  We  had  only  a mere  glimpse 
of  the  quaint  old  capital  of  this  island  of 
Walcheren  when  we  were  hurried  away, 
but  vowing  to  return  on  the  first  opportu- 
nity. 

The  distance  between  Flushing  and 
Middelburg  is  so  short  that  notwithstand- 
ing a longish  wait  at  the  station  and  a 
most  deliberate  express  train — when  once 
started — it  was  still  early  morning  when 
we  arrived  at  our  destination.  I say  we , 
as  there  was  seemingly  another  blinking 
passenger  besides  myself  that  descended, 
but  he  disappeared  so  suddenly  into  the 
misty  air  that  he  must  have  been  a ghost. 
I was  left  alone  to  the  well-meant  but  ut- 
terly foggy  attentions  of  a dazed  youth, 
who  appeared  to  be  ticket-taker,  porter, 
and  station-master  in  one.  The  only  vis- 
ible conveyance  to  take  me  to  the  hotel 
was  a man  with  a weird  elongated  wheel- 
barrow. 

Stay ! there  was  even  a choice  between 
the  man  with  the  wheelbarrow  and  a long, 
frail,  sketchy  youth,  who  offered  to  carry 
the  things  on  his  back.  He  seemed  to  have 
grown  up  overnight  like  some  pale  stalk 
of  rank  asparagus,  and  be  in  danger  of 
cracking  in  two  if  bent  under  the  burden 
of  a travelling  bag.  I took  the  wheel- 
barrow man,  as  I had  not  the  heart  to  try 
any  experiments  on  the  youth.  So,  fail- 
ing as  porter,  he  offered  himself  as  guide. 
I was  obliged  to  discourage  even  this  ambi- 
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tion  in  him.  although  it  went  against  me, 
lie  looked  so  pathetic,  and  eager  to  earn 
the  breakfast  that  bis  weedy  constitu- 
tion stood  so  much  in  need  of.  Fail- 
ing as  guide,  lie  became  a hopeful  fol- 
lower, and  shambled  on  after  us  at  a re- 
spectful distance  He  kept  reminding 
me  of  poor  Stroke,  with  the  cuffs  of  his 
faded  outgrown  jacket  half  up  to  his  el- 
bows, and  his  well  -patched  trousers  half 
up  to  his  knees.  He  saw  us  well  up  to  the 
hotel  door,  and  bad  evidently,  like  “ Mel- 

; marked  me  for 


have  spoken  Dutch  fluently,  I should  prob- 
ably have  spoken  it  harshly  to  that  weedy 
lad.  but  the  moment’s  hesitation  about 
terms  sufficiently  abusive  gave  me  time 
to  reflect.  Why  should  I discourage  the 
only  evidence  of  enterprise  that  seemed 
to  be  awake  in  the  place  i He  was,  f u rther- 
morc\  picturesque  and  quaint,  and  the  very 
twin  brother  of  t he  poor  drudge  over  whom 
so  many  bitter  boyish  tears  were  shed  when 
Nlckleby  was  read  for  the  first  time — yea, 
even  the  tenth  time!  This  Smike was  evi- 
dently no  great  linguist;  he  bad  small 
English,  and  less  French,  and  but  hazy 
German.  But  why  not — he  looked  long- 
suffering  and  defenseless — why  not  try 
some  elementary  Dutch  on  him  Y Poor 
boy,  he  seemed  delighted  with  it,  and  un- 
derstood it  nearly  as  well  as  I did  myself 
And  I.  guessing  at  the  probable  replies  to 
my  own  observations,  could  frequently 
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hotel  door  a moment,  so  that  we  might 
enter,  I found  a tolerably  cheery  welcome. 

There  was  a moment's  shade  of  gloom 
when  I declined  to  take  any  more  break- 
fast. There  had  been  a kind  of  one  on 
the  boat,  and  a further  trifling  with  one  at 
the  station  ; a third  one  would  have  been 
mere  van i ty , So , n ot  to  1 ose  ti m e>  or  1 i$tp~ 
py  chance,  or  the  misty  morning  effects,  I 
soon  arranged  hotel  matters,  and  turned  chill  October 
out  again  into  the  chill  air.  Bmikt*  was  j gaunt,  trees  v 
Availing  for  me,  pathetic  and  eager.  ITe  ! over  the  bed 
kindly  pointed  out  the  very  obvious  Town-  j ibe  soppy  gre 
hall,  ami  remarked,  “Museum. " if  I could  j iina,  it  was  j 
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far,  so  I let  him  lead  the  way.  It  was  not 
far  enough,  in  fact.  I should  have  liked 
to  have  walked  off  the  chill  of  the  Abbey  : 
it  was  only  like  stepping  out  of  an  ice- 
house into  a cold  bath.  The  ornamental 
waters  were  further  enriched  by  a thick 
litter  of  fallen  leaves  upon  their  emerald 
mat  of  duck-weed.  It  seemed  like  a long 
stretch  of  Persian  carpet  of  simple  and  se- 
vere design.  The  weeping-willows  dripped 
their  pendent  switches  dejectedly  over 
the  chilly  ooze.  The  morning  dew  lay  in 
thick  beads  on  everything ; it  even  seemed 
to  bead  the  surface  of  the  fat,  rich  water. 
I need  not  say  that  there  was  not  a living 
thing,  not  even  a duck  or  frog,  enjoying 
that  rank,  lush  paradise.  Neither  did  we 
venture  much  further  than  the  gate.  One 
glance  at  the  cindery  path  littered  with 
drenched  leaves  and  twigs,  one  peep  at  the 
dripping  willows,  would  suffice  as  well  as 
a wilderness  of  such  moist  joys.  Even 
Smike  appeared  to  be  taken  aback — he  had 
probably  never  seen  it  before  under  such  a 
depressing  aspect — and  almost  apologized 
for  intruding  on  its  bath  of  dew  and  fog. 
“We  will  go  back  now  to  the  market- 
place.” 

He  offered  no  objection,  merely  drew 
my  attention  to  a long  green-mouldy  col- 
onnade that  we  were  passing,  deserted  by 
human  shape,  strewn  with  wetter,  rot- 
tener,  and  bigger  leaves  than  we  had  yet 
seen,  festooned  with  beaded  spider  webs, 
just  glistening  in  the  now  appearing  sun. 
This  institution  was  the  “Bourse”  ( Beurs , 
Dutch),  or  Merchants’  Exchange.  Busi- 
ness was  evidently  rather  torpid,  if  not 
dead  and  gone  altogether. 

“Business  badf ” I managed  to  express 
to  my  guide.  He  smiled  a wan  smile,  and 
waved  his  pallid  finger  sadly,  and  said 
something  which  I took  to  be  a Dutch 
equivalent  for  the  “last  ditch,”  or  some- 
thing as  hopeless.  I could  now  see  the 
pinnacled  tower  of  the  Town-hall  shining 
afar,  and  hear  the  sweet  low  wrangle  of 
its  archaic  chimes.  So  I dismissed  Smike 
with  an  odd  assortment  of  brasses,  nickels, 
coppers,  and  other  specimens  of  small 
Dutch  currency.  He  radiated  enormous- 
ly in  broadest  smiles,  and  hied  him  off  to 
breakfast  as  fast  as  he  could  shuffle.  Our 
conversation  had  begun  to  lag.  He  be- 
gan to  suspect  that  I didn't  know  the 
proper  answers  any  more  to  my  own  ques- 
tions. And  as  for  being  able  to  guess  any 
chance  observation  of  his  own,  I was  rath- 
er losing  ground  than  improving  in  my 


“shots.”  I even  think  that  when  we 
parted  in  view  of  that  guiding  tower  we 
were  equally  glad  to  be  rid  of  each  other. 

I did  not  need  him,  as  I could  easily  sight 
the  lofty  spire  when  I wished  to  return  to 
the  hotel.  There  is  a very  curious  old  six- 
teenth-century house  with  richly  carved 
front,  showing  in  a series  of  tablets  in  mar- 
ble the  manner  and  mystery  of  stone- work- 
ing — quarrying,  shipping,  cutting,  build- 
ing, and  so  forth.  I did  not  know  the 
way  to  it,  nor  did  I care  to  ask,  preferring 
to  amuse  myself  with  trying  to  find  it  by 
wandering  off  in  the  direction  I thought 
it  ought  to  be.  I knew  that  it  was  called 
the  “Steen  Huis,”  if  I wanted  to  ask  at 
any  time,  and  with  a vague  recollection 
of  having  seen  a photograph  of  it  (to 
identify  it  by  when  I saw  it),  I thought  I 
would  let  it  discover  itself. 

After  much  meandering  up  and  down 
and  around,  now  forgetting,  now  remem- 
bering my  vague  quest,  I came  suddenly 
upon  it.  It  was  like  seeing  an  old  friend 
someway,  and  yet  I had  never  seen  it  be- 
fore in  the  concrete.  There  had  been  a 
wholesale  tampering  with  the  lower  story ; 
it  was  no  longer  in  the  stone  tablet  trade, 
but  given  over  to  dealings  in  sailors’  cloth- 
ing, marine  stores,  and  bunting  generally. 

The  preserved  part  of  the  front  is  well 
worthy  of  study,  or  at  least  inspection,  as 
an  example  of  the  stone  fronts  of  its  pe- 
riod. It  is  one  of  the  best  specimens  of 
its  class  that  I have  seen  in  the  Nether- 
lands. _ 

Of  all  towns  in  Holland,  J think  (after 
seeing  about  fifty)  Middelburg  about  the 
most  peculiarly  representative  and  Dutch. 

It  has  in  it  the  most  charming  examples  of 
architecture  and  costume  that  one  could 
wish  to  see.  It  is  quaint  and  original, 
clean  to  a degree,  and  not  too  dead  and 
gone ; in  fact,  on  a market-day,  it  is  for  the 
time  being  about  as  lively  and  stirring  a 
place  as  one  could  happen  on;  and  they 
do  say  that  on  the  occasion  of  the  an- 
nual kermesse,  which  lasts  about  a week, 
the  great  market-place  at  night,  when  the 
fun  is  wildest,  is  no  faint  hint  of  those 
far  more  ancient  and  more  nether  regions 
en  fete.  So  much  of  an  affair  is  it  here 
that  they  talk  of  the  past  one  for  six 
months,  and  prepare  for  the  next  one  the 
rest  of  the  year. 

In  passing  along  some  of  the  silent, 
well-swept  quays  under  the  tall  trees,  one 
is  struck  by  the  number  of  well-to-do  and 
even  stately  residences,  seemingly  the 
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homes  of  the  descendants  of  theri#  mer- 
chant princes*'  who  made  their  forUmes 


Middeiburg  was  only  sleeping-— it 
Very  long  Rip  Van  Wink ie  d r<> wst — t here 
still  stmug  life  somewhere  d»>miant 
l.t  woke  to  energy  and  action  again 
fifteen  ye&rs.  ago.  When  ita  old  neighbor 
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boost  of.  There  were  do  fitter  .docks  and 
water-wars  in  oil  the  country ; bin,  alas! 
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the  vast  commerce  she  wished  to  see  again 
bustling  about  her  long-deserted  quays. 

But,  sad  to  say,  after  much  outlay  of 
money  and  labor,  after  grand  opening 
ceremonies,  and  much  kermessing,  coy 
commerce  came  not,  to  any  great  extent, 
to  gladden  the  souls  of  the  good  burghers 
either  of  Flushing  or  Middelburg.  Let  us 
say,  rather,  that  for  many  years  it  did  not 
come.  Just  lately  there  is  a better  show 
of  shipping  at  both  places.  “ Time  was” 
when  this  same  Middelburg  was  the  rich- 
est, proudest,  and  most  powerful  city  in  the 
Netherlands.  Its  most  prosperous  times 
were  during  the  fourteenth  and  fifteenth 
centuries,  when  all  the  wines  of  France 
and  Spain  that  came  not  only  for  the  en- 
tire country,  but  for  towns  along  the 
Rhine  far  into  Germany,  had  first  to  pay 
duty  here.  There  exist  still  many  relics 
of  this  powerful  “octroi.”  There  is  still 
the  “Rouenisclie  Kade,”  where  the  wine 
galleons  of  Rouen  disgorged  their  cargoes 
and  their  heavy  customs  duties.  The  wool- 
staplers  of  England  and  Scotland  had  also 
rich  and  powerful  houses  here,  and  at 
Veere,  near  by,  under  the  protection  of 
the  Duke  of  Burgundy,  who  married  a 
daughter  of  James  I.  of  Scotland. 

Now  a great  assistance  to  any  one’s  en- 
joyment of  this  charming  old  town  is  to 
“get  up”  just  a little  of  its  past  history 
before  coming  to  it.  Havard*  tells  one 
just  enough;  that  is,  one  who  merely 
wishes  to  visit  the  place  as  a rambler,  and 
not  as  a student  of  history.  As  for  my 
own  duty  to  my  readers,  I am  sure  that 
they  would  much  sooner  follow  me  as  a 
simple  wandering  sketcher  than  as  a more 
wandering  and  sketchy  historian.  I know 
that  the  history  of  Zeeland  is  as  tempting 
as  a fairy  tale — so  enchanting  that  if  once 
I began,  there  would  be  no  stopping  me. 
x Take  this  same  isle  of  Walcheren,  for 
instance,  just  for  a wee  bit.  Before  the 
Romans  came  to  civilize  it  by  fire  and 
sword  and  slavery,  the  country  was  over- 
run by  wandering  tribes  of  Gauls.  It  was 
one  dense  forest,  of  such  depths  of  tangle 
and  despair  that  it  was  known  for  cen- 
turies by  the  equivalent  of  “ La  Foret  sans 
PitiA”  What  a background  for  the  im- 
agination to  fill  in  with  wild  pictures! 
What  sirens  rise  up  as  one  goes  on! 
What  temptation  to  weave  in  the  thin 
gold  threads  of  the  sad  history  of  Jacque- 
line of  Bavaria!  She  was  more  of  a mar- 


*  III  The  Heart  of  Holland . 


tyr  than  a heroine ; more  of  a Fair  Rosa- 
mond than  a Joan  of  Arc.  Her  memory 
is  still  a poem  to  the  good  folks  of  Zee- 
land.  One  moment’s  turning  aside,  and 
I should  forget  the  things  I came  to  see 
and  sketch— “ The  Things  of  To-Day.” 

How  happy  we  three  were  last  year, 
when  our  only  historians  were  Motley 
(whom  we  knew  only  “by  sight”)  and  Ja- 
cob, whom,  if  we  took  at  all,  it  was  with 
cellars  full  of  salt.  It  was  still  early  fore- 
noon, and  I was  wandering  loose  and  free 
down  and  around  crooked  and  devious 
streets,  and  under  archways  into  culs-de- 
sac8 , and  out  of  them  into  wherever  the 
picturesque  led  me — making  my  way  back 
to  the  market-place.  When  I wished  to 
make  sure  of  my  Town-hall  weather-cock, 
I had  only  to  wait  for  an  intersection  of  a 
few  streets  or  canals,  and  it  would  show 
itself.  And  as  its  silvery  carillon  rang 
out  some  small  tinkle  every  seven  min- 
utes, one  could  not  well  get  out  of  ear- 
shot if  it  should  happen  to  get  lost  to 
view.  There  were  lots  of  the  picturesque 
country  people  about  the  streets,  and  as 
I followed  stray  groups,  sketching  as  I 
walked,  I was  led  rather  a dance.  I gen- 
erally found,  however,  that  no  matter 
how  often  I lost  sight  of  the  Town-hall,  I 
could  always — and  did  often  without  wish- 
ing — get  back  to  the  Abbey.  This  began 
to  bother  me  finally,  for  when  I had  fair- 
ly started  for  my  Town-hall  once  or  twice, 
and  losing  sight  of  my  spire  through  wind- 
ing narrow  short-cuts,  I had  found  myself 
back  again  every  time  to  my  starting- 
point  at  the  Abbey.  I began  to  say,  “ Con- 
found this  tiresome  old  relic  of  antiquity! 
it  seems  to  be  a loadstone.” 

As  all  roads  lead  to  Rome,  so  did  they 
here  all  tend  to  this  one  spot.  There  was 
at  first  only  a small  circular  chapel  built, 
and  then  the  great  Abbey  gradually  grew 
around  it,  the  village  grew  around  that, 
and  the  city  finally  grew  around  all  with 
its  walls  and  ramparts.  The  streets  most- 
ly diverge  from  the  great  central  church; 
others  seem  to  wind  themselves  spirally 
about  it,  as  if  planned  by  some  old  monkish 
humorist  to  prevent  the  people  straying 
from  the  fold,  even  if  they  wished  to.  I 
think  I had  that  special  bit  of  street  plan 
well  into  my  understanding  before  I got 
out  of  that  merry-go-round  of  the  Sacred 
Precincts.  There  was  no  lost  time,  how- 
ever. It  is  mostly  all  fish  that  comes  into 
the  sketcher's  net.  The  Town-hall  looks 
all  the  better  if  it  has  a foreground  of  the 
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picturesque  market-day  people.  By  the 
time  I arrived  there  the  picture  was  com- 
plete, even  to  an  effect  of  golden  sunlight 
struggling  through  the  haze  of  the  cool 
October  forenoon.  Market-day  is  gen- 
erally a holiday  as  well  in  Holland.  On 
the  slightest  pretext  out  come  all  the  an- 
tique finery  and  all  the  family  jewels, 
and  they  wear  them  in  profusion,  men, 
women,  and  children,  in  Zeeland.  They 
pile  on  the  entire  hoard,  on  nearly  every 
salient  part  of  their  person.  The  dress  of 
the  Zeelanders  is  by  far  the  most  complete 
ami  elaborate  of  any  part  of  Holland.  It 
is  rarely  nowadays  that  the  men  resist  the 
inroads  of  modern  fashion,  but  here  they 
keep  strictly  to  the  costume  of  their  fore- 
fathers. 

Still,  if  you  take  the  ensemble  of  the 
male  "get  up.”  it  is  rather  mixed  in  peri- 
ods and  styles.  The  hat-— one  shape  of  it 
especially  (there  are  three  varieties ,»  with 
the  universal  cut  of  hair  and  the  closely 
shaven  face,  has  a purely  fifteenth-cen- 
tury effect.  Such  a number  did  I meet 
that  reminded  me  of  the  portraits  of  the 
eleventh  Louis  of  France,  or  certain  heads 
in  Van  Eyck's  pictures!  The  shirt  col- 
lars, often  embroidered  with  black  lines, 
and  fastened  with  large  gold  button  links, 
are  fifteenth  century  also.  The  jacket 
seems  to  be  a survival  of  the  jerkin  of  two 
centuries  later.  The  velvet  knee-breeches 
are  evidently  a century  later  still,  us  the 
shoes  are.  The  silver  buckles  on  the 
nether  garments  are  often  chased  richly; 
while  as  for  the  four  great  silver  waist 
buttons,  or  rather  plates,  that  half  encircle 
the  belt,  embellished  often  with  Scriptural 
subjects  in  repousse , there  is  a vague  sort 
of  impression  that  they  must  have  sur- 
vived since  the  wandering  Gauls  overran 
the  islands  of  Zeeland.  The  other  style 
of  nether  garment  is  short,  wide,  flowing 
velvet  trousers.  On  both  these  there  is 
the  same  profusion  of  silver  plate,  and 
both  styles  have  on  either  side,  back  of 
the  hip,  a deep  narrow  pocket.  Exactly 
where  the  wild  Texan  Ranger  secludes 
his  tevol  ver,  the  Zee  lander  carries  his  brace 
of  sheath -knives.  They  are  about  the  size 
and  shape  and  usefulness  of  the  sort  of 
knife  that  one  takes  to  a good-sized  barn > 
The  handles  are  often  of  richly  chased  sil- 
ver. or  the  more  modest  box- wood  carved 
in  quaint  old  design.  These  murderous 
implements,  I need  not  say,  are  carried 
more  to  complete  the  costume  of  the  coun- 
try than  for  actual  service,  though  they 
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do  say  that  every  proper  Zeelander  knows 
well  how  to  use  them  in  case  of  need.  We 
all  know  how  unhappy  the  most  amiable 
full-dressed  Highlander  would  be  without 
a few  dirks  about  his  girdle,  and  at  least 
one  handy  in  his  garter.  So  doth  the  ge- 
nial Zeeland  peasant  sport  his  pair  of  carv- 
ers, not  necessarily  to  use  on  a friend,  but 
rather  on  his  bread  and  cheese. 
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The  men  are  a strongly  built  race,  with 
clean-cut,  serious  features,  bright  dark 
eyes  that  look  through  you,  and  yet  kind- 
ly enough  natured  I found  them,  for  all 
their  stem  looks.  The  women  are  very 
bonny  now  and  then — a bright,  clear  com- 
plexion, rosy  and  fresh  and  strong,  and  as 
much  given  to  smiles  and  levity  as  the 
men  are  to  grimness  and  gravity.  Of 
course  I am  still  speaking  of  the  country 
people,  for  even  the  peasantry  are  ex- 
tremely well-to-do. 

The  towns-people  are  like  nearly  all 
town  people  the  world  over— just  one  reg- 
ulation pattern,  as  if  clad  by  the  same  tai- 
lors, 44  as  per  sample.”  But  in  towns  like 
Middelburg  the  servants  are  often  from 
the  country  round  about,  and  they  keep  to 
their  costume  religiously.  I was  buying 
some  gold  head -gear  here  such  as  they 
sell  to  the  country  girls,  and  wishing  to 
find  out  how  it  went  on,  the  jeweller  call- 
ed in  his  servant  from  her  window  splash- 
ing, who  took  off  her  own  corkscrews  and 
dangling  disks  of  gold — much  more  gor- 
geous than  those  I was  bargainingfor — and 
with  a certain  air  of  condescension  tried  on 
for  me  my  simpler  arrangement. 

The  children  are  too  delightful,  as  they 
are,  when  quite  correct,  dressed  exactly 
like  their  elders,  and  the  effect  is  often  too 
much  for  gravity. 

The  “attitude,” so  to  speak,  of  the  Zee- 
lander  is  more  dignified — proud  even  — than 
that  of  the  natives  in  most  parts  of  Hol- 
land ; in  fact,  I doubt  if  in  all  Europe  you 
will  find  people  with  more  of  the  air  of  the 
“grand  seigneur”  about  them.  In  fact,  I 
have  heard  that  the  air  of  repose  about  some 
of  the  old  Dutch  towns  is  not  stagnation 
from  their  point  of  view;  it  is  what  they 
admire.  They  don’t  wish  to  bustle,  or  be 
bustled  about.  They  are  all  as  rich  as  they 
care  to  be,  and  they  don’t  want  to  be  any 
happier.  When  a stray  tourist  arrives  at 
one  of  their  old-fashioned  inns,  he  is  made 
to  feel  that  he  is  only  entertained  as  a fa- 
vor ; they  don’t  really  want  him. 

In  Middelburg,  however,  there  is  a cer- 
tain movement  that  looks  like  a lingering 
love  of  trade.  The  shops  are  numerous 
and  good — most  of  them,  as  usual,  for  the 
sale  of  finery  and  confectionery. 

There  was  a constant  fascination  in  and 
about  the  old  Town-hall  for  me.  The  out- 
side is  very  perfect,  from  door-scraper  to 
the  gold  weather-cock.  Built  by  a Bur- 
gundian architect  in  1468,  it  is  more  French 
than  Flemish  or  Dutch  in  character.  At 
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the  butchers’  stalls  in  one  corner  of  the 
building  the  set-out  of  the  meat,  the  chop- 
ping blocks  and  books,  and  the  general 
arrangements  of  the  place  give  one  a per- 
fect picture  of  the  shambles  and  fleshers’ 
stalls  of  the  late  fifteenth  century.  The 
inside  of  the  building,  I grieve  to  say, 
has  not  quite  escaped  the  demon  of  mod- 
em improvement.  The  fine  old  Council- 
chamber,  however,  has  been  preserved 
pretty  much  in  its  original  form.  They 
do  say  that  the  sketch  for  the  council- 
chamber  scene  in  The  Bells , as  played  at 
the  Lyceum,  was  taken  from  this  very 
quaint  old  room.  Holland  is  very  rich 
in  old  council-chambers,  and  there  are 
few  finer  than  this  and  the  one  at  Veere 
— or  rather  than  the  Veere  one  was  before 
they  took  down  the  bronze  hands.  There 
is  a most  interesting  museum  in  this  Mid- 
delburg Town-hall,  filling  several  rooms, 
mostly  with  objects  connected  with  the 
history  of  Zeeland.  There  are,  among  oth- 
er things,  the  grand  old  feasting  batteries 
of  the  various  guilds  and  corporations: 
tankards  and  beakers  and  dishes  of  gold 
and  silver;  plates  and  trenchers  of  pewter 
and  quaint  old  Delft;  goblets  of  glass  of 
Venice  and  Bohemia;  corporation  seals, 
medals,  and  badges;  flags,  banners,  and 
pennons ; warlike  weapons  of  every  period ; 
old  instruments  of  music;  books,  parch- 
ments, and  views  of  old  towns;  plans  and 
maps;  pictures  of  pageants  and  ceremo- 
nies, many  of  them  showing  by-gone  fes-  \ 
tivals  at  this  same  old  burg.  But  most^  V 
interesting  to  us  were  the  several  fine  old 
guild  and  corporation  pictures,  some  on 
the  same  scale  and  in  manner  of  treatment 
as  those  that  Frans  Hals  and  Van  der  Heist 
painted  so  gloriously  years  after  these  were 
done.  These  have  a certai  n charm  of  grim 
sincerity  and  naivete  which  the  others, 
with  all  their  magisterial  grandeur,  lack. 
The  portraits  of  the  leading  worthies  in 
the  guilds  of  Wine  Coopers  and  Wine 
Merchants  are  most  vigorous,  and  “per- 
sonal” in  the  last  degree  to  every  defect 
or  merit  of  the  originals. 

To  entirely  enjoy  the  grand  corporation 
and  guild  portraiture  of  Rembrandt,  Hals, 
and  Van  der  Heist  the  art  student  should 
see  these  curiously  fine  examples  of  an 
earlier  and  kindred  school.  This  was  my 
second  visit  to  them,  and  they  seemed  even 
better  than  at  first,  when  we  all  but 
screamed  with  joy  at  our  discovery.  I 
also  remember  how  Jacob  came  down  to 
solid  facts  at  ouce,  while  our  delight  was 
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Middelburg— to  keep  up  the  tradition  of 
some  of  the  ancient  houses,  4 f Well,  if  you 
carry  some  of  dot  old  wine  droo  de  church- 
yard at  night,  you  not  pe  zafe ; de  spooks 
get  out  of  deir  grave  and  follow  you/' 


of  the  fallen  fortunes  of  Zeeland  on  my 
soul;  that  I ought  to  be  able  to  suggest 
some  scheme  that  would  bring  back  its 
former  grandeur,  and  was  either  a fool  or 
a craven  for  not  setting  about  it  at  once. 


VEKKE.  teL&HD  W WArCUKKKft 
FVofu  iiTavring  by  K.  A.  Abf-ry.y 


4etu  ug;  n uti  ves  m n>>t  Imy#  tliohgb  t that  I 
was  hi  some  maimer  cdebralnig  the  re- 
turn of  u prodigal  father  or  uncle. 

v<  I was  yoost  nt  offiye*  by  de 

‘otei  :wfe $ faarty  'bf  dohri^t  goipg  to  see  de 
wlir^VniiJs  i6f  Zuandaru,  de 

barty  to  a triemit.  and  l £ay  to  YnyzuliC 
‘ Wai  may  all  g*>  lu  Yimeho:'  und  puts 
some  ei^’fa  my  pug*  ^byi  1 yiuitps  in  ife 
drain,  and  here  I «rnt  • W#  fr  good, 
time  I fe^fe  to  ^ I mmm 

atoajp"'  'v*/!,''.  /S  .'  .'.‘•v  "■*!  .(V  i \v  "/  ( 

i then  Xm folded  Jo  Jacob  my  little  idea. 


oftiart  Round  tlie^rra?^?  iSuoddrioriK 
tng  Y Anil  iri  live  thirmtes  I li^xd  wired  to 
that  Jiith ful  henchman  of  last  ysar  to 

'froiUrA^tentem^; 

At  the  iiotoi,  wlitm  I turned  in  for  | wbitb/Ww^  iii  thb 

lunoheou,  I-  .To anti  Jacob's,  reply  beside  ; and  drive  os  far  tts  we;  could  smknui  the 
my  plate,  fie  would  lie  with  me  by  the  I edge  of  the  island .,  if  the  Jay  pwnnised 
night,  train.  1 fell.  * certain  load  off  my  j io  he  fine-—  rainy 'days  to  ho  kept  for  in  door 
imneb  At  early  inbrn  I had  almost  vie-  | exploring,  jTbe  hiOrmw  wig*  a poK&ct 
eided  hv  do . HoHam-l  this  xipm  wtttiout  : thing  of  its  kind—  a -hazy.  root  October 
VjhVmgbut,  m ih^ideiit;nft:ev  incident  of  the.  1 murmiig.  The  tmpv‘ a t.ovyyririg  I&mluu, 

=; j&Vith  f Ul ’Ono's  lisefiifuesaatid  Cheery  tjunb  I V^itb  n strong  teani;  Hitd  ruefvil  dri yfcr, 
c in  s came  to  my' mind,  T timild  not  resist  j was  soon  m»{ly,  ami.  we  were  rrutbng 
Lmi.  ;|  Over  the  JittJg  HtiTdnh  of  well-paved  brick 

Jfrutcii  jVsufSb  uu  awful  language  to  fie  \ road  kiwurj  •Y'gfire  The  >vii ole  face  of 

■ lefty .j ; nature  bad  & sklby JookA  :as  if  if  had 
i?nvf  ihe  people  sires  likely  to  ! been  drenched  dbyvfi;  iiulcli  1a$iuont Vfptb 
• . pleiUifhl  of  vy^r  ovetidght. 

you  vox*  preparing  hack  bf  ymir  ihroai  j<Ui  The  i oalscapf  su^h  ovd  b hu  e u - iteanl-' 
before>  you  utfvr  thru*,  And  yet,  if  they  iugatul  £fUi.emuir  in  «h*-  movv.hi'j  sun,  1 
wbhbl  r jot  try  to  db'gube  the  spellings  | t‘ricd  \o  nu»  rest  Jacob  m rpVets  #>f  tuisl-y 
hlierc  !*  in  u ell  that  bgnad  English  about  smm.se  “ Oly,  dots  yby  Jou-xlOt  is  not 
.'the-  [btfeh.  .l«,ngiuige,  c^nheial)^  the  Frb  J irbm ^ vkripy 

vsian  variety.  ' . It  >vas  a gt.t^l.ung 

(Hit  rhf^tuig  at  the  windy  rail VfiVv  stntbui  : ,ng;u©  • aUmti':  ihxi.-k  f then  tHe4  Lo 


it  mi;.  Ciitmcs  to  my  mi  n dt  I t!oii  id  not  resist  ] 
Lnx(. 

l)utcb  Is  suely  an  avvfhl  language  to  fie  j 
left  a)*  earthly  iilomi  wuh  ! Yoii-  cau  , 
ney^  bdikye  tfnyi.  ihiv  people:  arr?  H kely  to  ! 
amhtrsfiiiml  ih^  hideoil«  u-nrirkis  and  erouk^  ! 

you  ;yrc  preparivjg  hu 

ok  m yu»  V li  n'Ofti  j o si 

before  ybu  uttbr  fhei 

in  Atiti  yet,  if  thi'f 

vvodhl  imt  try  to  i 

ii^ufeo  i.}= t*  afieUing, 

Hi**r*:  5$  in u eh  that  if 

i L''i"d  F.i‘ulV''t*  aij-mt 

the  Ibttch  language 

•.  ^{jooiaJl.V  »ti»>  Fri  , 

vsjan  variety,  tt  vvj 

A i <4  b yii  Aaa{  » 5 \ fT  <4  jf  1 K ^ 111 

fts  a giislfinff  scsCiio.  . 

kf  i t'i#!  t1  bfi  i i t » ilv  al  i*4 1 liriti 

(Jui  Iilrt;l4Ug  ?SV  tup  > 

near  t6  >ou!hight, 

* 1 IIU  > l »ii  t xj H V c 111 

Thpia*  .fttich  eft'U- 

sfob  of  greeting*  ^uc 

di  ilispl^y  of  • : fitted 

eajf;-  at  supjw  aftei 

uvard;  ilmt  the  won* 
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figures  with  saving  “exceptions” — viz., 
schnapps  and  smoking  as  preventives — 
that  we  came  to  no  conclusion,  except  that 
were  it  not  for  schnapps  and  maag-bitter 
the  average  Zeelander  would  be  shaken 
off  the  face  of  the  islands.  Beguiling  the 
time  with  much  information  that  “went 
into  one  ear  and  out  of  the  other,”  we 
soon  came  to  Veere.  We  drove  to  a small, 
neat,  anxious  inn,  with  the  very  un-Dutch 
name  of  the  Hotel  Rolandi.  They  seemed 
much  more  pleased  to  see  us  than  the  Tow- 
er Inn  landlady  last  year,  who  did  not  care 
to  take  us,  as  we  were  “strangers.”  We 
strolled  on  to  the  Town-hall,  and  saw  the 
newly  arranged  museum  in  it.  A gaunt, 
bare  upper  room,  well  meant  enough,  the 
whole  thing,  on  the  part  of  the  Burgomas- 
ter and  Council,  but  what  demon  of  bad 
taste  possessed  them  to  denude  the  fine 
old  Council -chamber  of  many  objects 
that  made  it  unique  of  its  kind  in  Eu- 
rope ? The  bronze  fists  were  taken  down 
from  the  chimney  breast,  where  they  had 
hung  for  centuries  as  a warning  to  trai- 
tors, and  were  ticketed  away  in  a glass 
show  case,  with  stupid  odds  and  ends  ly- 
ing about  them,  spread  out  flat  on  the 
rawest  of  white  paper.  The  Council-cham- 
ber was  not  to  be  seen,  as  the  Council  was 
in  session.  I lost  all  interest  in  the  rest  of 
the  treasures.  Even  the  great  gold  cup 
palled  upon  me.  To  do  the  place  justice, 
however,  the  Town-hall  is  still  worth  see- 
ing, all  the  same. 

The  sapient  Council  seems  to  have  taken 
the  old  town  in  hand  too,  and  furbished 
it  up  for  stray  visitors.  The  streets  look- 
ed cleaner,  the  houses  more  cheerful,  and 
the  cobwebby  little  shops  seemed  to  have 
a fresh  supply  of  tinned  mysteries  from 
Chicago.  Here,  now,  is  a town  with  a 
history  to  wring  tears.  Some  centuries 
ago  it  was  called  Kamp-veer,  being  then 
the  ferrying-place  to  an  opposite  town  of 
importance  called  Kampen.  But  one  aw- 
ful night  Kampen  disappeared  entirely 
from  the  face  of  the  earth,  and  simply 
“slumped,”  as  they  say  in  the  far  West, 
beneath  the  waters  and  mud  that  ingulfed 
it.  There  being  no  longer  any  Kampen 
to  ferry  to,  this  town  was  then  called 
merely  Veere,  and  as  the  situation  was 
good  for  trade,  though  of  treacherous 
foundation  otherwise,  it  grew  and  grew, 
rich  and  prosperous  and  famous.  It  even 
used  to  pitch-battle  with  Middelburg  in 
good  mediaeval  fashion  over  certain  rights 
to  tolls  and  customs.  At  one  time  there 


| were  two  great  sea  towers  (the  one  re- 
maining being  the  lesser),  and  a goodly 
portion  of  the  trading  part  of  the  town 
was  across  the  harbor,  about  the  great 
tower.  One  wild  night  of  tempest  and 
earthquake  shook  the  island  again,  and 
when  morning  broke  there  was  no  oppo- 
site tower  to  be  seen,  nor  sister  town, 
nor  towns-people ; the  muddy  sea  swirl- 
ed about  over  all  as  if  they  had  never 
been.  No  wonder  that  the  remaining 
portion  of  the  town  took  a discouraged 
view  of  the  situation,  and  moved  them- 
selves to  a land  of  greater  stability ! This 
cruel  chapter  is  even  more  complete  in 
the  history  of  many  of  the  lost  towns  and  v 
islands  of  Holland. 

On  some  of  the  very  old  maps  there  are 
places  marked  down  where  towns  flour- 
ished of  some  importance,  there  are  roads 
traced  through  prosperous  lands,  there  are 
islands  named,  and  that  is  all  that  re- 
mains of  them,  this  trace  on  the  maps  and 
the  mentions  in  old  chronicles.  The  sea 
on  one  tempestuous  night  or  another  has 
swept  all  beneath  its  waters.  It  gives  one 
a feeling  even  to-day  of  a shiftless  foot- 
hold when  wandering  over  what  remains 
of  Zeeland.  It  is  a long  time  ago.  But  if 
history  takes  to  repeating  itself,  one  feels 
most  cheerful  here  who  reads  the  least  of 
the  sea’s  doings  in  ages  gone  by.  We 
found  little  of  fresh  interest  in  Veere,  and 
with  some  small  feeling  of  misgiving  ap- 
propriate to  the  locality,  we  bade  adieu  to 
a place  of  such  shaky  antecedents. 

Skirting  along  the  dikes,  we  had  a 
good  opportunity  of  seeing  some  of  the 
incessant  toil,  some  of  the  constant  engi- 
neering and  battling  with  the  sea,  to  keep 
it  at  anything  like  a safe  distance.  The 
dikes  alxmt  this  island  are  perhaps  the 
finest,  the  most  constantly  guarded,  in  all 
the  country.  The  dike-workers  are  a dis- 
tinct class,  a guild,  in  fact,  jealous  of  their 
craft  and  its  rights  and  privileges.  It  is 
not  the  first-comer  who  may  be  a regular 
dike- worker,  even  if  he  should  wish  to  be. 

We  saw  great  gangs  of  them  going  from 
point  to  point  with  pick  and  shovel,  ever 
on  the  lookout  for  weak  spots  in  the  great 
embankment,  ever  refacing  it  with  miles 
of  concrete,  and  strengthening  every  point 
with  strong  groins  running  into  the  sea. 

It  was  almost  pathetic  to  note  with  what 
solicitude  every  blade  of  the  binding  bent- 
grass  was  coaxed  to  grow.  Every  little 
tuft  was  watched  and  tended  as  if  it  was 
some  choice  tulip.  The  top  of  the  dike 
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formed  a level,  firm  road,  stretching  away 
for  miles.  The  sea  looked  so  mild  and 
gray  and  innocent  as  it  gently  lapped  the 
edges  of  the  mighty  barriers  that  it  seemed 
an  effort  to  fancy  it  an  enemy  capable  of 
mischief.  The  breezes  were  simply  deli- 
cious and  fresh,  coming  over  the  wide 
North  Sea.  Inland,  the  scenery  was  flat 
and  grim  and  serious.  Farmsteads  in  the 
far  distance  looked  green  and  fat  enough. 
Sheep  and  kine  were  plentiful  about  the 
rich  fields.  Just  over  the  edge  of  the 
dikes  were  the  little  scattered  hamlets  of 
the  fisher  people  and  the  polder-men ; the 
dike-workers  lived  more  of  a roving  life, 
camping  out  here  and  there  as  their  work 
called  them  from  one  point  to  another. 
Sometimes  the  wind  had  blown  up  and 
the  seas  tossed  up  great  long  meandering 
mounds  of  sand,  helping  to  back  and 
strengthen  the  dikes.  On  these  billowy 
hillocks  the  grass  was  carefully  planted 
in  little  regular  tufts,  and  stunted  pines 
were  set  wherever  the  tempest  would 
spare  them  to  grow.  All  sorts  of  binding 
vegetation  were  carefully  protected.  The 
very  children  knew  enough  to  let  it  alone. 
Just  before  reaching  Domburg  one  drives 
through  the  domain  of  Westhoeven  and 
past  the  old  chateau.  The  building  dates 
back,  parts  of  it,  to  the  fifteenth  century, 
but  it  has  all  been  so  restored  and  villa- 
fied  that  it  might  be  anything.  Oakf- 
panelled  rooms  have  been  painted,  and  oth- 
ers depanelled,  and  papered  with  French 
arsenical  papers;  French  windows  have 
been  cut  in  down  to  the  ground.  It  was 
unoccupied,  and  we  got  permission  to  go 
over  it.  What  a place  it  must  have  been 
before  the  restorer  and  villa-fier  came! 
It  was  bright  and  open  and  airy,  but 
crude,  to  set  one’s  teeth  on  edge.  The 
last  of  its  race  of  occupants  had  given  it 
up,  and  it  was  to  have  been  pulled  down 
to  save  property  tax.  Some  kind,  enthu- 
siastic lady,  with  the  money  to  indulge 
the  whim,  bought  it  for  a song  to  save  it, 
if  only  as  a relic.  The  whole  place  has 
been  made  damp  and  dank,  like  too  many 
places,  not  only  in  Holland,  but  elsewhere, 
by  overwhelming  it  with  dense  lofty  trees. 
There  was  no  chance  for  the  free  air  and 
sun  to  warm  the  damp  out  of  it,  and  let 
the  fresh  free  air  put  life  into  it.  If  the 
lady  be  wise  she  will  cut  down  most  of  the 
trees  for  timber,  and  make  the  house 
habitable.  The  old  gardener  who  show- 
ed the  place  seemed  tumbling  to  pieces 
with  ague.  If  he  had  been  soaked  all 


night  in  the  slimy  green  water  of  the 
moat,  he  could  not  have  looked  more 
damp  and  clammy.  It  was  a relief  to  get 
out  of  the  dense  chill  park  into  the  breezy 
sunshine  again. 

After  a short  drive  we  come  upon  the 
fashionable  sea-side  resort  of  Domburg, 
where  we  stopped  for  luncheon.  It  is 
here  that  in  the  season  one  will  find  the 
ilite  of  Zeeland.  We  found  nobody  what- 
ever, as  the  season  had  just  closed.  The 
air  seems  magnificent,  and  the  sea  pure 
and  uncontaminated  with  the  sewage  from 
the  little  village.  The  scenery  is  very 
severe  and  simple,  mostly  sand  dunes, 
with  sparse  tufts  of  bent-grass,  and  little 
nooks  of  stunted,  shrivelled,  inland-blown 
trees.  — 

We  stopped  to  rest  the  horse  and  refresh 
our  melancholy  driver  at  West  Xapelle. 
It  was  here  that  we  noticed  the  greatest 
number  of  dike-workers  and  polder-men, 
and  it  is  just  about  here  that  the  whole 
science  is  at  its  best  development ; so  that  if 
any  one  should  feel  an  interest  in  this  one 
peculiar  expression  of  Dutch  genius,  this 
is  the  favored  spot.  The  sketching  is  well 
worth  while.  Itisstern  and  seriousenough 
in  all  conscience;  there  is  little  frivolity 
of  archaic  costume  about  these  sea-tanned 
dike-men,  or  even  their  womenkind  or 
children.  The  archaism  in  dress  is  only 
among  the  well-to-do  rustics.  The  road 
between  West  Kapelle  and  Zoutland  keeps 
more  down  behind  the  dikes,  along  the 
country  roads,  past  farmsteads,  and 
through  grazing  lands.  The  sheep  seem 
to  be  more  of  the  black-faced,  smaller  breed 
than  one  finds  farther  north.  The  vil- 
lagers are  neat  and  tidy  enough,  but  there 
is  always  a curious  mixture  of  the  fishing 
and  farming  element  in  them . W e stopped 
again  at  Zoutland,  and  climbed  to  the  top 
of  the  dunes  to  look  about  us  and  sniff 
the  sea-breeze.  Down  far  below  us  lay  the 
village — so  far  that  had  the  waters  swept 
over  the  rim  of  the  sandy  dike,  the  sea 
would  have  only  reached  its  level  when 
it  played  about  the  tail  of  the  weather- 
cock on  the  gray  old  church  tower.  There 
are  watchers  ever  on  the  lookout,  day  and 
night,  calm  and  storm.  No  wonder  that 
the  set,  anxious  look  one  sees  on  every 
face,  that  seems  to  be  bom  with  every 
babe,  should  be  the  only  characteristic  ex- 
pression one  remarks  among  the  people 
here! 

When  the  watchers  of  the  dikes  seo 
danger,  the  alarm-bell  is  rung,  and  every 
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ricks  seemed  like  great  toadstools.  There 
was  a cold,  soaked  look  and  feel  to  every- 
thing. We  blessed  our  thick  ulsters,  and 
cheered  ourselves  with  thoughts  of  a good 
warm  supper.  The  mention  of  hot  sup- 
per was  the  only  theme  that  brought  a 
passing  smile  to  Jacob's  damp  visage,  and 
he  translated  tin*  idea  to  the  damp,  silent 
driver,  who  translated  it  to  the  leant  by 
a liberal  application  of  whip  lash,  which 
soon,  but  not  a moment  too  soon,  brought 
us  to  the  pleasant  reality.  “ By  Chove, 
we  are  well  out  of  dot  nk ue,v  said  the 
Faithful  One,  as  he  sat  him  down  to  the 
promised  ki  fat  of  the  land 

The  next  day  we  went  to  Goes  by  rail. 
As  an  introduction  to  a romantic  mediae- 
val town  a modern  railway  station  is 
about  the  most  illusion- -dispersing  form 
possible.  One  should  enter  over  an  an- 
cient bridge  or  under  the  arch  of  an  old 
water-gate;  anything  is  belter  than  giv- 
ing up  tlie  same  form  of  ticket  to  be 
snipped  by  a station  master  in  the  same 
dress  that  one  finds  everywhere ; and 
then  to  go  up  an  arid  ciiidery  road,  past 
the  toadstool  growth  of  pot-houses  and 
restaurants  that  crop  up  round  every  rail- 
way station ! I was  tempted  to  shut  my 
eyes  and  give  my  hand  to  Jacob,  and  say, 
“ Lead  me  past  all  these  utilities  of  our 
glorious  Present  to  the  old  church  in  the 
market  square,  and  when  we  are  well 


soul  either  flies  to  the  dikes  for  safety,  or 
to  help  the  gangs  of  workers  to  stop  the 
threatened  breach.  AH  was  calm  enough 
at  that  moment,  the  tide  was  far  out,  and 
yet  the  village  seemed  far  below  its  level. 
The  cottage  window  lights  were  twinkling 
in  the  gloom,  as  evening  was  just  coming 
oxi.  The  church  bell  was  tolling  for  even- 
ing service,  and  the  warm  glow  of  sunset 
just  touched  the  top  of  its  tower.  Through 
the  till  lancet  windows  one  could  see 
Audi  of  warm  lamp  light  within.  All 
sounds  and  sights  were  of  peace  and  calm, 
and  yet  there  somehow  came  upon  the 
imagination  the.  grim  reverse  of  the  pic- 
ture: the  clanging  alarm  hell,  the  hurry* 
ing  to  and  fro,  the  wild  fight  for  safety 
from  the  mad,  hungry  sea.  W e were  feel  - 
ing  deadly  oppressed  by  the  prevailing  se- 
riousness of  the  place.  Jacob -was  no  re- 
lief; his  most  cheerful  theme  was  still 
fever  and  ague.  He  drew  bright  pictures 
of  most  enchanting  regions  in  Holland 
and  elsewhere  to  lure  me  away,  i must 
admit  that  the  air  was  chill  and  damp  as 
we  drove  home  in  the  gloom,  and  that 
**de  doo'*  was  falling  heavily,  and  that 
the  sea  mist  would  drift  past  us  in  damp 
ghostly  shreds  when  we  passed  a depres- 
sion in  the  dunes.  How  damp  and  cheer- 
leas  the  houses,  even  the  best  of  them, 
looked  in  the  soppy  hollows  where  the 
lush  meadows  were  richest!  The  hay- 
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within  its  portals  I Will  Ionic  about  toe/’ 

As  it  was,  £ did  nothing  of  the  kind.  1 
had  still  rtiijr 'f Jhe* 'well- 
moan i ng  fiend < w h o w ill  ^xrtct,io  t) i y latfl 
doad  cat.  in  the  gutter*  \\  thefhmgk  f opgiit 
to  sco  about  me.  * So  I piado  tsxepOJti 
notes  of  the  sodden  l VMlc  dripfeiHg:  booths 
with  their  ^Qj>pv  g&riieit*  ^um>ui\dtHlwith 
weedy  moats,  the  n<*efcg  of broken  frdfAjfe 
jaggi  Hi?  throagl  t the  dufck  weed  and  fio&h 
mgr  debris  of  papnvbiur  bnpfs  and  orange 
besides  other  havnefe^s  filtli  I did  riot 
linger  to  define.  I saw  a great  moment 
iron  -building:' tliat  hau*e£  a horde  of  agri- 
cultural hnplefneMtS,  mowers  and  thresh- 
’;em  uml  teapels.  I even  weiit  with  the 
>vorldly-n(ii*)ded  JaAfoh  to  haVe?  a nearer 
view  of  them.  It  vy&s  with  pride  that  I 
pointed  out;  lo  him  that  they  came  from 
•ihe  tanked  States  mostly*  especially  those 
taw  blue  or  eye-p^ding 
red;.  I *0  lost  iu  eoiUempJutiou  of 
tiudr  lira we  rfk. 
most  left  h few  hogcy*  behind/ in  seeing 
la>w  tltey  worked.  Jliie  vdd  ?imVeb  and 
square  came . af ter  it: . iyxfg} x t t'ff  the 

of  the 

: pper : t hey  i pafei^  $$$.  a ml  fkmy  • abou  t the  w&ter, 

lv/.etl  A fiev  >•  ' many  rnow  niiichm^  puiup  a shaking  -e -t r/'r ow . am!  sa r I. . 

1 fancied  myself  m kmne  beck  street,  of'!  ihev  hod  hi  get  ail  their  drinking  water 
CMiieage.  | from  afar,  t«k\.  and  presently  <«>ked  us  in 

Thwdrc  rnAhy  <jiia.hit;ald  hriiti^wliere,  j tcy>see  her  htvle  abode.  In  a fow  rmimte# 
hut none  *<*  good  ns ixt; .MiiMelburg.  There  'j  vre  were  as  otmtiy  arid  as  much  at  hoiiwr 
h axjuecr  little  hous*-  Hear  the  fish-market.  1 as  it  we  w ere  paying'  a lon^-expeeted  aiV 

weather-  ■!  eriioon  caH  Ii;  wivagu  alinslmiise  for  4ld 


• 4 ? ;K^M:  betted  want  the 

people den  dey  dertit  tret  ilji  Now  here  is 
anotli^r  iyed!*  Viand  sure  gaougli  this  pump 
\*  n<  placarded  eycn  more  [mmiineati  y 
than  the  Felly ; > ‘ dis  pnj^p  she  my  slot 
you  must  not  drink  do  wider  at  all ; she  is 
only'  lit  10  wash  do  fio&H m1'. 

Jacob  was  hot  cdptept ; he  mim  f&tMy 
bini^elf  kpd  nit1  by  ?ipt:yiU  afomt 

i tv  So,  boldly  of  the 

doore/be  inquired  of  the  qnv&mt*hd  blaek- 
atui  - w bite  y pjfiii  all 

Sk^  H and 


with  a big:  //did  aVerma»il  for. 


ARTIST  STROLLS  IN  HOLLAND 


ladies  in  reduced  circumstances.  It  was 
about  three  hundred  and  fifty  years  old 
or  so.  They  had  to  pay  a very  small 
sum  for  maintenance;  it  was  not  entire* 


on  our  having  some  tea,  which  rite  and 
ceremony  was  duly  performed,  as  it  ah 
ways  is  in  Holland,  with  much  warmth 
and  cordiality.  Meanwhile  the  fact  of 


CHATKAC  OF  WKSHTQEVEN. 
From  drawing-  by  J.  E.  K&gmrft, 


ly  a charity;  there  was  much  liberty  of 
coming  and  going,  etc.  She  was  not  en- 
tirely alone  in  the  world,  hut  had  one 
son.  a sailor,  which  accounted  for  the 
carved  whales'  teeth  and  the  bits  of 
strange  pottery.  1 think  Jacob  managed 
to  find  out  somebody  she  knew,  ami  to 
know  them  also — anyhow  , we  soon  got  on 
most  friendly  terms.  She  would  insist 


the  old  lady  having  strange  visitors  to 
tea  spread  rapidly  over  the  institution. 
First  of  all  a small  child  came  to  the  door 
and  looked  in,  and  then  a little  girl  came 
for  the  child,  and  lingered  long  too,  with 
wide-eyed  interest,  and  then  the  child  was 
suddenly  dragged  aw  ay,  anddrt  a few  min- 
utes there  seemed  to  be  a procession  grad- 
ually passing  of  all  the  old  women  in  the 


SUNDAY  MORNING  IN  ZKELANP. 
From  draw  ip*  Vjr  G.  H.  fVotyfkton- 


place.  They  first  of  all  sauntered  care- 
lessly by,  staring*  in  very  hard,  arid  then 
one  more  bold  slopped  to  ask  some  need- 
less question,  and  all  the  others  closed  in 
about  the  door  to  hear  the  reply.  Our  an- 
cient dame  was  not  to  be  imposed  upon 
with  indiscreet  interest  in  us,  or  our  tea. 
So  she  soon , very  soon,  sent  the  party 
about  their  affairs,  and  shut  the  door.  We 
finished  our  afternoon  call  in  peace,  and 
pleasant  and  queer  it  all  was.  The  old 
lady  was  really  loath  to  take  the  silver 
Jacob  tendered  on  my  part  to  get  more 
tea  for  us  some  time. 

We  had  a good  hour  to  spare  at  the  rail  - 
way station,  having,  through  lingering 
over  our  tea,  missed  our  train.  It  was  no 
unlucky  miss  for  me,  however.  We  took 
a favorable  table  in  the  little  coffee-room, 
and  ordered  <up  simple  refreshments  we 
did  not  need,  so  as  to  keep  the  place.  The 
buxom  waiter-girl  was  fresh  from  the  coun- 


try, and  brave  in  big  gold  pendant  and 
necklace,  and  bristling  with  tremendous 
corkscrews  and  dangling  squares  of  gold 
by  the  side  of  each  wicked  brown  eye. 
Jacob  detained  her  in  various  ways  until 
I had  sketched  her.  She  was  rather  joked 
; by  the  severe,  un picturesque,  middle-aged 
| lady  behind  the  bar,  until  she  showed 
lmr  the  goodly  silver  coin  that  Jacob  re- 
warded her  with  in  answer  to  my  sign  to 
him,  Jacob  enjoyed  this  paying  out  for 
me;  it  gave  him  a certain  lordly  air,  as  if 
he  had  me  in  his  retinue  at  so  much  a 
month.  He  enjoyed  the  day  so  much,  in 
fact,  that  he  quite  forgot  about  the  dangers 
j of  the  dread  ague.  “ To-morrow  we  will 
I go  to  Katwyk-by-the-Sea,  Jacob:  there  is 
no  ague  thci*e:  so,  k if  you're  waking*,  call 
me  early. 1 n The  Faithful  knew  not  his 
“ May  Queen,1'  and  only  answered,  “Ob, 
you  petfcer  let  me  yoost  look  out  de  train 
first  in  my  8 dimfe-dapleV' 


HIGAN 


SOME  WORK  OP  THE  “ASSOCIATED  ARTISTS.” 


THE  wave  of  popular  decorative  art  has 
broken  over  us  and  receded.  With  it 
have  gone  the  sticks  and  straws  of  incom- 
petency. Away  floats  many  a fond  illu- 
sion of  whilom  artists,  who  have  reluc- 
tantly lived  to  see  their  blurred  ideals 
piled  high  on  the  cupboard  shelf,  or  be- 
stowed upon  the  married  maid-servant  in- 
tending housekeeping.  Tom  from  the 
pedestal  where  so  long  it  stood  upon  one 
weary  leg,  the  immemorial  stork  has  gone 
down  the  stream  in  company  with  sun- 
flowers and  apple  blossoms  in  every  stage 
of  experimental  presentment. 

In  plain  words,  the  decorative  “craze” 
has  had  its  day.  Amateurs  no  longer 
creep  in  where  artists  dare  not  tread. 
The  legitimate  adomers  of  our  homes 
breathe  a long  sigh  of  relief.  The  field 
is  theirs.  What  happily  remain  with  us 
of  the  stimulating  period  just  past  are  a 
more  enlightened  taste  in  all  these  mat- 
ters and  a more  impartial  understanding 
of  aesthetic  law.  Stripped  though  they  are 
of  home-made  faience  and  pre-Raphaelite 
crewel-work,  our  houses  bear  internal  evi- 
dence of  a hundred  decorative  fancies,  well 
imagined  and  fitly  applied.  To  know 
how  to  adjust  the  things  we  have  is  of 
far  greater  value  than  to  know  how  to 
yearn  for  those  we  have  not.  This  nat- 
urally applies  to  those  who  have  follow- 
ed, as  a fashion,  what  they  style  “dec- 
orative art.”  To  the  earnest  workers,  es- 
pecially among  women,  what  a boon  has 
it  not  been  ? Of  the  various  schools  es- 
tablished in  New  York,  beginning  with 
the  noble  Society  of  Decorative  Art,  all 
have  been  successfully  and  honorably 
maintained,  while  to  reckon  up  the  ben- 
efits they  have  conferred  upon  the  self- 
helpers of  our  country  at  large  would  be 
a task  of  magnitude.  The  roots  of  every 
one  of  these  large  establishments  where 
the  decorations  of  life  are  considered  to 
the  exclusion  of  its  necessaries,  strike 
deep  and  far  into  the  soil  fed  by  our  na- 
tional industries. 

A few  years  ago  a little  band  of  artists 
of  New  York,  headed  by  Mr.  Louis  C. 
Tiffany,  determined  to  inaugurate  a new 
era  in  house  decoration,  where  each  mem- 
ber of  the  advisory  firm  should  be  a spe- 
cialist of  skill  and  ripe  culture.  This  was 
done;  and  the  results  they  have  brought 
about  may,  without  exaggeration,  be  call- 
ed the  first-fruits  of  the  American  Renais- 
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sance.  Very  little  was  attempted  by  the 
association  to  secure  the  attention  of  the 
public  that  throngs  and  wonders.  Their 
work,  principally  executed  to  beautify  cer- 
tain elaborate  interiors,  has  been  hurried 
by  the  owners  from  work-room  or  atelier 
into  jealous  seclusion  as  soon  as  it  was  fin- 
ished. The  curtain  for  the  Madison  Square 
Theatre,  decorations  for  the  beautiful  inte- 
rior of  the  Church  of  the  Divine  Paternity, 
for  the  Union  Club  House,  and  for  the 
picturesque  Veterans’  Room  of  the  Sev- 
enth Regiment  Armory,  were  almost  the 
only  exhibits  of  their  industry  known  to 
New  York  until  the  exhibition  of  em- 
broideries in  the  Loan  Collection  of  De- 
cember, 1883,  held  in  aid  of  the  Pedestal 
Fund  for  Bartholdi's  Statue  of  Liberty. 
Then  was  displayed  a series  of  bold  and 
original  needle-woven  tapestries,  before 
which  the  artist  world  paused  to  do  hom- 
age, as  the  most  decided  advance  in  needle- 
work known  to  the  century.  Of  this  tap- 
estry a full  description  will  be  given  far- 
ther on.  Since  the  earlier  work  mention- 
ed the  artists  have  been  enabled,  by  re- 
peated efforts  in  combinations,  through 
advanced  skill  on  the  part  of  their  work- 
people, and  with  successful  development 
of  native  industries,  to  show  continual 
progress  in  all  these  departments.  In 
their  hands  wood,  metals,  glass,  mother- 
of-pearl,  gold  and  silver,  canvas,  silk, 
serge,  “cloth  o’  gold  and  cloth  o'  frieze,” 
dyes  and  pigments,  threads  of  silk  and 
gold  and  wool,  have  been  alternately  treat- 
ed to  the  action  of  tool,  brush,  or  needle, 
and  dismissed  bearing  unmistakable  evi- 
dence of  their  artistic  birth-place. 

In  this  development  of  combined  indus- 
tries it  was  soon  found  that  the  department 
of  tapestries  and  embroideries  had  assumed 
a character  of  distinct  national  and  com- 
mercial importance,  requiring  for  develop- 
ment certain  conditions  materially  hinder- 
ed by  an  association  for  the  production 
only  of  combined  forms  of  decorative  work. 
After  three  years  of  co-operative  study  and 
fruitful  experiment  it  was  decided,  there- 
fore, to  detach  this  department  of  artistic 
needle- work,  allowing  it  to  convene  a new 
group  of  artists  having  taste  and  gifts  es- 
pecially adapted  to  its  growth.  The  ori- 
ginal scheme  of  the  enterprise  was  contin- 
ued under  the  name  of  Louis  C.  Tiffany 
and  Co.,  its  offshoot  retaining  the  imper- 
sonal title  of  Associated  Artists  as  better 
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suited  to  the  enterprise 

under  fanhuine  cunirbL  artists 

themselves  it  is  prcnhtted  um  ix%  say  jittlo. 
That  the  assiKhation  is  directed  ami  im 
spired  by  5fm/Wht>tder?  M.is«  Horn  Wheel 
erraD(I  Mffis  Rosiirn  Emmet  is  to  Arnerl 
efttm  earliest,  of  the  resu  1 i*  at  tainahte, 
m well  as  ah  exphtriation  of  those  at  taim 
ed.  And  it  is  phmsajit  to  retard  here  a 
tribute  to  the  progressive  evridlouee  of  the 
designs  famished  by  Atistf  JdaCMrk,  for- 
merly a pupil,  ^nd  io)w  ^!i  ^aUive  worker 
iii  the c&M rteils  *>£.  the . Artists. 

It  is  in  tlm  bleiidhi^  of  hC  aTul  m&tm- 
faetu rit£jjj  ?nd  pstjry  tl  »at  we  An*eriy&  ris  are 
vitally:  jn  felted.,  and  we  shall  now  £e<v 
ti&vf  fcur  hdo  thi^  frofch  iiehl  the  fool^leps 
of  a few  bmve  wonjeii  have  led  the'  way. 
One  who  is  fortunate  enough  lo  p*>sS(^6:h?.u 
open  5&jsatm*  to  the  modost  ftar'k 
portal  in  East  Twenty;  thirrl  ytr^d,  Ixvhihd 
wdtieh  the  A^ytibXfai:  into 


over  like  honest  Autolvehs  whh  his  inklr-v.. 
•eaddi'^t^.  c.ambries.'Jawo^  '*os  they  wctT; 
gotta  or  ^xidesse^‘'— it  will  he  & Mthd*#:- 
lion  to’  ‘ the  upgjfhntf pi*th ‘m#g  Uj  tiktf 
*wle;tif  this  enthusiasm,  ’ ; , : *■ 

Remeriybc  r i u g;  tiie^lhWitstru^l 
during-  the  last  twe  tt ty  y ea rs. Citpmh ally>  hy 
ibc m k Weave tif  the ; :U*M ted  Bt&te£v  win* 
have  tried  m the  faae  *)£ so Veauay  o h& tar  Ira 
to  obtain  for  the irjmkJuet#  fooling  with 
imported  gtiods;'  it  is  to'  rocortl  to 

ihr;*r  honor  an  init{UulUhyl  snt^  One 
of  the  limt  problem^'  A rtists 

set  themselves  to  vuevmuter .'  was  how  i#y 
lighten  the  cost  at.ul  extend  the  variety  of 
silk  and  woollen  siutta.  American  wi> 
men  liaWias  it  rule  withheld  their  patroio 
**££  {Anil.  American  silks ; hut  it  is  safe  to 
teuy  that  an y: . <mt-  ■ • extt.mi  n.in#  •;  the  recent 
products  of  Conm^ciieut  and  'Ke*v  Jersey 
looms;  \voVbh  fo  thy  order  of  the  Asso- 
chdedAiUi^  furnished  by 


•.•*;  /^v'vr  ;&{&vb,:V  ••<h>  ^V$kX*'  •/  V>; '‘.vv^h  'Ai.f  vi  :''-t'-  ;ASt\AjV*§: 

^ t*?  • J.*  • ■•<•.•  l'  , >\.m» 4^kitsy.’ v .* >•  * •,*»;  • .•*••'' > ♦ • •-■■  ‘ '•-*  ' ‘-v**..  7*  • , 

:'•;  :■  .; •-.  \ ;«v^  j,V;-  ■'.' Tpfesv. » 


-,<t-  , ,«SiAt&  &;  -..  . :X 


.*  •'  v J 

t •*  ^ ■'  t"3vvr'  -.  /, , v 


«1 

/;  :V 


|wr?9*MfV  lj>T'4wJU; 


;•  '•,4i.rr.  .v/  ■.•^v''":  / '■  'S'fc  ■'''  :••$ ^ ;?<vv: .•  • •-.^i'r  .' ^.h’.. \ ••.  4 v^*’  ^.4* 

Uf)ia>KH  Ot  W£AvUxd  juAtsh^  *c>R  r.jj.A,f;lc  ^i.R  ri-ftKiixK 


CA’Wience  So  •nf^Tiy  inaryel^  wiil  ) 

s<yb  he  JoixublY  struck  by  'the  if&C  1 

orowtlf  ip  A^iierioahi  toste 
an  e.stabli$Ument  nel,  only  pO^iidtvhdt  r^-t 
Wuth^tiVe»  il^vhuder 
in^pirjiis^  rule,,  aVf:  ]>roi)*e.:ed  ib>  in  .iwl  riVO 

piee^  »>f  ehdVnad*  rr  of  which  in  is.  paper 

dea^Ori.  to  t I^at< • IK>  . de^'ri  be;  f fe(^.*fu^Uf  rS 

th-t^,- ' ;jtil^jCyy.ork . *•  eeilln^,;. . wall • :•  | 
■ 1‘nvnCl  vh^;pa^dc)vy  H\  ;or$ . an  d ,4rW^  : ; 

. ^hey  orViHiia  llhg'  k*  the  ferrii>'  hr;iH{  Ol  M r ^ 
TWfeh:^ httd -'|irt,^oaiijut^irs:  in  f la* ■ atyih,«rfi  ! 
yd ; :^puril  t Ai'^hhy  V by  w hi  iid  to  a ! 
chapter  npart  ‘ 1 ’ ' 

fUC  : 

&4  ffc^elf  tp.  <*or  b-hit*  -.v**  >iun  h-^  : 

fore  : yeHtAv  ii&wquk  ; 

bii  h>ver  rnV|>hi  j 

the  fair  om?t  hn gin ^ them  | 


thonh  \vdl  go  uwa^;  repmding  pi^t  <hnb« 
m» >nf»\  and  xenhyus  y-if  fninre  pii^li^ 
TlV^s^  tahrH:s  ;iiKdude  liimy  f Mudia^  »U^‘ . 
silk  Sail  vhith^  of  . grea  t:  iti^rb  and 
hyvsilk  car^vase^  uiul  flam^ks  ;Ukc 
m whieh  Caui  Vorvvne^e  .clothed  >i*m.  goWr 
eh  |>hhutes  ;.  / * ,<(i  ..  hi  V;/ 

^br  haiigldgs  of  all  kiuds;  hod  for A ‘ pip - 
tare  v dtvasvs,  ilies^  Tnoarrutis  are  n»l.  h> 
1^  surpa^edc  File  df?siyr»s  where  in  jmt; 
tmi  fe  employ o<l  >re  admrralde  riinl  ijUc 
vinu  Applied  r^nge  fi^m  silver  ivfutc  >a 
aiiihvr  ^old.  ami  otvyiigc.  frt>m  Mush  pfuk 
io  efypjf^r  and  pODieg^uater  with  nttUiy 
gtKMis  am)  Mmc>  in  ^>me casws  iutcmmi 
^l.pd;  hi  ilic  gown ^l^ktowed  OP  Enid  by 
Earl  Unarm 


rW)iL*o*,  like  & f*: 
lriuf&l  iuta  jui^a  ” 


tha  bi  ae 


7H  T.  l>Y£lO$lSU-W**y*X- 


jiot  satisfied.  howeye%  with  pro*  $ £ 

dim)  fig  stuff*  to  exchange  for  the 
plentiful  ^bekete  of  AruerJran  pin- 
wmey\  the  artists-  have  wisely  our  ; &$&•'-*£ 

r ted  t&eif  exporitHonis  into  Hit*  re  •s>^,:  ^ 

^ioii  of  ohwp  mater  iiils.  On  a re*u  It  *♦  ^ 

;#v  ii  Jfikhric  of  r&W  silk.  Having  to 
ittiUv  the  wa^to  Of  costlier  wel#;<. 

*i-ul  dj«d  in  the  skein,  ill  van  (Hi 
tint*  of  rhe  seine  colon  giving  it 
\V ivetj  woV^tt  ail  the  effect  of  the 
t^tern  hand -dyed,  hand  woven 

sOfifr  $$  much  admired  This  h *ol»i  i\t  a f 4c$ign  is  studied 
v»*ry  ungrate price  0)n«i*e*and  cottons  : with  rcdVreo^e  to 
tw*h+  us  much  ear#  in  tW  design  as  their  ! use.  A woven 
ox^Md-fv*.  bnyeade*,  ami  Kentucky  jtaw  Muff  (U^>rnxt  by 
or  iteAwi  haws  fc*ten  known  to  take  upon  i Mass  tda'Clarfc  for 
iUsdf  thv  ^iohktUH-'  of  -f>rh>-nt«kl  dn*pe.ry  . the  bm^inp^  t>f  4 
for  wail  or  door.  A sort  of  dado  of  this  > palace  car  has  for 
homely  dark  blue  stuff  (so  familiar  to  the  its  pattern  a peal 
eyes  of  Southern  or  of  Western  people  in  driven  by  the  win 
the  common  garments  of  their  negro  pop*  pled  car  wheels.  ; 
ul&tion)  has  been  decorated  with  inter-  tween, 
laced  rings  of  chestnut  plush,  a space  on  Thus  it  will  \>e 
the  wall  above  covered  with  blue  and  ■ housekeeper  am  hi'1 
white  striped  awning  stuff,  and  the  frieze  j of  state,  the  modes 
painted  in  reds  and  pinks  above.  Always  | who  can  spare  tki 
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a thing  of  beauty  in  her  home,  and  the 
embroiderer  seeking  fresh  fields  for  the 
vagaries  of  her  needle,  need  no  more  look 
to  sources  over  sea  for  their  material. 

Embroidery  silk,  to  take  the  place  of 
filoselle,  is  another  industry  of  this  busy 
hive.  Brilliant  as  floss,  it  is  expected  that 
in  time  this  silk  will  cost  less  than  im- 
ported filoselle. 

To  properly  classify  the  methods  of  em- 
broidery used  by  the  Associated  Artists  I 
have  no  hesitation  in  placing  at  the  head 
of  the  list  a needle-woven  tapestry  illus- 
trating a distinctly  new  departure  in  dec- 
orative needle-work,  which  will  probably 
take  the  name  of  the  originator,  and  be 
known  to  collectors  of  the  future  as  the 
Wheeler  tapestry.  A brief  history  of  this 
work,  secured  to  Mrs.  Wheeler  by  letters 
patent  both  in  America  and  England,  may 
prove  of  interest  to  my  readers. 

For  some  years  past  Mrs.  Wheeler  has 
been  experimenting  in  varieties  of  stitches 
applied  to  varieties  in  material,  while  aim- 
ing to  produce  an  embroidered  surface 
which  should  possess  all  the  softness  of 
painting  in  water-colors,  yet  have  the  en- 
during quality  of  ancient  hand-wrought 
tapestries.  To  find  a suitable  ground  for 
such  work  proved  her  main  difficulty, 
and  it  was  only  while  standing  by  the 
Jacquard  loom  one  day  watching  the 
progress  of  a bit  of  silk-weaving  to  her 
order,  that  she  observed  one  portion  of 
the  design  suggesting  the  very  arrange- 
ment of  threads  so  long  desired.  A dis- 
carded remnant  of  imperfect  texture  was 
found  having  the  idea  still  better  carried 
out  for  her  purpose.  This  was  made  to 
serve  as  a model  for  the  new  silk  canvas, 
which  was  promptly  put  under  way. 

The  result  is  a stuff  woven  of  three 
shades  of  color  (as,  for  instance,  in  the  ol- 
ive canvas,  black,  light  green,  and  dark 
green),  having  a raw  silk  back,  with  silk 
warp  and  face.  It  resembles,  in  effect, 
“laid- work,”  or  4 * couching,”  as  seen  in  the 
grounds  of  so  many  old  embroideries,  as 
well  as  that  variety  of  decoration  recently 
revived  under  the  name  of  “ Queen  Anne's 
darned- work.”  Next  followed  a series  of 
experiments  in  stitches  to  preserve  the 
elasticity  of  the  textile,  while  allowing 
the  introduction  of  additional  warp  threads 
without  changing  the  plane  of  the  surface. 

The  method  of  working  this  tapestry 
finally  adopted  may  be  best  understood 
by  calling  to  mind  the  much-neglected 
domestic  art  of  stocking  darning,  which, 


in  these  days  of  machine-made  hosiery, 
has  been  tossed  into  the  waste-basket  of 
oblivion.  This  homely  stitch  is  still  seen 
in  some  Turkish  embroideries,  and  was 
once  made  famous  by  old  Flemish  work- 
ers, as  well  as  by  those  of  Italy  and  Ger- 
many. In  the  Wheeler  tapestry  the  darn- 
ed threads  are  carried  across  either  the 
woof  or  warp  of  the  ground  according  to 
the  desired  effect  of  texture,  and  are  not 
crossed  by  a returning  thread,  as  in  ordi- 
nary basket  darning.  When  finished  it 
is  difficult  even  for  a practiced  eye  to  dis- 
cern how  they  have  apparently  become 
incorporated  with  the  stuff.  The  impres- 
sion gained  is  that  of  a vignette,  where 
the  atmosphere  fades  into  the  ground  tint 
of  the  stuff.  In  many  cases  the  last  range 
of  stitches  is  supplied  by  using  the  rav- 
elled silk  of  the  original  material. 

The  general  effect  of  color  aimed  at  in 
these  needle- work  pictures  is  flat,  but  the 
artist  who  continually  oversees  them 
while  under  the  worker’s  hand  can  not 
resist  a suggestion  of  light  or  shadow  here 
and  there,  a deepening  of  tone  in  the  hol- 
low of  plait  or  fold,  a loving  touch  of  the 
brush,  as  it  were,  supplying  the  grada- 
tions of  tint  that  transform  a lifeless  sur- 
face of  needle-work  into  a spirited  por- 
trayal, as  by  pigments,  of  some  form  of 
natural  beauty.  What  will  no  doubt  rec- 
ommend it  to  the  artistic  amateur  is  that 
there  are  no  fixed  rules  for  the  stitches  to 
be  taken.  Wherever,  by  changing  the 
direction  of  them,  a good  effect  can  be  ren- 
dered, it  is  done  unhesitatingly.  But,  at 
the  same  time,  experienced  workers  will 
see  how  impossible  would  be  the  under- 
taking of  such  a labor  as  one  of  these  tap- 
estries without  constant  supervision  from 
the  eye  of  a trained  artist. 

After  the  design  is  sketched  upon  the 
canvas,  a strong  outline  in  silks  is  sup- 
plied, unlike  that  made  with  the  brush  in 
china  painting  in  that  it  precedes  instead 
of  finishing  the  work.  The  worker  is 
supplied  with  a carefully  colored  sketch  of 
the  subject,  and  some  idea  of  the  labor 
necessary  to  complete  a piece  of  this  tap- 
estry may  be  gained  from  the  fact  that 
the  “atmosphere”  alone,  surrounding  a 
breezy  nymph  now  being  clothed  with 
substance  upon  the  frame,  will  require  to 
perfect  it  fully  four  months’  time  of  a 
steady  work  woman. 

The  most  conspicuous  achievement  in 
hand -wrought  tapestry  yet  sent  out  by  the 
Associated  Artists,  and  certainly  the  most 
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the  overlapping  plu- 
mage of  a bird. 

This  brilliant  use 
of  roses  in  their  nat- 
ural shape  and  color 
1 1 at  ura  1 1 y su  gge sis 
the  much  discussed 
question  of  conven- 
tional izing  flower 
forms  for  the  pur- 
poses of  ornamental 
design.  In  the  prac- 
tice of  this  associa- 
tion a plant  rarely 
has  to  be  twisted  or 
perverted  from  the 
lines  of  beauty  con- 
ferred on  it  by  na- 
ture. When  it  is 
desired  to  decorate  a 
given  surface,  the 
I lower  or  plant  chos- 
en is  found  to  be  one 
entirely  in  harmony 
with  its  surround- 
ings. It  is  placed 
finally  only  after 
consideration  of  it 
in  all  its  relations  to 
texture,  color,  and 
ultimate  purpose'. 

The  same  nice  cart1 
follows  the  piece  of 
cm  broidery  to  i ts  des- 
ti nation  in  the  home. 
And  in  this  connec- 
tion I may  quote 
some  recent  sayings 
of  a distinguished  art 
critic  regarding  the 
achievements  of  the 
Their 


association 
exhibition  has  a 
- f</  distinct  importance 

in  the  development 
of  decorative  art, 
which,  if  we  ever 
have  it  fitly  applied 
to  our  domestic  ar- 
rangements, must  be 
indigenous.  The 
conditions  of  life  and  light,  manner  of 
living  and  housing  ourselves*  differ  so 
widely  from  tire  corresponding  condi- 
tions in  any  other  country  that  they  can 
never  be  adequately  met  except  by  a dec- 
oration which  grows  up  to  them  and  fits 
them.  It  is  easy  to  understand  that  what 
suits  perfectly  the  gray  and  lightless  sky 
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on  a winter  journey  in  the  South,  and  are 
pleasant  chronicles  of  life  in  the  bowery 
haunts  of  the  'Carolina*  and  of  Florida. 
The  work  bestowed  on  them  is  no  artistic 
sleight  of  hand,  where  the  needle  flies,  At- 
alantadike,  across  the  plain,  but  is  the  per- 
fection of  close  embroidery,  the  old  opus 
plumaritim , or  feather-stitch,  resembling 
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many  pieces  iyc&k.  ijrnM 

■ limv:  cart fopfc  y flirts • v?tt£& ‘fM>rt ib* 
ycter^n^-  |4i>nm  <tf  foe  %yeii th 

: Aihpd^u  jn%&$  of  Soli  >T»:panesy  bctH^fe  • 
barMiirrefi  with  pltbli  rbpr^nifeig 
sin  tv.  ' T ft  *ri  fowinmu  sprier  \A  foe  cm 
teun  #iv 

v^i  ev.b  rmibudvwn?  sootis 
^pstm^;:'1.t f^;'  ;$9y* ' of  and  hi- 

■ mmtU  r warfare  The  'interrmnlitt^  * intern 
id  the  brocade  an*  covered  with  overlap* 
pmfir  rings  :'&f  lively  to.  reprfent  a rxm  of 
muL 

of  ifafcsfc  juithetie  watufar- 
ers  pellwt  to  seek  tfa«  shel- 

ter of  a obib  boia$evthe  artists  Jiave  iu vein- 
ed more  than  one  noteworthy  piece  of  de*> 
orafivO  euibroidory  Amcmg  tbssse  at  the 
i rdem  League  is  a large  curtain  for  foe 
Ppar4v  window.  TIms  As  niade  of  vhnh  of 
ami  i*  framed  in  massive  pfosli. 
IJpop  tl i£  yeti iral  panel  is  embroidered  a 
peflt  in  whose  meshes  eoy  enlJirig’let}  Safa' 
with  jewel  led  scales.  At  ijpicrvals  foe 
s\v,  p:  ia  cut  from  Umcatli  the  fish  leaving, 
when  the  curtain  hangs  again*!.  tlie  light, 
fov>  effect  of  an  ill  ri  mimted  transparency 

.’A  favorite  bit  of  embmtdcyy  is  ktio^rn  as 
w The'Bermon.^  Cbi  a euruiip  of  ordinary 
brow n holland  appear  appiicpae  disks  cop 
Uiimng  g’p&bps  of  field  flivvers*  bees;  or 

traceries  of 

silk  thread.  Xt  wa^  devis<Hl  as  a remind- 
vt*  bb  less  tban  a proof  pi  the  fact  that 
trio5  art  in  oeedfowurk  depends  not  ?unm 
sfojfs  ap d mere  eifomuite,-  but  upon  ifc 
workers  ^rlidic  infouifom  Thi^ 
adnumitiari  h rntPwzA  hy  the  nmiorial?' 
.'empfo^ed  fo  piTidnoe  Upyidb^fog  re^ull 
in  dmiratimy  none  fit  ih^m*  taring  bfp 
yfad)  fob  ranks  pf  ordinary  nse  or  wml.. 

Tliu>  it  will  \in  seen  that  alttmiigh  ap- 
plhj  n£  work  in  fo  e myi  jginal  form  b biassed 
%hfoug  the  anfifthllfos  of  need  le  lore,  tlie 
Artbi^  Vmvt5  coiiir i vbl  to  throw 
iitloumJ  it  a mantle  of  originality.  lu  ev- 
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erv  <*ks©  the'it-  aim  has  been  •■•»•**  to  bring  j workw  * dfetiognteUiysr  chai^otefistie 
topv-'Jifr  ilitiVrmsr  shades  ami  m^Wi'ig  { ntibeir  vnvwjootkni*. 
tejAutT-s  rtistHW  resort  .nvi&lit  lift aitroetiwi^ruPi*  in  tiir*  rooms  cF 
of  »?olor  C'tfceinriAo  nnatlanufihif  Even  Hm-a&ttttatmn  is  Umt  iwSeujrintl  l>\  tlw>  an 
ih«-  sainc  bun*?  *>f  iltf-  same  ii. t ' « ymtit dixver  Or*s?.>.  nmv  xn;u(<-  io  serve  for 
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'fyptmViiiig'  ijpofi  the  umpimitiovi  of  flu*  j 


EXTRANCE  TO  BOSTON  n ARBOR, 


THE  GATEWAY  OF  BOSTON 


ITTHEN  you  go  to  sea  from  New  York, 
▼ T the  uninterrupted  expanse  of  the 
bay  is  opened  to  you  soon  after  you  leave 
the  wharf,  and  the  channel  lies  across  the 
middle  of  it  in  a nearly  straight  line.  The 
spaciousness  of  the  harbor  is  revealed  at  a 
glance;  the  few  small  islands,  like  Gov- 
ernor’s and  Bedloe  s,  are  close  to  the  ex- 
tremity of  the  city,  and  when  they  arc 
passed  the  course  is  clear  to  the  Narrows, 
where  the  wooded  and  villa-dotted  shores 
come  so  nearly  together  that  a little  more 
stretching  would  unite  them,  and  make  a 
circular  lake  with  no  other  outlets  to  the 
sea  than  the  East.  River  and  Long  Island 
Sound  and  the  Kill  von  Kull. 

The  gap  in  the  shores  is  so  narrow,  in- 
deed, that  any  hostile  craft  would  be  com- 
pletely at  the  mercy  of  the  forts,  through 
the  embrasures  of  which  black-nosed  can- 
non can  be  seen  projecting  on  both  sides, 
and  it  would  not  be  more  than  the  work 
of  an  hour  to  lay  across  from  side  to  side 
such  a barrier  of  toi’pedoes  as  would  scat- 
ter an  invader  as  chaff  before  the  wind, 
though  all  the  guns  should  he  silent. 

From  the  Narrows  you  puss  down  the 
lower  bay,  the  open  expanse  of  which  is 
also  unbroken,  except  by  the  two  small  ar- 
tilicial  islands  of  the  quarantine  station, 
and  at  a little  distance  from  the  tropical 


looking  spit  of  cedar- tufted  white  sand 
which  curves  out  at  Sandy  Hook  the  great 
ship  channel  debouches  in  the  blue  water 
of  the  Atlantic. 

When  you  go  to  sea  from  Boston,  you 
of  course  miss  the  activity  of  traffic  and 
the  picturesque  variety  of  floating  things, 
under  steam  and  sail,  which  may  be  seeti 
in  New  York,  for  the  commerce  of  Boston 
is  only  a trifle  compared  with  that  of  the 
metropolis.  But  you  miss  more  than 
these  the  dear,  unobstructed  reach  of 
water. 

Measured  by  its  coast  line,  Boston  Har- 
bor is  probably  larger  than  the  tipper  hay 
of  New  York,  and  the  effusive  local  pride, 
caring  less  for  accuracy  than  for  the  poet- 
ical suggest  i veness  of  the  comparison,  has 
likened  it  to  that  rhetorically  serviceable 
city,  Venice. 

Writing  of  it  in  1034,  the  author  of  New 
England  Proxpetd.*  said  of  it:  “It  is  a 
safe  and  pleasant  Harbour  within,  having 
but  one  common  and  safe  entrance,  and 
that  not  very  broad,  there  scarce  being 
roorne  for  3 ships  to  come  in  board  ami 
board  at  the  same  time;  but  being  once 
within,  there  is  anchorage  for  500  ships. 
This  Harbour  is  made  bv  a great  company 
of  Hands,  whose  high  cliffs  shoulder  out 
the  boisterous  seas,  yet  may  easily  deceive 
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tmy  tm*ki lljfalL  PiJnte ;•  presenting  many  : The  ije&poq  mark^the  sunken  ruin  of 
fat  rtf  openings  and  is  road  sounds,  w hir  h Uft  island  upon  winch  pirates  were  gib* 
atfbrd  too  Shallow  waters  for  any  jdups,  heimi  in  five  days  when >ho  black  fiug  and 
Though  navigable  /or  Boates  and  small  the  skull  tu»d  cross -hones  wen*  uncounted 
pinnace^/*  no  les*  among  the  terrors  of  the  sea Thau 

The  isbun’L:  are  not  picturesque  <*r  in-  tftfe  hurricane  Nik  was  murdered  by 
terestirkg,  however;  had  • they  cliffs,  or  his  mate,  aud  when  the  latter  was  e:\e- 
avoo(K  or  cultivated  chores,  we  should  not  euied  he  protestedhts  iimoeeijfctf.  and  pro 
r^&tet  the  way  they  deprive  Boston.  Haw  phetjeally  ’leelared  tliai  in  proof  at  it  the 
Ivor  of  the  ^ileticbcl  unobstructed  ^ro^peet  island  vvoald  dSsapt^Jir, 

.wfeVN^1(orkte  But  most  of  them  ! As  we  pi  In  we  wind  down  past. 

o.rv  and  uiid  treeless  and  - unadorned,  ex-  : these  island*  ami  vestiges  of  islands 
u ni  uf  these  can  he  regarded  as.  oma-  \ through  a pamnv  lap  deep  channel  The 
mouisV  tty  tl»e  hhihUngs  of  the  charitable  craft  we  sec  are  mostly coasters,  Of  which 
nm)  reformatory  iffstdu  turns  of  iht,  city,  i as  many  as  rlim.»  bun  tired  are  sometimes 
thfr*  station?  of  fhv*  qiianiuline  ■ officers,  and  gathered  together  waiting  for  J he  wind  ; 
the?  depot  of  light  house  supplies.  the  transatlantic  t raffle  is  re  presented  by 

Some  ^<>ping;;  i the  weekly :-.£!iihaixler;anil;  the  trerdendous; 

• ■•{  birrs  present  *aridy-  escarpments.  dated  Liverpool  cattle  steamers;  a hark  alive 
by  elm  washing*  «f  the  rKin/aud  prohscted  , with  walnut-skinned  passengers  is  towed 
fn  io  w hat  Tliomai  calls  the  *“  ttShldiiVg*:  ; upv  imv^rd  houml  froi'tf  the  Azores,  and 
of  >,he  waves  only  by  a low  gran i to  sm:  ; we  may  yatch  the  redoumce  of  a Olonees- 
Svatl.  Before  to  put  bp  ^dutoiited 

^ had  oaten  up  several  without  showm^.lmw;  busy 'nf  ■ -about  her  scaly  and  drip- 
<my  ^ppoas^m^nc  of  appetite,  leaving  no-  . pin-r  duk.  Large  >dnps  are  not  very  fre- 
dung  of  them  uudevouml  but  a shoal  like  ; pent,  but  oeuummdly  a u East.  Imlianian 
that which  has  a black  «&pulchr»l  uimruv  ■ recalls  to  us  fit  at  former  glory  of  thy  har- 
mf  ur  the  beacon  known  in  local  tradu  ! bor  when  Boston  had  a largo  share  oLr  he 
boh  ys  Nix’s  Mate  I grandest  wnnm'ctZ  of  the  world,  «nd  Iter 
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wharves  We-jpe..'fiH!?it|:  with  Ymkse-  nhip*,  l objbrt  "ifaf  is  Fort  Warren.  \yhicb, 
manned  by  Yankee  M-rsw?~-otrteers  from  f with  its  silent  armament  and  flaming  bm- 
Harvard  and  scomotY  fr^tn  ihe'Qtti^'-  \ % stand*  at  the  very  edge  of  the  chao- 

fuelling  farther  down  the  harbor,  we  i uel,  Looking  fuurk  to  the  we  find 
cateh  over  the  :*$bpf&  of  Uje  i^JAud«?  ! that  ii  has  almost  dlssoJ^ed  in  a tTiixture 


JwVftta  nt 


Lnjft  ^ 


vuav- 


>4Jgigg 

"lUS 


.OwoWvttf 


f«3 


gWlfrJ*  ; ••  V^^Si 


.‘if  'i-HHJij 


sshs 


•*  :n;:v 


inpiwi 


bost<*>  pi?  akh  fiAUBea. 


glimpse*  of  a Southward  range  ef  bi.lte 
> n^lful  bine  btwil ispruy 

k left ;*V  1 lb  vW dgea:  ,'w*  if  >asd  it: ^oUt^ry  loie 
si  dr  ntau  tipjd  i$gf>  hi#  dory  overto  ibe  gun 
wale •*>'  h>  liajbU  jo  his  add  thy  next 


of  yvM ^uti  gray,  iJwmgli  wbieli  the 
gij  Y mi* lYmwe  dotne  biimy  R kb; 

in  a murky 

add  aiOwy.r  by  a.  equal  .^i^w'^Ui;* 


*/•.•  vV.,N‘vVl<V 


tarantula,  and  \t>  known to  mariners-  as^thc  Bug,"’ wo  have  a straight  course  of 
a miht to  the mouth  of  tbe  harbor.  \ v 

Hero  all  disparagement  at  Boston  fa  comparison  with  New  York  nUrst  veav:,  'Tin4 
entrance*  to  0\c  great  ship  chan  net  of  the  latter  port  is  fully  twenty-three  Jhitesoutat 
&MK  unil  of  larg«?  draught  are  oxpo&od  to  the,nnc‘^toked  force  of  ttic  Ailariicg. 

while  they  idK'-Wn dm  g $t*r  thy  tide;  In  Boston  theeb&r  isxvrithur  the  h&rbo**;  aird  if 
any  waiting  is  wi?r?#ntj,  H i<  only  in  the  ease  of  voxels  of  -mi usual  size,  ami  they  can 
;U)':iior,  secure  tvoifi  Ihv*  storm,  under  the  headlands  and  within  the  breakwater  which 
teas  ♦-•reeled  the  cnllOfiCC. 

I'nlUte  New  York.  BosOo*  Harbor  has  no  outer  bay  ; it  is  -an  uidihitation  with  a 
nam^- nwuth  \u  tlity  curve  of  MasKauJivjsctts  Bftjy  &nddi  hashev  straggling 

estuary,  m that ;.  imc«j  'uuf  of  it  a ship  is  at  sea,  and  once  within  it,  she  is  safe  aud 
Brw.  ftMijr  pujt'hte  rjio*?k&  till  they.-  i?raek  .without  hnrtinjf  lin'fo  . 

* :e»u;  find  their  way  mix*  the  harbor  through  a northerly''  pas- 

Sage  rafted  Broad  Sound,  hut  for  larger  vessels  the  oujy  entrance  is 
that  of  which  we  have  spoken.  It  is  seoreely  more  than  a mile  wide. 
At  one  side  of  it  some  pale  yellow  Moths,  deeply  grooved  hy  the  rain 
shoot  up  pevpeju!  j cala rly  to  a h reeay  t^OScle^ ^laWfhu.; 
of.  which  were  wm^nked  in  Bevoluriouary  M a ^i*}^  o?  phi 
redoubts  testify.  At  the  seaward  cxi-iw.mh.y  these  Mud's  U&xuimi<*  in 
■]  Point  -Aijerhm.  a,d  at*  tfi©  south  they  slope  easily  down  to  iU#  slm 

■ v-  - iite  • h'f  Nun bu^fey/Iicuch :-,tviih  .it#;- o£; '£&$&$: ' 

^ -apphit^iui^  felhWVi ••  di ^rskins. . At  ihg  tuhx^ 

group  of  islands  form  that  natural  hmiikWiUbr  .to  which  allushm.  has 
been  made,  shouldcriiig  out  the  b, esiecou*  us  d-senUM  fay  rite. 


THE  UKRW  =S.«i  FtfUFV  IHV  tjffW 41  Hk*  WriK  - 

Go».  .gle 


ramit‘rnbiv  .pielu  rescue  ut  a wuu  sum  woi 
rugged  v.iiv  Right,  .of  ihmj  , are.  high  don 
enough  opt  <jfr-;lW  water  to  he  hubtUhle,  4 
<*mt  fch&  the  $}mg  Jtoek#  the 

tVml  the  Graves-  sthkh  the  sea  keep*  for  its  . kitr? 
own-  The  largest  is  the  Great  l$j*?iys«ei',  nig 
whhd<{&  kkhAy  am!  barren*  Umng  the  uii* 
With'  a y*4J<nv  t?spurpmenfc  him  the  afj* 

tVhdl's  or,  the  opposite  *h«m,*;  fhi:  nthei*  ihr 
are  masses  of  roek  vk  hTvguku*  nwjiotv;.  mtu 
\vhieh  we iv  prohatky  ^ . 

hh e i t"  n t ptmf 1 1 f >jri  t ‘ j 3^4*  v 

eei\  and.  IhmJgh  kliey  have  u«\M>k  h«r  j xim 
I'en  there  are  h\W  pi  dm*  u>  O.oar  rmn?o»-  j ikm 

ihii ilitiVi • g fi&k  be  £«i :j. \ ' .! hkj 

The&e  ark  the  M iddle  IteWKtgr.  the  On  ter  aiid 

Iire>\;^r3%  tiu?  Littbe  Greeti  ink  ilih, 

■taui,  Ca.l£  X^huMt*  atttl  IktUe  XXalf  felaiid;.  Sha 
is  tfm&teaf  iWj^rai^  J ay  t 
ftil  White  pillar:  o.f  Br^iori  liight,  which  ran 
:;iMrks  ibk  for-  \pV/  laki- 

. . : i”  1 . . i . V***  J :*  V •*»■  . t . ...  . hi 
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Would  precipitate  themselves  into  ac- 
tions from  which  they  refrain  After 
Me  e&Imer  coiisulcrnirnri  which  his 
alienee  allows.  He  tells  how  one  of 


a deed  prepared  which , if  it  had  been 
w oitld  haye  paused  a loss  of 
tifty  OK.H);sattd  dallar3 £ hat  jp&tand  of 
temg  in  hvi  office  he  was  down  at  the: 


extent  Amt  iA 

before  he  i^tnynM  i&tiivm  bfe  client 
had  abiaitefhod  ilte  iron&w 

tiw.  bayi  ojgr  pom*l\- ed  ttm  f oily  of  it. 
The  islands  may  therefore  be  said  to 
make  a bennfaetur  of  the  lawyer  by 


ete.Wy  IkigatHm. 

The  bii^ucAt-  can  yolliih^  to  hts 
6hao5fious  unUUm*  wb ile  sojmmti ate 
tiphu  Them,  &utl  from  the  point  of 
view  those  \ cheerful.  philosophers 

who  the  lack 

of  wraith  by  sti^maiizmj^  it  te  an 
*vii,  be  is  benefited.  But/tbe  dhM  of 
.the.  •.mar! no  artist  to  the  inlands,  ex- 
t&*te  that  of  either  of  ib  A ethers,  for 
rturirir  the  few  months  he  is  atuotig' 
Iteiii  tliej*  Aopply  Into  with  more  thho 
teoh^h  hY^eri^i  to  oochipy  him  all 
tfe-  )*$t  of  t h<vy ^Ar. 
v jSaVor^  U Jte^’  variable: ItMier  hx- 
Wn&l  Apfie^a1>ee^  o<l  land  than  on 
tya  a ^j‘ay  day  dote  imt 
'Wfitit.  10  i&  t he  saitic  elemijint  that 
*ldcV  ari$  ^p*u-Mh$.  when 

Shining \ Ui>>  tmrisif  hm fr<>m 
. Affects  not  tiierdy  the 
ba  t th  e Eurm 

the  billows  of  ya^^ald  Ijeteime  Si  it UXt 
change  of  cloud  inert  rid^te of  lh*ud. 

No  place  :0p 

!0fU:  $i  & / ' ' 


CAjUIy  OCTKK 


nosros  muhtsiko4^ 


Original  from 
JTY  OF  MICH 


m ate  xt  the  uuhi 


tlit*  frtjty  t'l*>vU«  wbft'h  Jroop  ttlntjjg  the  ] UHnnejuts  of  the  ceJilmtes,  juit  the  latter 
eastern  horteoti : tuny  ,blnt?  add  tliwduttg  ,1 <>n  tbiy plana  of  sttvagns.  Her  Iwi* 

with  a jocund  hri'J  -!S^j|0|»-  ’ \mfn  Jjnaimfo^OjeU  Ivy  dull  rad  and  dtirfc 

i tiit  1 heir  way  through  it  with  a ooiiftrinus  greg#  {Hid*,  ftl,d  Hip  sdditioiB  of  * jdtiSWJt 
sporltv  cries*;  arid  then  pallid  and  vague,  fand  ltoodr it  dormers;  ,niU» : a envy  httle 
a {vhahtdni  with  ghostly  Ships.  boiiKC,  and  yth?t)  sfre  comes 

Tin*  tydeTeiice  to  t lve  rude  hoards  of  the  at  tbft oraiviildCt':  a dwry  load- 
studio  walk  ought,  perhaps,  to  Ur  explain-  ed  With  bmisebold  luxuries  i»  towed  after 
<■•! . The  isolation  of  the  Ike  wsters  entail?  ’ her.  it  i>:  usually  found.  after  the  diffi- 
upon  U19.se  who  en  joy  it.  tin*  sacrilice  of  j <t?t»U  UttulUtg ha?  been  *rt:nl»-- . that  (lie piano 
some  yppyonicnem,  aiul  compels  the  util-  ; has  shipped  some  water  / hut  « hen  it  hi ts 
izatUui  >'»f  rtvahy  little  tilings  which  would  f lump  pumped  out  apd  oiled  it  jw*rTe*  vre.il 
i)d.di?t^g''Ard>xl  elsewhere  The  studio  was  | chough  Jo  eheor  up  tlx-  evening  alter  lb- 
a v«v.  si,*  d cM:igi-..dty  l.ut  ••vith  h gfeat  lamps  have  bec.«n  {if  within,  and  Bosp.m 
'window  rut.  in  its  northern  .-id  tv  opening";  Light  can  U.oov?i  dashing  »<?ppijs  tli'pf'hajt' 
up  Mte  Atiuutie  and  the  eastern  shore  it?  j indh.  while-  MmbtV, Ledge  IwidWe-  stcavtiUj 
far*  W t»louy^t*5T,  if A*  h<>  wdlj  adapted  to  : tint  at/iseti,  IfHe  it  ?tar  Iidiig  i jv  tipi,  sixitlt 
itvnevr  tted^dhad  ].  • Th«  pf  the  prpjwta  uver 

are  uulhVurlit  <*(.  a nearly  pcHMindjctilttr  iditf,  ami  at  hiidi 

The  ttte  v»f  thesuniuior  visitors  Ssav  *irn-  wutpr  tin?  surt  splashes  amt  ml  ties  alom' 
(tie  a?  that  >d'  the  Herhiotoun.  The  onlr  the  hifc*?:  but.  ux  tlm  title  rheebnft  H reveals 
bouses  #?»'fch^isfl»n«1ji.:^?;*jypt tbi*  buyer's-.'  a black  and  chaotic,  bfiap  of  buwWers 
or*-  *ist>ri'»m-i.  ••  (■•.‘  (a_'.o,  '■<!<■  ••!'  • • >t*< dt  is  beu'nl-d  by  mimics  of  dark  and  slip**  i ;: 
n/eufueb  Ml  11  primitive  condition  by  the  in, is?  These  are  jat’Ced  euongh  to  pi&ftw 
hrtukbv;  dial ■ vihotlK-r’  by  the  ?miHt  -Thg { 

law yfep >i»d  t fcuo’tUMiI?;«itv hht  jitey  st, retell  out  io  a Tong  he*- 
may  be  se-n.  Vrt-vue-pau  in  Imntl,  attend-  ell*  <i  rldcv-  with  a sbafp  edge.  whmh.  V- 
Ittg  to  llietf'O'vn  simpb  '’(itnls,  {bit  Mm  inp  higher  Uiud  tlu-y  art*,  woo}?!  *cmij«e. 
urfijit  is  :h»uTht»f, the  'fejnimnb  po;-  hep  i.Hj.tfeni  but  before  eotild  rt^e-ty 
senct-  tiiis  me pres-pd  ;.m*'!. i*  wf : f.bem.  • This Tidi'e  makes  u landing  pn»* 

a inch,  in  •>*»». fitrast  with  thy  'mee.*.:  :••  •■■  --*>»•<  ■ tK-obs*.-  al  the  Middle  Brewster. 
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droop  alcmg  vvatiL'-r^  edge.  ia#i  ufaovn 
this  U^mnlote  fringe  tbe  mck.^  ure  r)f  v*t- 
•ried  shades  of  red.  Higher  up  they  are'  a 


an y ot  thepi  v J p||^  ^ __  ^ 

hacked  at  bv  difcmptmg  that  jr^yi^h  purple,  anil  iii  th* pW^s 

<&ca>rs  )my<e  become  of  repruiklt  iii  S'  which  the  surf  can  hoit reach  ..grnss  t?irfv‘p& 

the  manner  that  a whl|ipt^i4'ati4  overdriven  wldmg  the  brilliance  of  its:  verdure  to  Ua? 
mortal  bunsifdf  txHX>me&  ^ ^urge  whim  ^ <>thuir  cnfe«  Though  the  largest  of  rho 
ill  treatment  Obliterates  hi*  himraniiy,  «.  isl&ttd#  contain#  <n\Xy  twenty*  five  a£res, 
Alom  plainly  than  if  -she  had  used  any  there  are  pastoral  little  hollows  ifr  aoim- 
alph&hetieal  language,  , Nabu re  h as  written  of  them  where  the^co‘:fe  ou.t  of.*jghi,  uhd 
over  these  cliff&Cv  No  landing  i\ere.M  The  ! for  all  we  can  see  we  might  be  in  &>rnv 
bpi«tli tag  rocks  vag\xely  remind  us  of  the  j upland  valley,  Cattle  at v gyu^ijig  in  the 
regulation  posuvon  of  mfantry  prepared  j tall  grass  among  the  bo«  Idei*.  and,  f.Ue 
to  r*teive.  eav:ah^r,  when  tM  foot-soldiers  j fishermen  have  built  hahginjr'gjmleiia  of 
crouch  down  vi«4br  theur  ow h lrprrglit  bay-  j vegetable**  of  Wjek. 

cmets,  wUUdi.riw?  as  a spiked  wall  to  the  \ But on  the  cjihnest  dayst  in  thev  centre- 
advene. me  riders,  i most  part,  of  the  islands,  one  can  always 

•ft-.-.t.  -L  Vi_  _ • ..u .;:.h  .ii-  a-  { i.  _;_i.  j.-i.  _ .* l.  . VW  x 1 . 


he&r  the  -gurgle  i>r  t he  water  in  the  sttfcp- 
wul led  eaves •;  odors  are  blown  from  the 
tangles  of  kelp  aiid  tnos,s  xvhich  tiflgje  m 
the  n«jstrih  m rrn  lopd  rhorn  bre^/e  ever 
doesvand  t lm  whisll  j|  figi^ioy-feff  thc?Graye^ 
is  never  silent;  . even  when  the  sea- is; 
\vi tp  mU'.h  [iTile  tlm  buor  utters its  admo- 
nition >rt  a voice  of  pain-  bkc  a Unmerited 
spirit  murmuring  agniost  ao  irrevocable 
judgment.  /.'■  * '•’•  ■ * : v;  **;-  '*  w.'  , , 
From  Tfdograph  Hilt,  near  the  (^id  eart  h 
works  bn  the  sandy  cliffs'.  winch  bound 
the  opposite  side  of  the  entrance  lu  the 


R<^n;E  or  juje  ctcg«v  m ms  “ favny  rncr 


L ' 

SHKpvyf 

Hk.i? 

Th e vv alb  arfr fci  £ i o&i  thick  at 
tfaa add  fpurfteif  dhe  u*jy 
t &**u  h^Velhe 

irromiflf  iifid  1*  mairfy  ten  f*M  f|j  diameter, 
la  i hi>*  .gtu*s  bou&s  a nutn  c**n  *!«&5h1 

Witt  b^ittttr  iif  it  the  i)  1 arot~ 
n&ting  apparatus  revolve,  enmtmg ' it* 
penetrating  '& t i n te  e va  of  U urtyr 

«^^>ndsr  |1/ hd er  the.  tower  there 
fog-Lorn,  winch  splits  the  air  with  shea  to 
ria.n  ^vatnjs&gs  wbt)p  the  weather  is  thick* 
and  hr  vrmm  the  har*di  trunjpeiiftgs  of 
litis  msirmnent  the  ear ea tehee  Du?  moam 
Inc  of  t lie  w itistling-huoy  anchored  off  tite 
tlra  v(>sf  am)  ill*  tolling  of  Die  bell  buoy 
which  floaty  over  ihtypkrddus 

iMig^  ' . : : s ' : • . ‘ /’V  ' 

But  the  custodians  of  the  light  have 
ihetr  Lams  Hud  ftyhufos  ,nnslu^:u&l  in  the 
iwhWi*3table^  fe/>«?i03ineefe4' 

vyiih  the  tower  fejf '&  , \mmgo ; ami 

when  IhecmHairn?  am  draw ^ Die  vriu- 
dow*  it  is  rle  or/ui  in  there,  even  though' 
the  channd  h clinked  vrith  L«\  and  the 
witid^  Wo#  as  ff  lliey  lkptUil  rock  tiki  pil- 
lar with  walls  erft  its 

lions.  Mu&rc<  Ite  sootlbng  spcJf 

Ihrongh  the  fOvdiiun  of  an  a€j<!»>rdioH,;p|uj* 
ed  try  A^sta;hh keeper  Gorharn  ; and.  soin»J- 
Dmr?>,  whon  the  family  join  voices  a 
° Hold  Dm  For f1  or  “ The  Bweet  liy  ,k»u 
By', * • carrietl  riph 

i my  u rgeu  t ky  c raes.;  “ * B.W  do  w n th  a jy  Ed  - 
wki'd;  hrar  down  pn  that  inelrumeni  ^- 
as  j f the  ^h^’okti’oh’  were  the  Jftiicnp  of  a 
Hudriug?  ship,  and  sal  vatton  depended  on 
f h.  mm  a*  of  the-  performer. 

The  heepeM  occasionally  h&\mmomex~ 

cithig  work  to  (hv  thflf.i).  trumimig'  their 

btuvps  and  '\iim&ij$&  off  the 

pane^  Of gkxsW  Bates  is 

possess;*.)!*  of  the  H U tuVal e . HocK/iy > • hvedal f 
He  di-es  not  wear  it  on  his  bre^t,  as^  bi: 
cyck-ri#rs''  ahd  Wear  their 


li arbor,  We  can  see  all  the 'islands  ai  once. 
It . ;was  from  this  elevpiiod  -that  t he  v 0 * 
lagers-  .of  Hull  saw  the  sn>okc  and  heard 
tlio  roar  of  the  »'.amiop*  in-  tl.Mr  tdi'md>  en- 
gagement belweer*  live  CVovsOperr/o1  and 
'tl  I ‘ 


a m\  l fcrr  r n >v>%’  w i ih  w i n • 
dow#  fcliat  look  Lw*  ojut  tv>  spa,  h a li  t ilk;, 

signal*l>^‘\  in  which  «.  vigilant  lyafchcr 
with  a spy -glass  teiegrapbs  all 
to  the  city  From  this  bill  the  Br c w. sloes- 
seexii  to  l>e  a itU/re  gr(Vup  of  h>\vltlcm  ^cats 
tered  by;  k;giaht  hkod;:  Itut 
di§hlbtttcd  tltkt  they  fpjrjh  a wait  aerp^s 
the  harbor,  uhd  as  we  hare  said, 

only  a rmri^vv  gatewoy  for  dlij^s  of  large 
Ummkge,  The  sballpw*  gaUed 

Broad  Bound  is  open,  io  the  liOrtlvward, 
but  it  ragpibldes  tih  buck  door  Of  a ger»tle> 
hi  an  re^id  e i x ee,  und  is;  only  used  by  such 
pen y craft  m .sUiamci^  froin  the  provinces 
and und 
ail  the  piom  d i sB n g vit^l ^ pd  v i Hifo rs  r m n * ^ 
in  by  Uicumm  ehan.Mv)  between  feh^raph 
Hill  nn*!  the  LuUe  Bmwslcr,  or  Light* 
'IfUM^nJ^lnwd.;  j|;  .'i 

Tb>; ’ .Boston  . Light  is  nt  the  very  in* 
rra ht> tlyy ' cbyp rie) , mid  the  wh iie  shaft 
tfAvcrs'up  from  ih  foumlatinn*  in  the  red- 
dislrbfbM'h  tlni  liftle  hshnid  like  a 

saint  in  the  ihseet:  I is  rays  are  visible 
sixteyhttdfc^aw  diodi  ^Veiy  thir: 

ty  seconds;  hud  \Vtih  the  twin  lights  of 
Thiit<;litn',a  Island  in  the  northenst  and 
' 2Vt  Liy  i • ivt»  ^Ajf 

’ipjau  Bdilysloh^  vpilJi^re^  in  tlm  drw 

burs  Die  posiUhn  at  Hie  harbor  of  tha  ap- 
]>r<. /Mailing  nun  liter. 

Thr-re'has  hern  a light  liera  shh>*  'I Tie, 
for  the  fskoneral I bmiitU  to  Trade  r’  but 
i’r.  eiS'SO.i  0«wee  VVUS  Utiilf  lh  1 ?W,  *Uvr 
the  dgstrUctiotx  of  ihc  okighial  bu  tlib  ug 
by  tile  Brnisb  tlicy  passed  oat  of  the 

harbor,  i\  has  been  frtsjueiuly  strength' 

eased  and  alkred,  and  ao>y  iu  cxeellent 


$ * Gougle 
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trophies;  it  is  stowed  away  sotwewhem  in 
a drawer,  nmd  he  dr«ex  np%  in  t$\k 
-about  it  It"  is,  howewjp,  & meTwento  ^sf 
the  time  when  lHkeyw ( C&iufe 

vv$$  wrecked  on  the  Sha^  Rocks*  the?  ledge 
extends  seaward  from  ib*v  pdi.hr  of. 
tlfA  Li t th^ 35r<vwster.  fcJhe  struck  aud  went 
to  pi#c#»  during  a vnry  heav-y  riortlif^a#/ 
erly  snow-storm,  and,  reckless  of  the  tre- 
Ttie  minus  sea.  BateS  |iuL  ort’  in  a small  boat 
ft*  rescue  her  crew.  all  of  whom  he  saved, 
with  the  aid  of  Assis  tan t - keeper  Bailey 
and  Charles  Foehaska,  a young  fisherman 
Vx> longing  to  the  Middle  Brewster. 

The  occupants  <rf  the  ^ther  inlands  i&fr 
joUsier-  h ;•  chief  among ; them  bmn  g;  old ; 

l^iri^erv  ?vho  ^fnqt'iki  • h as 

haubni  h is  pot#  in  the  water*  surrouridi  ng 
the  Bre  w’s; ters.  Tluyis.  lands  imcLam- 

ed  by  the  buoys  which  mark  t lie.  spots 
Where  the iir  traps  are  sis^rvlc  fur  thy  wmC 
duns  cra*toa.4»n  of  Uitydragnniidi  odiapey 
ami  no  object  m seen  more  fmirirutly 
than  the  wliinrj  lobsterhmm  making  his 
round*  ui  bis  dory  the 

sea  has  hrmi^ht  hiin,  Ha  takr^  whm  him 
a basket  or  & keg  tilted  with  sddibn,  that 
• buiWsuW  btnd  rnarrowloss,  fish.  which  is 
bitiy  gt>/)d  for  bait,  and  he  has  so  schooled 
luiasbir  to  .^cqbiesctv.  in  iht>  bnaiterahlb 
that  no  isurse  escapes  “h'iirf  when,  ^fter 
latoriou^  hauilh^  he  brings  the  dHppihg 
biYti?h  to  the  surface  empty ; opr,  on  the 


other  hand , does  be  give  ultemnce  to  any 
feeling,  of  pfei*uri«  when' pot 
b;  ww  h»  be  rail  uf  prisoned  it.  is 
dragged , «>ver  tire  lipping, gnmv&te,  1 dp 
not  limiigiiie  that,  old  Turner  ever  sob te$j. 
his  de>?p.- lined  v isage  is  pu<  jeered  w .i  h ve* 

noumes^.  and  ll^gh  hen*  not  talkaiiv*v 
an  unexplained  pathos  speaks  but  of  hi* 
eye*,  which  am  screened  from  the  fore* 
head  by  a bristling  pair  of  brows*  Hr  hm 
been  so  saturated  w ith  salt-water  for  if  ear- 
ly fourscore  years  that  he  has  a Lai i- 
piekled  app^raivce.  and  b is  beard  and  tin) 
curly  locks  which  still  flourish,  though 
tileached  by  nge  atid  e^posure,  are  always 
wet  \v i t}>  brine. 

In  avituirm  the  *iirirCMiiidi.ng  waters  are 
brisk  With  herring, and  fora  few  Weeks  the 
denizens  of  the  islands  can  lin'd  occupation 
W 5 th  the  inptiby  y/hfeh  cam^  to  cate h 

them.  Tim  helps  litem  & little;  and  now 
and  then  they  havea ylmnee  td>%en  soiwe- 
tltlfvg  fnbi^.by:’ 
t'ms  sojne  Te^el  which 
the  mazes  of  Um 
; . Win  far  soli f/M 

hpV  ^ r 'M 

them  should  reveal  them  .as-  they  appear 
‘o^  i;  to.  « w -5& 

masses  of  purple  no  a gulden  sen,  and  the 
dying  light  in  the  west  is  reHeetcd  so  brill- 
lardl-jr'in  the ypp&i.-' tltedTijr  ,<eeitis  to  be  h 
promise  of  perpetual  day. 


TRANSCRIPTS  FROM  NATURE. 


XI. 

SUNSET  IN  THE  NORTH  BEHIND  PINES. 

Against  the  steel-blue  sky  the  pines 
Stand  outlined,  dark  and  weird  and  tall; 
Low  down,  beyond,  the  sun's  red  ball 
Between  their  forest  pillars  shines; 

The  sunset  sky  their  boughs  enfold 
Gleams  as  in  some  cathedral  old; 

Beyond  the  pillared  nave,  o’erhead, 

A window  flames  with  mystic  red. 


xn. 

DRAGON-FLIES. 


Blue  as  though  fallen  from  the  skies, 

The  pool  dreams  in  the  gorse-clad  heath; 
The  yellow  newts  dart  swift  beneath; 
Above,  the  wheeling  dragon-flies 
Flash  in  their  shining  coats  of  mail, 

Or  with  spread  wings  slow  float  or  'sail 

Through  the  windless  air:  live  gems  they  seem 
That  late  in  the  earth’s  bowels  did  gleam.  ' 


XIII. 

APPROACHING  SKYE,  FROM  THE  NORTH. 

The  sweeping  seas  with  foam  are  white. 
The  Isle  of  Mist  before  us  lies, 

Pale  as  the  blue  of  morning  skies 
Ere  quickened  by  the  sun’s  full  might. 
Lo!  there  Dun  vegan’s  crags;  and  there 
Macleod’s  Maids,  delicately  fair; 

And,  shadowed  faint  in  harebell  blue, 
The  dim  Cuchullins  haunt  our  view. 


xnr. 

MOONLESS  NIGHT  OFF  SKYE.— AUGUST. 

The  heavens  with  sprinkled  star-dust  hang 
Above  the  phosphorescent  sea, 

Where  swim  medusa?  luminously 
Live-purple,  green.  The  casual  clang 
Of  swaying  chains  within  the  boat 
The  silence  only  breaks,  save  note 

Of  passing  gull,  or  the  dull  sound 
Where  whales  blow  o’er  yon  herring  ground. 


IN  THE  FENS.— SUMMER 

Broad,  deep,  and  still  the  salt  creeks  twisting  flow 
Between  the  long  green  flats,  where  to  and  fro 
The  water-weeds  wave  sluggishly,  and  where 
Amid  the  beds  of  flag  the  shy  coot’s  lair 
Is  hidden,  and  the  wild-ducks  swim  unseen; 

And  in  the  stagnant  pools,  o’ergrown  with  green 
And  vegetable  slime,  the  water-rats 
Swarm  thick;  and  in  the  lower  flats 
And  sal  ter  oozing  tide  wThole  clouds  of  shrimps 
Flicker  and  vanish,  and  in  one  short  glimpse 
The  flounders  dart  from  sight  in  troubled  sand 
And  far  across  the  wide  expanse  of  land 
Miraculously  green  the  pastures  reach, 

O’er  which  the  plovers  call  and  curlews  screech 
In  the  fresh  wind,  and  the  fat  oxen  low 
Hock-deep  within  the  grasses,  where  these  grow 
Cool,  rich,  with  green  and  purple  seeded  plumes, 
bweet-smelling;  where  the  samphire  blooms, 

And  the  sea-poppies  w^ave,  and  the  wild  thyme; 
And  where  the  sheep  bells  make  a pleasant  rhyme 
All  day;  and  underneath  the  fresh  blue  sky 
The  fledgeling  sea-birds  learn  to  wheel  and  fly. 
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ANTELOPE  HUNTING  IN  MONTANA. 

P m the  numerous  species  of  large  f of  smell,  his  intense  fear  of  his  natural 


Kr  game  to  be  foil  ml  in  the  far  West,  there 
is  none  whose  pursuit  furnishes  grander 
sport  to  the  expert  rifleman  than  the  ante* 
lope  ( AWocapra  americana) . His  habi- 
tat being  the  high  open  plains,  he  may  be 
hunted  Oil  horseback.  and  with  a much 
greater  degree  of  comfort  than  may  the 
deer,  elk,  bear,  and  other  species  which 
inhabit  the  wooded  or  mountainous  dis- 
tricts. His  keen  eyesight,  hi$  fine  sense 


enemy,  man,  however,  render  him  the 
most  difficult  of  ail  game  animals  to  ap 
p roach,  and  he  must  indeed  be  a skillful 
hunter  who  can  get  within  easy  rifle 
range  of  the  antelope,  unless  he  happens 
to  have  the  circumstances  of  wind  and  lie 
of  ground  peculiarly  in  his  favor.  When 
the  game  ia  first  sighted;  even  though  it  be 
oite,  two,  or  three  miles  away,  you  must 
either  dismount  and  picket  your  horse, 
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or  find  cover  in  some  coulee  or  draw, 
where  you  can  ride  entirely  out  of  sight 
of  the  quarry.  But  even  under  such  fa- 
vorable circumstances  it  is  not  well  to  at- 
tempt to  ride  very  near  them.  Their  sense 
of  hearing  is  also  very  acute,  and  should 
your  horse’s  hoof  or  shoe  strike  a loose 
rock,  or  should  he  snort  or  neigh,  the 
game  is  likely  to  catch  the  sound  while 
you  are  yet  entirely  out  of  sight  and  far 
away,  and  when  you  finally  creep  cau- 
tiously to  the  top  of  the  ridge  from  which 
you  expect  a favorable  shot,  you  may  find 
the  game  placidly  looking  for  you  from 
the  top  of  another  ridge  a mile  or  two 
farther  away. 

But  we  will  hope  that  you  are  to  have 
better  luck  than  this.  To  start  with,  we 
will  presume  that  you  are  an  expert  rifle- 
man ; that  you  are  in  the  habit  of  making 
good  scores  at  the  butts;  that  at  800,  900, 
and  1000  yards  you  frequently  score  200 
to  210  out  of  a possible  225  points.  We 
will  also  suppose  that  you  are  a hunter  of 
some  experience;  that  you  have  at  least 
killed  a good  many  deer  in  the  States,  but 
that  this  is  your  first  trip  to  the  plains. 
You  have  learned  to  estimate  distances, 
however,  even  in  this  rare  atmosphere, 
and  possess  good  judgment  as  to  windage. 
You  have  brought  your  Creedmoor  rifle 
along,  divested,  of  course,  of  its  Yenier 
sight,  wind-gauge,  and  spirit-level,  and  in 
their  places  you  have  fitted  a Beach  com- 
bination front  sight  and  Lyman  rear  sight. 
Besides  these  you  have  the  ordinary  open- 
step  sight  attached  to  the  barrel  just  in 
front  of  the  action.  This  is  not  the  best 
arm  for  antelope  hunting;  a Winchester 
Express  with  the  same  sights  would  be 
much  better;  but  this  will  answer  very 
well. 

We  camped  last  night  on  the  bank  of  a 
clear,  rapid  stream  that  gurgles  down  from 
the  mountain,  and  this  morning  are  up 
long  before  day  1 ight,  have  eaten  our  break- 
fasts, saddled  our  horses,  and  just  as  the 
gray  of  dawn  begins  to  show  over  the  low, 
flat  prairie  to  the  east  of  us  we  mount, 
and  are  ready  for  the  start.  The  wind  is 
from  the  northeast.  That  suits  us  very 
well,  for  in  that  direction,  about  a mile 
away,  there  are  some  low  foot-hills  that 
skirt  the  valley  in  which  we  are  camped. 
In  or  just  beyond  these  we  are  very  likely 
to  find  antelope,  and  they  will  probably 
be  coming  toward  the  creek  this  morning 
for  water. 

We  put  spurs  to  our  horses  and  gallop 


away.  A brisk  and  exhilarating  ride  of 
ten  minutes  brings  us  to  the  foot-hills, 
and  then  we  rein  up,  and  ride  slowly  and 
cautiously  to  near  the  top  of  the  first  one. 
Here  we  dismount,  and,  picketing  our 
ponies,  we  crawl  slowly  and  carefully  to 
the  apex.  By  this  time  it  is  almost  fully 
daylight.  We  remove  our  hats,  and  peer 
cautiously  through  the  short,  scattering 
grass  on  the  brow  of  the  hill. 

Do  you  see  anything  ? 

No;  nothing  but  prairie  and  grass. 

No  ? Hold ! What  are  those  small, 
gray  objects  away  off  yonder  to  the  left  ? 
I think  I saw  one  of  them  move.  And 
now,  as  the  light  grows  stronger,  I can 
see  white  patches  on  them.  Yes,  they  are 
antelope.  They  are  busily  feeding,  and  we 
may  raise  our  heads  slightly  and  get  a 
more  favorable  view.  One,  two,  three — 
there  are  five  of  them — two  bucks,  a doe, 
and  two  kids.  And  you  will  observe  that 
they  are  nearly  in  the  centre  of  a broad 
stretch  of  table-land. 

4 4 But,”  you  say,  4 4 may  we  not  wait  here 
a little  while  until  they  come  nearer  to 
us?” 

Hardly.  You  see  they  are  intent  on  get- 
ting their  breakfast.  There  is  a heavy 
frost  on  the  grass,  which  moistens  it  suffi- 
ciently for  present  purposes,  and  it  may 
be  an  hour  or  more  before  they  will  start 
for  water.  It  won’t  pay  us  to  wait  so 
long,  for  we  shall  most  likely  find  others 
within  that  time  that  we  can  get  within 
range  of  without  wraiting  for  them.  So 
you  may  as  well  try  them  from  here. 

Now  your  experience  at  the  butts  may 
serve  you  a good  turn.  After  taking  a 
careful  look  over  the  ground,  you  estimate 
the  distance  at  850  yards,  and  setting  up 
your  Beach  front  and  Lyman  rear  sights, 
you  make  the  necessary  elevation.  There 
is  a brisk  wind  blowing  from  the  right, 
and  you  think  it  necessary  to  hold  off 
about  three  feet.  We  are  now  both  lying 
prone  upon  the  ground.  You  face  the 
game,  and  support  your  rifle  at  your 
shoulder  by  resting  your  elbows  on  the 
ground.  The  sun  is  now  shining  bright- 
ly, and  you  take  careful  aim  at  that  old 
buck  that  stands  out  there  at  the  left.  At 
the  report  of  your  rifle  a cloud  of  dust 
rises  from  a point  about  a hundred  yards 
this  side  of  him,  and  a little  to  the  left, 
showing  that  you  have  underestimated 
both  the  distance  and  the  force  of  the 
wind — things  that  even  an  old  hunter  is 
liable  to  do  occasionally. 
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We  both  lie  close,  and  the  animals  have 
not  yet  seen  us.  They  make  a few  jumps, 
and  stop  all  in  a bunch.  The  cross-wind 
and  long*  distance  prevent  them  from 
knowing  to  a certainty  where  the  report 
comes  from,  and  they  don’t  like  to  run 
just  yet,  lest,  they  may  run  toward  the 
danger  instead  of  away  from  it.  You 
make  another  half- point  of  elevation,  hold 
a little  farther  away  to  the  right,  and  try 
them  again.  This  time  the  dirt  rises  about 
twenty  feet  beyond  them,  and  they  jump 
in  eve.yy  direction.  That  was  certainly  a 
close  cull,  and  the  bullet  e vidently  whistled 
uncomfortably  close  to  several  of  them. 
They  arc  now  thoroughly  frightened.  You 
insert  another  cartridge,  hurriedly  draw  a 
bead  on  the  largest  buck  again,  and  fire. 
You  break  dirt  just  beyond  him,  and  we 
can’t  tell  for  the  life  of  us  how  or  on  which 
side  of  him  your  bullet  passed.  It  is  as- 
tonishing how  much  vacant  space  there  is 
round  an  antelope,  anyway.  This  time 
they  go,  sum.  They  have  located  the  puff 
of  smoke,  and  are  gone  with  the  speed  of 
the  wind  away  to  tin*  west.  But  don't  be 
discouraged,  my  friend.  You  did  some 


clever  shooting,  some  very  clever  shoot- 
ing, and  a little  practice  of  that  kind  will 
enable  you  to  score  Indore  night. 

We  go  back  to  our  horses,  mount,  and 
gallop  away  again  across  the  table-land. 
A ride  of  another  mile  brings  us  to  the 
northern  margin  of  this  plateau,  and  to  a 
more  broken  country.  Hem  we  dismount 
and  picket  our  horses  again.  We  ascend 
a high  butte,  and  from  the  top  of  it  we 
can  see  three  more  antelope,  about  a mile 
to  the  north  of  us;  but  this  time  the; 


y are 

in  a hilly,  broken  country,  and  the  wind 
is  coming  directly  from  them  to  us.  We 
shall  be  able  to  get  a shot  at  them  at  short 
range.  So  we  cautiously  back  down  out 
of  sight,  and  then  begins  the  tedious  pro- 
cess of  stalking  them.  We  walk  briskly 
along  around  the  foot  of  a hill  for  a quar- 
ter of  a mile,  to  where  it  makes  a turn 
that  would  carry  us  too  far  out  of  our 
course.  We  must  cross  this  hill,  and  aft- 
er  looking  carefully  at  the  shape  and  lo- 
cation of  it,  we  at  last  find  a low  point  in 
it  where  by  lying  flat  down  wo  can  crawl 
over  it  without  revealing  ourselves  to  the 
game.  It  is  a most  tedious  and  painful 
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piece  of  work,  for  the  ground  is  almost 
covered  with  cactus  and  sharp  flinty  rocks, 
and  our  hands  and  knees  are  terribly  lac- 
erated. But  every  rose  has  its  thorn,  and 
nearly  every  kind  of  sport  has  something 
unpleasant  connected  with  it  occasional- 
ly; and  our  reward,  if  we  get  it,  will  be 
worth  the  pain  it  costs  us.  With  such 
reflections  and  comments,  and  with  fre- 
quent longing  looks  at  the  game,  we  kill 
time  till  at  last  the  critical  part  of  our 
work  is  done,  and  we  can  arise  and  de- 
scend in  a comfortable  but  cautious  walk 
into  another  draw. 

This  we  follow  for  about  two  hundred 
yards,  until  we  think  we  are  about  as  near 
our  quarry  as  we  can  get.  We  turn  to 
the  right,  cautiously  ascend  the  hill,  re- 
move our  hats,  and  peer  over,  and  there, 
sure  enough,  are  our  antelope  quietly 
grazing,  utterly  oblivious  to  the  danger 
that  threatens  them.  They  have  not  seen, 
heard,  or  scented  us;  so  we  have  ample 
time  to  plan  an  attack.  You  take  the 
standing  shot  at  the  buck,  and  together 
we  will  try  and  take  care  of  the  two  does 
afterward.  At  this  short  distance  you 
don't  care  for  the  peep  and  globe  sights, 
and  wisely  decide  to  use  the  plain  open 
ones.  This  time  you  simply  kneel,  and 
then  edge  up  until  you  can  get  a good 
clear  aim  over  the  apex  of  the  ridge  in 
this  position.  The  buck  stands  broadside 
to  you,  and  at  the  crack  of  your  rifle 
springs  into  the  air,  and  falls  all  in  a 
heap,  pierced  through  the  heart. 

And  now  for  the  two  does.  They  are 
flying  over  the  level  stretch  of  prairie 
with  the  speed  of  an  arrow,  and  are  al- 
most out  of  sure  range  now.  You  turn 
loose  on  that  one  on  the  right,  and  I will 
look  after  the  one  on  the  left.  Our  rifles 
crack  together,  and  little  clouds  of  dust 
rising  just  beyond  tell  us  that,  though  we 
have  both  missed,  we  have  made  close  calls. 
I put  in  about  three  shots  to  your  one, 
owing  to  my  rifle  being  a repeater,  while 
you  must  load  yours  at  each  shot.  At  my 
fourth  shot  my  left-fielder  doubles  up  and 
goes  down  with  a broken  neck;  and  al- 
though you  have  fairly  “set  the  ground 
afire” — to  use  a Western  phrase — around 
your  right- fielder,  you  have  not  had  the 
good  fortune  to  stop  her,  and  she  is  now 
out  of  sight  behind  a low  ridge. 

But  you  have  the  better  animal  of  the 
two,  and  have  had  sport  enough  for  the 
first  morning.  We  will  take  the  entrails 
out  of  these  two,  lash  them  across  our 
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horses  behind  our  saddles,  go  to  camp, 
and  rest  through  the  heat  of  the  day ; for 
this  September  sun  beams  down  with  great 
power  in  mid-day,  even  though  the  nights 
are  cool  and  frosty. 

And  now,  as  we  have  quite  a long  ride 
to  camp,  and  as  we  are  to  pass  over  a 
rather  monotonous  prairie  country  en 
route , I will  give  you  a point  or  t^o  on 
flagging  antelope,  as  we  ride  along,  that 
may  be  useful  to  you  at  some  time.  Fine 
sport  may  frequently  be  enjoyed  in  this 
way.  If  you  can  find  a band  that  have 
not  been  hunted  much,  and  are  not  fa- 
miliar with  the  wiles  of  the  white  man, 
you  will  have  little  trouble  in  decoying 
them  within  rifle  range  by  displaying  to 
them  almost  any  brightly  colored  object. 
They  have  as  much  curiosity  as  a woman, 
and  will  run  into  all  kinds  of  danger  to 
investigate  any  strange  object  they  may 
discover.  They  have  been  known  to  fol- 
low an  emigrant  or  freight  wagon  with  a 
white  cover  several  miles,  and  the  Indian 
often  brings  them  within  reach  of  his  ar- 
row or  bullet  by  standing  in  plain  view 
wrapped  in  his  red  blanket.  A piece  of 
bright  tin  or  a mirror  answers  the  same 
purpose  on  a clear  day.  Almost  any  con- 
spicuous or  strange-looking  object  will  at- 
tract them;  but  the  most  convenient  as 
well  as  the  most  reliable  at  all  times  is  a 
little  bright  red  flag. 

In  the  fall  of  1881  I was  riding  down 
the  Yellowstone  River  in  company  with 
my  friends  Huffman  and  Conley,  on  our 
return  from  a hunting  expedition  to  the 
Big  Horn  Mountains.  While  passing 
over  a piece  of  high  table-land  overlook- 
ing a portion  of  the  valleys  of  the  Yellow- 
stone River  and  Big  Porcupine  Creek  we 
met  a couple  of  hunters,  who  told  us  that 
a large  herd  of  buffaloes  were  grazing 
on  the  Big  Porcupine  about  fifteen  miles 
from  us;  and  knowing  that  antelope  are 
nearly  always  found  hanging  on  the  out- 
skirts of  every  herd  of  buffaloes,  we  at  once 
began  to  scan  the  country  with  our  glass- 
es in  search  of  them.  We  were  soon  re- 
warded by  seeing  a number  of  small  white 
specks  on  the  dead  grass  away  up  the  Por- 
cupine that  seemed  to  be  moving.  We 
rode  toward  them  at  a lively  gait  for  per- 
haps a mile,  and  stopped  to  look  again. 
From  this  point  we  could  easily  identify 
them,  although  they  still  seemed  to  be 
about  the  size  of  jack- rabbits.  We  again 
put  spurs  to  our  horses,  and  rode  rapidly 
to  within  a mile  of  them,  when  we  picket- 
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ed  our  animals  in  a low  swale,  took  out 
our  44  antelope  flag” — a piece  of  scarlet- 
colored  calico  about  half  a yard  square — 
attached  it  to  the  end  of  my  wiping  stick, 
and  were  ready  to  interview  the  antelopes. 

I crawled  to  the  top  of  a ridge  within 
plain  view  of  the  game,  and  planted  the 
flag.  The  breeze  spread  it  out,  kept  it 
fluttering,  and  it  soon  attracted  their  at- 
tention. This  bit  of  colored  rag  excited 
their  curiosity  to  a degree  that  rendered 
them  restive,  anxious,  uneasy,  and  they 
seemed  at  once  to  be  seized  with  an  insa- 
tiable desire  to  find  out  what  it  was. 
Huffman  went  to  the  top  of  another  ridge 
to  my  right,  and  some  distance  in  advance, 
and  Conley  crawled  into  a hollow  on  the 
left,  so  that  we  three  formed  a half-circle, 
into  which  we  intended,  if  possible,  to  de- 
coy the  game. 

When  they  first  discovered  our  flag 
they  moved  rapidly  toward  it,  sometimes 
breaking  into  a trot.  But  when  they  had 
covered  about  half  the  distance  between 
us  and  their  starting-point  they  began  to 
grow  suspicious,  and  stopped.  They  cir- 
cled around,  turned  back,  and  walked  a 
few  steps,  then  paused  and  looked  back  at 
the,  to  them,  mysterious  apparition.  But 
they  could  not  resist  its  magic  influence. 
Again  they  turned  and  came  toward  us, 
stopped,  and  gazed  curiously  at  it.  The 
old  buck  that  led  the  herd  stamped  impa- 
tiently, as  if  annoyed  at  his  inability  to 
solve  the  mystery.  They  walked  cau- 
tiously toward  us  again  down  an  incline 
ipto  a valley  which  took  them  out  of  sight 
of  the  flag. 

This,  of  course,  rendered  them  still  more 
impatient,  and  when  they  reached  the  top 
of  the  next  ridge  they  were  running.  But 
as  soon  as  the  leader  caught  sight  of  the 
flag  again  he  stopped,  as  did  the  others  in 
turn  when  they  came  in  sight  of  it.  They 
were  not  more  than  a hundred  yards  from 
me,  and  were  still  nearer  to  my  friends. 
There  were  seven  in  the  band — two  bucks, 
three  does,  and  two  kids.  Their  position 
was  everything  we  could  wish,  and  though 
we  might  possibly  have  brought  them  a 
few  yards  nearer,  there  was  a possibility 
of  their  scenting  us  even  across  the  wind, 
which,  of  course,  we  had  arranged  to  have 
in  our  favor,  and  I decided  that  rather 
than  run  the  risk  of  this  and  the  conse- 
quent stampede,  I would  open  on  them 
where  they  were.  It  had  been  arranged 
that  I was  to  begin  the  entertainment,  and 
drawing  a fine  bead  on  the  white  breast 


of  the  old  buck,  I pulled.  Huffman’s  and 
Conley’s  rifles  paid  their  compliments  to 
the  pretty  visitors  at  almost  the  same  in- 
stant, and  for  about  thirty  seconds  there- 
after we  fanned  them  about  as  vigorously 
as  ever  a herd  was  fanned  under  similar 
circumstances.  The  air  was  full  of  lead- 
en missiles,  and  the  dry  dust  raised  under 
and  around  the  fleeing  quarry.  Clouds  of 
smoke  hung  over  us,  and  the  distant  hills 
echoed  the  music  of  our  artillery,  until  the 
last  white  rump  disappeared  among  the 
cottonwoods  on  the  river-bank.  When 
the  smoke  of  battle  cleared  away,  and  we 
looked  over  the  field,  we  found  that  we 
had  not  burned  our  powder  in  vain.  Five 
of  the  little  fellows,  two  bucks  and  three 
does,  had  fallen  victims  to  their  curiosity. 
The  two  fawns  had,  strangely  enough, 
escaped,  probably  because  they,  being  so 
much  smaller  than  their  parents,  were  less 
exposed. 

I once  saw  a coyote  sneak  from  behind 
a hill  toward  a herd  of  antelope.  Instantly 
there  was  a grand  rush  of  all  the  adult  mem- 
bers of  the  band,  male  and  female,  toward 
the  intruder,  and  when  they  had  gotten  in 
front  of  the  kids  they  stopped,  with  bristles 
erect,  ears  thrown  forward,  and  heads  low- 
ered, presenting  a most  warlike  and  bel- 
ligerent appearance.  The  coyote,  when 
he  saw  himself  confronted  with  this  solid 
phalanx,  suddenly  stopped,  eyed  his  oppo- 
nents for  a few  moments,  and  then,  appar- 
ently overawed  at  the  superiority  of  num- 
bers and  warlike  attitude  of  his  intended 
prey,  slunk  reluctantly  away  in  search  of 
some  weaker  victim.  When  he  was  well 
out  of  sight,  the  older  members  of  the 
band  turned  to  their  young,  caressed  them 
and  resumed  their  grazing. 

The  speed  of  the  antelope  is  probably 
not  excelled  by  that  of  any  other  animal 
in  this  country,  wild  or  domestic,  except 
the  greyhound,  and  in  fact  it  is  only  the 
finest  and  fleetest  of  these  that  can  pull 
down  an  antelope  in  a fair  race. 

In  the  little  village  of  Garfield,  Kan- 
sas, there  lived  a man  some  years  ago — 
the  proprietor  of  a hotel — who  had  two 
pet  antelopes.  The  village  dogs  had  sev- 
eral times  chased  them,  but  had  always 
been  distanced.  One  day  a Mexican 
came  to  town  who  had  with  him  two 
large,  handsome  greyhounds.  Immedi- 
ately on  riding  up  to  the  hotel  he  saw  the 
antelopes  in  the  yard,  and  told  the  propri- 
etor, gruffly,  that  he  had  better  put  “them 
critters”  in  the  corral,  or  his  dogs  would 
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kill  them.  The  proprietor  said  he  guessed 
the  “critters”  were  able  to  take  care  of 
themselves,  especially  if  the  dogs  did  not 
spring  upon  them  unawares.  This  aroused 
the  Mexican’s  ire,  and  he  promptly  of- 
fered to  wager  a goodly  sum  that  his  dogs 
would  pull  down  one  or  both  of  the  an- 
telopes within  a mile.  The  challenge  was 
accepted,  the  stakes  deposited,  and  the  an- 
telopes turned  into  the  street,  and  the 
“greaser”  told  his  dogs  to  “take  ’em.” 

The  dogs  sprang  at  the  antelopes,  but 
the  latter  had  soon  reached  a vacant  lot 
# across  the  street.  They  started  off  down 
the  river.  For  a distance  of  four  miles 
the  river-bottom  was  an  open  prairie,  and 
as  level  as  a floor.  As  the  quartette  sped 
over  this  grand  natural  race-course,  the 
whole  populace  of  the  town  turned  out  en 
masse  to  see  the  race.  Men  and  boys 
shouted,  and  ladies  waved  their  handker- 
chiefs. Betting  was  rife,  the  natives  offer- 
ing two  to  one  on  the  antelopes,  the  Mexi- 
can and  the  few  other  strangers  in  town 
being  eager  takers.  It  was  nip  and  tuck, 
neither  animals  gaining  nor  losing  per- 
ceptibly, and  when  at  last  the  four  went 
round  a bend  in  the  river  four  miles  away, 
and  were  hidden  by  a bluff,  the  game  was, 
as  nearly  as  could  be  seen  by  the  aid  of 
good  field-glasses,  just  about  the  same  dis- 
tance ahead  of  the  dogs  as  when  they  left 
town. 

Some  hours  later  the  dogs  returned,  so 
tired  they  could  scarcely  walk.  The  Mex- 
ican eagerly  looked  for  hair  on  their  teeth, 
and  although  he  could  find  none,  was  con- 
fident that  his  dogs  had  killed  the  ante- 
lopes. A mounted  expedition  to  search 
for  the  carcasses  and  settle  the  question 
was  agreed  upon,  but  as  it  was  too  near 
night  to  start  when  the  dogs  returned,  it 


was  arranged  to  go  in  the  morning.  But 
when  the  parties  got  up  the  next  morning 
they  found  the  antelopes  quietly  grazing 
in  the  hotel  yard.  The  Mexican  left  town 
in  disgust,  followed  by  his  lame,  sore-footed 
dogs,  and  muttering  that  he  “never  seed 
no  varmints  run  like  them  things  did.” 

The  antelope,  one  of  the  brightest  and 
most  graceful  and  beautiful  of  all  our 
Western  game  animals,  is  fast  disappear- 
ing from  our  broad  plains,  owing  to  the 
ceaseless  slaughter  of  it  that  is  carried  on 
by  “skin  hunters,”  Indians,  “foreign  no- 
blemen,” and  others  who  come  to  this 
country  year  after  year  and  spend  the  en- 
tire summer  in  hunting.  Thousands  of 
them  are  killed  every  summer  by  this  lat- 
ter class,  and  left  to  rot  where  they  fall,  not 
a pound  of  meat,  a skin,  or  even  a head  be- 
ing taken  from  them.  I have  seen  with 
my  own  eyes  this  butchery  carried  on  for 
years  past,  and  know  whereof  I speak. 

Nearly  all  the  Territories  have  stringent 
laws  intended  to  prohibit  this  class  of 
slaughter,  but  in  these  sparsely  settled 
countries  the  provisions  for  enforcing 
them  are  so  meagre  that  these  men  vio- 
late them  day  after  day  and  year  after 
year  with  impunity.  This  is  one  of  the 
instances  in  which  prohibition  does  not 
prohibit.  And  what  I have  said  of  the  an- 
telope is  true  of  all  the  large  game  of  the 
great  West.  The  buffalo,  elk,  deer,  mount- 
ain-sheep, etc.,  are  being  slaughtered  by 
the  thousands  every  year-tenfold  faster 
than  the  natural  increase.  And  the  time 
is  near,  very  near,  when  all  these  noble 
species  will  be  extinct.  The  sportsman 
or  naturalist  who  desires  to  preserve  a 
skin  or  head  of  any  of  them  must  procure 
it  very  soon  or  he  will  not  be  able  to  get 
it  at  all. 


THE  MANOR-HOUSE  OF  KERSUEL. 


I.— THE  SHAPE. 

qiHE  sky  is  a dull  gray,  so  low  that  the 
J_  mass  of  heavy  cloud  seems  as  if  it 
might  touch  the  chimneys  of  the  old  man- 
or-house; yet  a keen  wind  is  blowing,  a 
wind  which  rushes  along  the  galleries  at 
the  back  of  the  manor-house,  and  shakes 
both  the  narrow  casements  of  the  lower 
gallery  and  the  circular  lights  in  the  gal- 
lery overhead.  The  blasts  are  so  violent 
that  it  seems  as  if  the  small  diamond- 
shaped panes  might  soon  be  whirled  out 


of  their  leadings  into  the  river  below. 

The  old  house  is  built  at  the  end  of  a lofty 
ridge,  so  that  the  ascent  to  it  is  gradual 
from  the  far-off  road ; but  the  descent  to 
the  river  in  the  deep  wooded  valley  in  the 
rear  is  precipitous,  and  makes  a natural 
defense.  The  house,  though  fortified  in 
front,  and  boasting  an  overgrown  moat 
and  draw -bridge  and  a rusty  portcullis,  is 
only  defended  behind  by  the  absence  of 
doors  or  any  openings  in  its  massive  old 
wall.  There  are  no  windows  till  you 
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reach  the  galleries  outside  the  bedrooms 
of  the  second  and  third  floors. 

Even  these  windows  are  small  and  in- 
frequent, and  the  light  fades  quickly  in 
this  dull  February  weather,  so  that  the 
long  low  gallery  is  dreary  and  gloomy; 
it  has  not  even  the  sullen  flow  of  the  dark 
river  to  break  its  stillness ; only  now  and 
then  the  hoot  of  an  owl  sounds  in  the  lofts 
overhead.  At  the  farthest  end  is  a door 
with  a flight  of  steps  leading  to  it.  This 
door  opens  suddenly,  and  a girl,  wrapped 
in  a cloak,  with  a hood  pulled  over  her 
face,  comes  down  the  steps,  and  hurries 
rapidly  along  the  gallery  till  she  has  pass- 
ed the  last  door  leading  into  it ; then  she 
goes  down  two  more  steps  at  its  farther 
end  on  to  a square  stair-head  at  the  top  of 
the  great  staircase,  which  does  not  go  be- 
yond this  floor : the  upper  gallery  is  reach- 
ed by  spiral  flights  of  stone  steps  in  the 
curious  little  tourelles  at  the  angles  of  the 
old  house. 

As  the  girl  steps  out  on  to  the  broad 
landing,  a bat  skims  across  it,  and  almost 
touches  her.  cheek. 

“ Ah !”  and  with  a shriek  of  dismay  she 
flies  down  the  rickety,  uneven  steps,  cross- 
es the  huge  earthen-floored  hall,  and  van- 
ishes through  a door  below  the  staircase 
leading  to  the  numerous  passages  at  the 
back  of  the  house. 

It  leads,  too,  by  a passage  on  one  side, 
into  the  garden  on  the  terrace  that  bor- 
ders the  steep  hill ; but  before  she  can 
reach  the  end  of  the  passage  which  inter- 
venes between  the  hall  and  this  side  en- 
trance her  way  is  stopped. 

A short,  square-faced  woman  stands  fin- 
gering her  many-striped  apron ; she  wears 
a black  gown,  the  armholes  of  which  are 
bordered  with  broad  black  velvet,  a cap 
of  plain  white  muslin,  which  frames  in  a 
sunburned  face  with  sad  blue  eyes,  and 
then  hangs  down  behind  in  two  broad 
white  tails.  When  the  girl  reaches  her 
she  smiles,  and  stands  aside  to  let  her  pass. 

“Oh, Marguerite,  I have  been  so  fright- 
ened ! A bat  flew  nearly  in  my  face !” 

“A  bat!  Is  that  all ? You  looked  so 
scared,  Ma’m’selle  Genevieve,  that  I did 
not  know  what  you  might  not  have  been 
seeing!” 

Genevieve  shivers,  and  then  looks  over 
her  shoulder.  “Marguerite!  as  if  this 
house  were  not  dismal  enough  in  itself! 
This  is  the  third  time  you  have  hinted  at 
apparitions,  and  yet  you  vowed  to  me 
that  there  is  not  one  room  haunted  in  the 
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house.  However,  I have  no  faith  in  such 
nonsense.” 

Marguerite  looks  uneasy.  She  stuffs 
both  hands  into  the  large  pockets  in  front 
of  her  apron.  “Come  into  the  kitchen, 
mademoiselle,  and  see  the  fish  that  Louis 
has  just  brought  in;  you  have  not  seen 
such  big  ones  since  you  came  home. 
Come,  mademoiselle.” 

Marguerite  waddles  down  a side-turn- 
ing out  of  the ’passage,  and  Genevieve 
follows  into  a long  low  room  with  a 
rack  overhead,  in  which  are  bacon  and 
skins  of  lard,  a good  store  of  herbs  and  * 
cheese,  and  at  one  end  a pile  of  freshly 
made  galettes.  On  the  table  below  is  an 
open  basket  half  full  of  brown  speckled 
trout. 

“Yes,  they  are  fine” — but  Genevieve 
speaks  as  if  she  is  thinking  of  some- 
thing else.  Then  going  close  to  the  open 
hearth,  she  bent  down  and  warmed  her 
hands  at  the  cheerful  blaze  of  the  fagots 
piled  up  between  huge  dogs.  “Oh,  Mar- 
guerite,” she  says,  “ I am  so  weary  of  this 
winter  life!  I begin  to  hate  Kersuel.” 

The  woman’s  sad  face  seems  to  grow 
sadder  and  longer.  ‘ 4 Mademoiselle  must 
try  against  such  feelings,”  she  says,  sol- 
emnly; “ for  she  will  always  have  to  live 
at  Kersuel.” 

Genevieve  shakes  her  head  with  so 
much  energy  that  the  hood  falls  back  and 
shows  her  face.  It  is  very  remarkable 
there  is  beauty  in  it,  but  the  first  thought 
it  suggests  is  that  it  is  different  from  any 
other  face,  there  is  in  it  so  much  delicacy 
of  outline,  so  much  power  of  expression; 
the  skin  is  clear  and  colorless,  except  that 
the  temples  show  a creamy  white  where 
the  soft  dark  brown  hair  leaves  them ; but 
the  fine  well-marked  eyebrows  and  large 
deep-colored  eyes  are  full  of  life  and  feel- 
ing. The  eyes  are  indefinable — gray  and 
green  and  brown  and  yellow,  all  mellowed 
into  a tender  velvet-like  lustre  that  has  no 
dry  hardness  in  it ; the  brilliancy  is  liquid, 
softened  by  long  dark  lashes.  Now,  as 
she  looks  at  Marguerite,  there  is  protest  in 
them  and  in  every  line  of  the  expressive 
face. 

“You  are  quite  wrong.  Grandmother 
will  not  stay  here  next  winter;  she  will 
have  got  well,  and  then  she  will  go  to 
Paris  again,  and  the  old  house  will  be 
shut  up  for  the  winter.  It  is  a dear  old 
place  in  the  summer,  but  I had  no  notion 
it  was  so  wretched  in  winter : it  is  only 
fit  for  bats  and  rats  now.  You  have  the 
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best  of  it  here” — the  girl  is  looking  at  the 
huge  carved  oak  wardrobe  on  one  side,  and 
the  box  bedstead  fixed  into  the  wall  oppo- 
site. 4 4 This  is  cozy  enough;  but  those 
rooms  upstairs  are  so  eerie  when  it  gets 
dark” — she  shivers.  44 1 hate  that  gal- 
lery.” 

4 4 Mademoiselle  must  learn  to  love  the 
old  place ; she  used  to  be  happy  here,  and 
it  is  always  to  be  her  home.  Madame  has 
said  to  me,  Mademoiselle  Genevi&ve  will 
live  and  die  at  Kersuel.” 

Genevieve  stamps  her  foot — for  Mar- 
guerite's face  is  full  of  reproof — and  then 
she  dances  round  the  kitchen  table.  4 4 You 
are  such  an  old  goose ! you  never  reflect. 
Of  course  I used  to  like  Kersuel;  I liked 
the  convent  well  enough,  but  I liked  holi- 
days better ; and  I only  came  to  Kersuel 
for  holidays,  and  remember  I was  only 
here  in  summer-time.  You  know  very 
well  that  this  is  grandmother's  first  win- 
ter in  the  old  place.” 

Marguerite  shakes  her  head.  4 4 Pardon, 
mademoiselle.  Long  ago,  when  madame 
was  young,  she  and  Monsieur  De  Kersuel 
spent  more  than  one  winter  here.  And 
Monsieur  Georges  too,  for  that  matter.” 

A faint  color  flickers  into  the  girl's  face. 

44  You  have  told  me  that  before,  Mar- 
guerite. It  appears  to  me  that  Monsieur 
Georges  must  be  very  old,  if  he  was  here 
so  long  ago.” 

Marguerite  looks  stiff  and  sad  again. 

44No,  mademoiselle,  Monsieur  Georges 
is  not  so  old.  He  is  many  years  younger 
than  madame.” 

Genevieve’s  dark  eyes  are  fixed  on  the 
old  servant,  but  she  is  not  thinking  of  her. 

Marguerite  has  been  her  nurse  ever 
since  she  came  an  orphan  baby  to  Ker- 
suel, and  she  is  accustomed  to  tyrannize 
over  the  old  woman. 

44  Marguerite,”  she  says,  suddenly,  “be- 
cause you  knew  me  when  I was  a baby 
you  think  I am  a child  still.  Now  open 
your  eyes,  old  woman,  and  look  at  me  well. 
I am  quite  grown  up,  and  I insist  on  know- 
ing the  exact  age  of  Monsieur  Georges.” 

Marguerite  looked  still  more  sad. 

“I  will  tell  mademoiselle,  because  she 
will  soon  judge  for  herself.  Monsieur 
Georges  is  fifty  years  old.  Yesterday  Ma- 
dame told  me  that  many  weeks  ago,  when 
first  she  became  ill,  she  sent  for  Monsieur 
Kersuel:  he  will  soon  be  here.  This  has 
made  me  very  sad.” 

44  You  are  always  sad,  you  dear  old 
thing  t” 


She  kissed  first  one,  then  the  other,  sun- 
burned cheek.  4 4 But  why  are  you  special- 
ly sad  about  Monsieur  Georges's  arrival  ? 

— it  is  my  affair,  not  yours.” 

Color  flashed  into  Marguerite’s  blue 
eyes,  and  across  her  sunburned  cheeks. 

“ It  is  mademoiselle  who  does  not  think 
now,”  she  said.  “Does  she  think  that 
madame  would  ask  her  nephew  to  take 
so  long  and  expensive  a journey  unless 
she  felt  it  was  necessary  he  should  come 
and  see  her — necessary  at  least  that  he 
should  be  here  ?”  She  sighed  and  put  her 
apron  to  her  eyes. 

Genevieve  stood  in  shocked  silence,  she 
turned  very  pale,  and  her  lips  trembled. 

4 4 For  Heaven’s  sake,  Marguerite,  speak 
plainly.  Can  you  mean  that  my  darling 
grandmother  is  dangerously  ill,  and  that 
— that  she  sends  for  this  man  tor-  Oh, 
Marguerite,  you  can  not  have  known  this 
all  this  time,  and  not  have  told  me !” 

The  old  servant  has  left  off  wiping 
her  eyes.  44 1 have  known  it  more  than 
a month,  but  madame  did  not  wish  made- 
moiselle to  know,  and  she  will  be  angry 
if  she  hears  that  I have  told.” 

“She  will  never  know  that,  but  who 
said  my  grandmother  is  so  very  ill  ? Oh, 
Marguerite,  the  doctors  are  often  wrong.” 
And  all  the  while  she  says  this,  hints 
and  convictions  are  thronging  to  be  list- 
ened to  by  the  unwilling  mind  of  Gene- 
vieve. How  changed  she  found  her 
grandmother  when  she  arrived  just  before 
Christmas ; and  did  she  not  look  mournful 
when  she  said,  “I  shall  never  see  Parts 
again !” 

“Her  complaint  is  mortal,  mademoi- 
selle, and  she  knows  it;  but  she  has  said 
to  me, 4 Do  not  tell  the  child,  Marguerite ; 
her  bright  face  does  me  so  much  good,  I 
could  not  bear  to  see  a cloud  on  it.’  ” 

Marguerite  wipes  her  eyes  again. 

Genevieve  does  not  cry;  her  heart  feels 
like  a great  lump,  as  if  it  must  choke  her; 
she  does  not  speak. 

44  Yes,  yes,”  the  old  servant  says.  “It 
was  just  in  gray  weather  like  this  that 
Monsieur  Kersuel  passed  away.  Madame 
was  in  the  gallery,  but  she  did  not  think  of 
his  death  till  she  got  the  warning.” 

44  Marguerite  1”  the  girl  speaks,  solemn- 
ly. “What  is  this  warning  ? You  have 
spoken  of  it  before,  but  I would  never  list- 
en. Tell  me,  does  it  really  come  when  a 
Kersuel  dies,  or  is  it  a fable  ?” 

Marguerite  shrugs  her  shoulders.  44  Is  it 
likely  that  I should  repeat  fables  to  ma- 
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demoiselle  at  such  a time  as  this  ? I must 
go  to  my  mistress  now,  mademoiselle.  She 
will  not  pass  away  till  the  warning  has 
been  sent ; and” — her  voice  sinks  to  a whis- 
per— “it  will  be  sent  to  you,  mademoi- 
selle : the  shape  can  only  be  seen  by  one 
of  the  Kersuel  blood  I” 

II.— AN  APPARITION. 

Marguerite  departed,  leaving  the  young 
lady  standing  by  herself  beside  the  broad, 
open  hearth. 

Genevieve  was  full  of  awe.  She  had 
jested  secretly  at  the  old  servant’s  super- 
stition ; but  this  was  a new  idea,  and  she 
could  not  manage  to  laugh  at  it.  She 
looked  round,  and  she  thought  the  kitchen 
was,  after  all,  not  so  cozy  as  she  had  fan- 
cied it.  The  corners  farthest  from  the 
fire  weje  very  shadowy  in  the  waning 
light,  and  that  huge  wardrobe  looked  full 
of  mystery;  so  did  the  closely  drawn  cur- 
tains of  the  bedstead  in  the  wall,  and  the 
carved  oak  chest  beneath  it,  for  all  the 
world  like  the  tomb  of  Ginevra. 

“The  garden  is  the  only  place  fit  to 
stay  in.”  The  girl  pulled  her  hood  over 
her  head,  and  made  her  way  through  the 
passages  to  the  terraced  garden. 

Three  grassed  banks,  one  above  anoth- 
er, separated  the  garden  plots  and  the 
clumps  of  shrubs  behind  them,  and  this 
division  made  the  garden  seem  larger  than 
it  really  was.  Perhaps  because  in  her 
summer  holidays  she  had  chiefly  lived  out- 
of-doors,  Genevifeve  loved  this  garden,  and 
spent  all  her  spare  moments  there.  In 
one  comer,  near  a flight  of  steps  which 
led  down  to  the  bottom  of  the  steep  hill, 
and  made  a short  way  from  the  house  to 
the  high-road,  was  a summer-house — deso- 
late enough  now  that  the  roses  and  clema- 
tis that  made  its  summer  loveliness  were 
leafless;  but  an  evergreen  honeysuckle 
still  spread  a sort  of  screen  on  one  side, 
and  the  stone  bench  and  table  were  al- 
ways there.  Genevieve  walked  up  and 
down  the  edge  of  the  terrace  till  she  was 
tired  of  the  view  into  the  valley,  and  then 
she  came  and  rested  herself  on  the  stone 
bench. 

“Fifty  years  old,”  she  said  to  herself; 
and  then  it  seemed  wicked  to  dwell  on 
such  a thought.  Could  Marguerite  have 
spoken  truly,  and  was  her  grandmother 
dying? 

Genevieve’s  heart  ached. 

Every  complaining  thought,  every  petu- 
lant word  she  had  spoken  to  her,  came 


back  and  weighed  like  lead  on  the  girl’s 
heart.  They  were  not  many,  but  just  now, 
in  sight  of  the  parting  so  soon  to  come, 
Genevieve  felt  that  she  would  give  all  that 
could  be  asked  of  her  to  atone  for  them, 
to  blot  them  out.  from  the  memory  of  her 
grandmother. 

How  little  the  young  know  of  a parent’s 
love  till  they  too  become  parents!  How 
true  it  is  that  no  child  can  ever  measure  the 
endurance  and  forbearance  of  a mother’s 
love! 

Madame  Kersuel,  lying  now  on  a couch 
in  her  own  room,  and  hearing  from  Mar- 
guerite how  Genevieve  shrank  from  the 
dullness  of  the  old  house,  sighed  softly  to 
herself.  1 ‘ I have  been  selfish  to  bring  the 
sweet  child  here  at  this  time ; I could  have 
died  in  Paris.” 

If  her  grandmother  had  been  well, 
Genevieve  would  not  have  so  dreaded  the 
dark  hours  at  the  old  manor-house.  By 
nature  she  was  brave  and  light-hearted; 
but  though  she  loved  Madame  De  Ker- 
suel, there  was  little  intimacy  between 
them.  The  old  lady  was  very  old  for  her 
age,  and  her  lameness  had  always  kept 
her  much  in-doors,  even  in  those  summer 
holidays  which  the  girl  had  spent  in  ram- 
bling about  at  her  own  sweet  will  in  the 
garden  and  wood  on  the  side  of  the  val- 
ley. Still,  now,  as  she  seated  herself  in 
the  old  summer-house,  Genevieve  thought 
this  might  have  been  different;  she  might 
have  staid  in-doors  more;  she  might  have 
read  and  sung  more  to  her  grandmother. 

“ And  instead,”  she  sobbed,  “I  thought 
of  my  own  enjoyment.  Oh,  if  she  will 
only  get  well,  I will  try  to  be  so  different !” 

Her  grandmother  had  thought  Kersuel 
too  dull  a house  to  bring  up  this  bright- 
eyed child  in,  and  in  those  days  she  and 
her  husband  only  lived  half  the  year  in 
the  old  manor-house;  so  Genevieve’s  real 
home  had  been  the  convent  at  QuimperlA 
Her  winter  holidays  had  been  spent  busi- 
ly there  with  the  kind,  cheerful  sisters  and 
companions  of  her  own  age,  and  it  had 
been  a delightful  change  to  come  to  Ker- 
suel in  summer-time,  when  the  garden 
was  full  of  flowers  and  fruit.  More  than 
once  Marguerite  had  spoken  to  Genevi&ve 
of  Monsieur  Georges — a nephew  of  the 
late  Monsieur  Kersuel.  He  was  heir  to 
the  property,  and  would  succeed  to  it  on 
the  death  of  her  grandmother ; but  he  lived 
far  away  in  the  West  Indies. 

Once  Marguerite  had  said  that  he  was 
to  be  the  husband  of  Genevieve,  but  the 
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merry  girl  had  treated  this  as  a joke,  and 
when,  later  on,  she  had  asked  questions, 
Marguerite  answered  that  in  her  own 
good  time  madame  would  explain  her  in- 
tentions. 

Genevidve  is  only  eighteen,  and  until 
the  dark  weather  came  she  was  not  afraid 
of  the  shadowy  corners  and  gloomy  gal- 
leries of  Kersuel.  She  is  so  gay  and  so 
young,  and  she  has  always  had  such  per- 
fect health,  that  her  nerves  are  in  good 
order.  Hitherto  she  has  lived  in  the  pre- 
sent. At  the  convent,  time  was  taken  up 
by  study  or  cheerful  recreation;  there 
was  no  leisure  for  thinking.  Life  to  this 
happy-tempered  girl  had  been  like  a sum- 
mer sky. 

But  almost  ever  since  her  return  home 
— for  she  said  good-by  to  the  convent  at 
Christmas — Madame  De  Kersuel  has  been 
ailing,  and  for  these  last  two  weeks  has 
lived  entirely  in  her  own  rooms.  Gene- 
vieve is  left  to  herself,  and  perforce  must 
spend  much  of  her  time  in-doors.  The 
snow  lies  so  thickly  on  the  hill  and  the 
drifts  are  so  deep  in  the  valley  that  she 
rarely  stirs  beyond  the  garden,  and  the 
garden,  small  as  it  is,  is  Genevieve’s  only 
happiness.  In-doors  the  long  dark  after- 
noons and  the  weird  stillness  of  the  win- 
ter evenings  give  Genevieve  more  think- 
ing time  than  she  cares  for.  The  garden 
is  a most  blessed  refuge. 

“There  is  no  furniture  to  creak  here,” 
she  says;  “no  dim  corners  where  some- 
thing seems  always  to  move  just  when  I 
am  not  looking.  I could  not  stay  at  Ker- 
suel if  it  were  not  for  the  garden.” 

But  even  in  the  garden  she  gets  plenty 
of  thinking  time,  for  she  is  fearless  of  the 
cold;  and  as  she  sits  there,  well  wrapped 
in  her  hood  and  cloak  an  hour  or  more  at 
a time,  she  has  now  and  then  asked  her- 
self what  is  the  future  shaped  out  for  her. 

One  day  her  grandmother  said,  “You 
will  always  live  at  Kersuel,  Genevieve;” 
and  yet  Monsieu  r Georges,  she  well  knows, 
is  heir  to  the  old  manor.  * 

She  has  been  content  to  dream  in  a pas- 
sive, quiescent  way  about  this,  but  to^lay 
Marguerite’s  words  let  in  light  on  her  un- 
formed vision.  While  she  stood  with  her 
deep,  thoughtful  eyes  fixed  on  Marguerite 
she  was  making  a picture  of  Monsieur 
Georges — a stiff,  middle-aged  man,  ugly 
perhaps,  certainly  cold  and  severe  as  her 
grandfather  was — and  she  was  to  be  his 
wife,  bound  to  him  forever,  bound  never 
to  leave  him  or  the  gloomy  old  house,  to 


beat  her  heart  out  here  in  wild,  rebellious 
thoughts.  A quite  new  tumult  of  feeling 
stirred  in  the  girl’s  heart;  she  would  hate 
to  be  the  wife  of  any  one,  and  give  up  her 
freedom  of  action;  but  if  this  Monsieur 
Georges  were  really  so  old,  she  would 
rather  fling  herself  down  into  the  ravine 
and  drown  herself  in  the  dark  river  than 
be  mistress  of  Kersuel. 

But  Marguerite's  last  tidings  filled  the 
girl’s  heart  and  banished  all  feelings  ex- 
cept sorrow;  and  she  had  sat  sobbing  a 
long  time  before  she  grew  calm ; then  she 
sat  thinking.  Marguerite  was  only  a serv- 
ant, and  servants  were  always  ignorant, 
however  good  they  might  be.  She  could 
not  talk  to  Madame  De  Kersuel  about  her 
illness,  but  she  might  ask  the  doctor,  if 
only  she  could  get  to  speak  to  the  doctor 
apart  from  Marguerite;  but  that  seemed 
impossible. 

If  Monsieur  Georges  came  she  might 
question  him;  but  she  could  not  bear  to 
think  of  his  arrival.  It  was  not  only  that 
she  shrank  from  him  because  he  was  to 
be  her  husband,  but  it  seemed  to  the  girl 
that  his  coiling  was  connected  with  her 
grandmother’s  death,  and  that  one  hinged 
on  the  other. 

Death— the  word  seemed  awful  to  Gene- 
vieve— the  unusual  fears  which  had  been 
gathering  strength  day  by  day,  shapeless 
and  nerveless,  seemed  to  surround  her 
now,  and  close  her  in  their  clammy,  trem- 
bling ranks.  They  drove  out  for  the  time 
even  love. 

The  living  part  of  her  grandmother,  the 
warm  heart  and  tenderness  that  Genevife  ve 
had  clung  to,  had  disappeared,  and  she 
could  only  picture  a rigid  form  lying  on  a 
bed,  covered,  and  yet  too  surely  showing 
what  it  was.  She  covered  her  face  with 
her  hands,  and  then  she  tried  to  fight 
against  her  fear.  Marguerite  had  said, 
“She  will  not  pass  away  till  the  warning 
has  been  sent.  It  will  be  sent  to  you,  ma- 
demoiselle.” Genevieve  shuddered  as  she 
realized  the  words.  Then  the  intensity  of 
her  fear  seemed  to  end  it.  She  lifted  her 
head,  and  opened  her  eyes.  She  would 
not  be  such  a coward ; she  would  conquer 
this  vain  terror. 

“I  will  go  in  and  have  candles,”  she 
said.  “Darkness  makes  all  this  worse; 
and  to-morrow  I will  waylay  the  doctor 
on  his  road,  and  he  shall  tell  me  the  truth 
about  my  grandmother.  I do  not  believe 
about  the  shape.  There  are  no  such  ap- 
pearances. They  are  only  traditions  which 
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live  on  in  the  tales  of  peasants  and  servants 
like  Marguerite.” 

She  shivered.  But  Marguerite  said  that 
Madame  De  Kersuel  had  seen  it  before  her 
husband  died. 

“Yes,  but  if  Marguerite  is  wrong  on 
one  point,  she  may  be  on  another.  She 
may  have  fancied  or  dreamed  it,  as  she  sits 
alone  in  that  eerie  work-room  of  hers,” 
the  girl  said ; for  Marguerite  had  a little 
sewing-room  in  one  of  the  staircase  turrets 
in  a lonely  part  of  the  house.  “She  is 
there  now,  I dare  say,”  and  she  looked  up 
at  the  narrow  slit  that  made  a window  in 
the  tower. 

While  she  looked  up  she  saw  how  the 
light  had  faded  out  of  the  sky.  It  was 
growing  too  late  to  be  out,  and  she  drew 
her  hood  closer.  Suddenly  a figure  stood 
near  her,  not  close,  but  near  enough  for 
her  to  see  that  the  face  was  like  that  of 
her  grandmother’s  picture.  The  figure 
stood  an  instant  gazing  at  her,  and  then 
it  faded  out  of  sight.  Genevieve  gasped 
for  breath ; a thick  horror  seized  her  and 
held  her  fast,  and  she  became  unconscious. 

» 

It  was  quite  dark  when  Genevieve  open- 
ed her  eyes.  She  felt  stiff  and  numbed 
with  cold,  and  she  was  lying  on  the  ground 
beside  the  stone  seat  of  the  arbor.  She  got 
up  with  difficulty.  Had  she  been  missed  ? 
This  was  her  first  thought;  the  next  was 
one  of  shuddering  dread ; and  with  a vio- 
lent effort  she  fled  into  the  house  as  if  she 
were  pursued. 

She  hurried  upstairs  and  along  the  dark 
gallery,  which  a feeble  oil  lamp,  burning 
on  one  of  the  window-ledges,  seemed  to 
make  yet  more  gloomy;  but  when  she 
reached  her  room,  and  lit  the  candles  on 
her  dressing-table  from  the  blazing  fire  on 
the  hearth,  her  recollections  returned,  and 
she  understood  the  meaning  of  what  had 
happened.  She  threw  off  her  cloak,  and 
going  back  along  the  gallery,  she  knocked 
at  the  door  of  the  little  antechamber  which 
shut  off  her  grandmother’s  rooms  from  the 
rest  of  the  house.  The  door  was  opened 
by  the  young  maid  Frangoise.  She  put 
up  her  fingers,  and  said  “Hush!”  very 
softly. 

“How  is  my  grandmother  ?”  said  Gene- 
vieve. “ I want  to  see  Marguerite.” 

The  girl  came  out  into  the  gallery  and 
closed  the  door  behind  her. 

“Marguerite  has  been  to  look  for  you, 
mademoiselle,  and  I was  to  ask  you  not  to 
go  in,  for  madame  is  sleeping  sweetly,  and 
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Marguerite  is  asleep  too,  I think,  beside  her. 
Does  mademoiselle  know  how  late  it  is  ?” 

Genevieve  turned  away  with  a feeling 
of  relief.  Her  grandmother  must  be  bet- 
ter if  she  was  quietly  asleep.  She  tried  to 
think  that  the  warning  had  been  a crea- 
tion of  her  fancy. 

III.— A MEETING. 

It  is  a bright  summer  morning — early 
summer,  before  the  tender  green  of  the 
beech  leaves  lose  their  delicate  silken 
fringe,  and  showers  of  gold  blossoms  still 
gleam  against  dark  laburnum  branches. 
Bright  sunshine  gilds  the  river  Elle  as  it 
washes  the  feet  of  the  little  gardens  be- 
hind some  tall  old  stone  houses  at  Quim- 
perlA  One  of  these  houses  is  very  quaint. 
It  belongs  to  the  Procureur  de  la  Repub- 
lique,  and  has  once  been  a place  of  impor- 
tance. Its  old  stone  walls,  stained  green 
and  brown  with  age  and  weather,  are 
partly  covered  by  green  climbing  plants. 
There  is  an  outer  and  an  inner  entrance 
door,  and  both  these  are  cased  with  iron, 
and  are  studded  with  ponderous  nails,  and 
the  old  green  stone  staircase  leading  up 
from  the  hall  looks  as  if  it  belonged  to 
some  ancient  stronghold  rather  than  to  a 
peaceful  dwelling-house;  but  the  group 
coming  down  the  old  staircase  dispels  all 
gloomy  fancies.  First  comes  a fair,  plump 
young  matron,  leading  by  the  hand  a love- 
ly cherub-faced  miniature  of  herself,  and 
behind  the  mother  and  her  child  is  Gene- 
vieve Plour6,  her  bright  face  bent  in  al- 
most adoring  contemplation  of  the  bonny 
sunburned  baby  she  is  carrying. 

“Make  haste,  make  haste,  Mimi,”  says 
the  young  mother,  “or  Aunt  Genevieve 
will  jump  over  us.”  And  the  rosy  prat- 
tling lips  repeated,  with  a sort  of  won- 
dering glee,  “Aunt  Genevieve  jump  over 
Mimi!” 

There  is  really  no  relationship,  but  this 
loving  old  school-fellow  of  Genevieve's 
had  taught  her  little  girl  to  call  her  dear 
friend  “Aunt  Genevieve”  when  the  girl 
came  to  her  after  Madame  De  Kersuel’s 
death.  Her  friend’s  kindness  and  the  de- 
light afforded  by  the  two  children  had 
done  much  in  these  three  months  to 
cheer  Genevieve’s  spirits.  Then  there 
was  Monsieur  Agier,  who  teased  and  ral- 
lied her  into  playful  arguments;  but  he 
was  now  away  in  Paris,  and  the  two  ladies 
were  left  to  the  society  of  each  other.  To- 
day they  were  going  to  the  fete  of  St.  Ber- 
laize,  a few  miles  distant  from  Quimperl& 
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“We  have  really  no  time  to  lose,”  Ma- 
dame Agier  said,  “if  we  are  to  get  to  this 
fair  in  good  time,  and  as  Charles  is  not 
with  us,  I do  not  care  to  stay  there  late.” 

It  was  a charming  drive,  partly  beside 
the  river,  and  Madame  Agier,  exhilarated 
by  the  sunshine  and  the  loveliness  of  the 
scene  around  her,  chatted  as  they  drove 
along  the  pleasant  shaded  road.  Now  she 
pointed  out  a clump  of  tall  king-ferns 
growing  in  the  river,  now  she  told  Gene- 
vieve some  of  the  many  quaint  legends  of 
the  picturesque  region ; but  she  had  all  the 
talk  to  herself,  and  at  last  she  too  lay  back 
silent  in  the  carriage,  and  admired  the 
ever-changing  beauty  of  the  sparkling 
river. 

Genevieve  could  not  talk.  She  had  had 
a letter  from  Marguerite  that  morning, 
telling  her  that  Monsieur  De  Kersuel’s  ar- 
rival was  again  postponed,  and  ever  since 
she  had  not  found  a moment's  time  for 
thought.  She  was  free  for  some  time 
longer,  but  that  idea  was  not  the  one  that 
chiefly  engrossed  her. 

On  the  morning  after  that  strange  warn- 
ing her  grandmother  had  sent  for  Gene- 
vieve. She  had  spoken  seriously  to  her 
on  the  subject  of  Monsieur  Georges.  She 
told  Genevieve  that  the  marriage  had 
been  arranged  by  her  grandfather,  and 
that  no  other  provision  had  been  made  for 
her.  “Georges  is  a good,  kind  man,” 
Madame  De  Kersuel  said,  “and  he  will 
make  you  happy  one  way  or  another.” 
She  had  waited  for  the  girl  to  speak,  and 
then,  as  Genevieve  remained  silent,  she 
added:  “I  am  glad  you  make  no  objec- 
tions, dear  child ; you  have  made  me  very 
happy.  Now  you  may  go,  my  dear  obe- 
dient Genevi6ve.”  And  then  Madame  De 
Kersuel  had  closed  her  eyes,  exhausted, 
and  a strange  gray  shade  had  passed  over 
her  face.  The  little  sentence  of  protest 
which  Genevieve  had  been  framing  died 
away  in  terror;  she  dared  not  think  of 
what  might  be  about  to  happen.  She  ran 
to  fetch  Marguerite,  but  when  the  woman 
reached  her  mistress's  bedside  she  wrung 
her  hands. 

“Go  away,  Ma'm'selle  Genevieve,”  she 
whispered.  “I  must  be  left  alone  with 
madame.” 

Genevieve  never  saw  her  grandmother 
again.  Next  day  she  learned  that  all  was 
over,  and  that  Madame  De  Kersuel  had 
passed  away  in  the  night;  and  then  she 
had  fallen  ill  herself,  and  Madame  Agier 
had  come  and  fetched  her  away  for  change 
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of  scene.  Genevidve  felt  that  she  was 
bound  to  marry  Monsieur  Kersuel.  It 
would  be  terrible  to  break  a promise  claim- 
ed by  the  dead. 

Genevieve  shivered  as  if  she  were  once 
more  in  the  old  manor-house  and  saw  the 
ghostly  shape.  She  had  no  one  to  advise 
her.  Madame  Agier  was  kind  and  lov- 
ing, but  she  was  wanting  in  judgment 
about  her  own  affairs,  and  Genevieve 
knew  that  her  secret  would  not  be  safe 
with  her.  She  did  not  believe  that  any 
one  except  Marguerite  knew  that  she  was 
promised.  Madame  Agier  knew  nothing 
about  the  Kersuels  or  their  affairs.  She 
had  never  even  asked  the  girl  where  her 
future  home  would  be,  and  Genevieve 
had  tried  to  forget  her  sorrow  and  her 
perplexed  future  in  playing  with  Baby 
and  Mitni.  She  had  plenty  of  courage. 

She  felt  that  she  must  decide  for  herself. 

She  could  not  marry  a man  so  much  older 
than  herself.  At  last  light  came  into  her 
perplexed  brain.  Why  should  she  not 
tell  Monsieur  Georges  the  truth,  and  ask 
him  to  release  her  from  her  promise? 
“Surely  the  man  will  not  be  an  old  ty- 
rant; he  will  let  me  off,”  she  said.  But 
he  might  not  release  her.  She  knew  she 
could  not  be  made  to  marry  against  her 
will ; but  if  Monsieur  Georges  refused, 
then  she  could  never  marry  any  one. 

“That  will  not  be  a hardship” — the 
girl’s  bright  spirits  came  back — “if  I can 
find  myself  a home.  Perhaps  Lucie  will 
let  me  live  here  always,  and  teach  Mirni.” 

For  some  time  now  the  road  had  been 
full  of  carts,  some  drawn  by  two  horses, 
some  by  only  a small  pony,  but  all  full 
of  men,  women,  and  children,  dressed  in 
their  best,  with  broad-leaved  hats  and  sil- 
ver buckles,  or  snowy  caps,  showing  that 
beneath  them  the  heads  were  bound  with 
blue  and  silver  or  scarlet  and  gold  rib- 
bons. They  overtook  men  and  women 
driving  before  them  cattle  and  pigs.  There 
was  no  noise  or  outcry,  except  from  the 
pigs.  All  the  faces  were  grave  even  to 
sadness. 

At  last  they  c^me  to  a lane  leading  to 
the  scene  of  the  fete.  This  was  almost 
impassable,  for  the  high  banks  on  each 
side,  and  the  close  growth  of  the  chestnut 
branches  that  stretched  over  it  from  one 
side  to  the  other,  excluded  air,  and  as 
much  rain  had  lately  fallen,  the  ground 
was  wet  and  heavy,  and  the  traffic  of  so 
many  feet  and  of  the  animals  had  churn- 
ed the  earth  into  mud,  and  the  vehicles 
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had  left  deep  ruts  filled  with  water.  It 
was  so  difficult  to  keep  the  carriage  wheels 
from  going  into  these  that  tlieir  driver 
went  at  a foot-pace.  All  at  once  the  horse 
stopped,  shied,  and  down  went  a wheel 
into  a rut  ten  inches  deep. 

The  driver  uttered  a volley  of  oaths, 
and  got  rebuked  by  an  old  farmer,  who, 
in  a cream-colored  flannel  coat  and  three 
or  four  waistcoats,  sat  on  the  top  of  one 
of  the  banks,  watching  the  busy,  anima- 
ted scene.  The  driver  turned  round,  his 
eyes  sparkling  with  anger,  and  pointed 
out  with  his  whip  the  cause  of  the  acci- 
dent. A smart  young  Breton,  dressed  in 
jacket  and  trousers  of  cream-colored  flan- 
nel, his  waistcoat  trimmed  with  rows  of 
black  velvet  and  silver  buttons,  and  the 
black  velvet  streamers  of  his  broad  flap- 
ping felt  hat  fastened  round  its  low 
crown  with  a big  silver  buckle,  had  tied 
his  horse  to  a tree  on  one  side  of  the  lane, 
and  stood  plaiting  its  long  chestnut  tail, 
which  stretched  about  two  feet  from  its 
body,  and  formed  a barrier  across  the 
road. 

As  it  was  a part  of  the  ceremony  of  the 
day  to  present  the  beasts  as  well  as  their 
owners  in  their  best  array  to  the  saint,  the 
young  Breton  was  considered  to  be  mere- 
ly doing  his  duty,  and,  without  disturbing 
himself,  he  just  glanced  over  the  top  of 
the  high  white  collar  which  reached  his 
ears  and  told  the  driver  to  have  patience. 

44  The  road  was  not  made  only  for  you,” 
he  said. 

Madame  Agier  laughed.  44  He  does  not 
know  Alexis,”  she  said;  44 he  never  was 
patient  in  his  life,  I am  sure;  but  unless 
we  make  up  our  minds  to  walk  through 
this  mud,  Genevieve,  we  shall  see  nothing 
of  the  fete.” 

44 1 do  not  mind  mud,”  the  girl  said ; and 
she  opened  the  door  of  the  carriage. 

No  one  came  forward  to  help  them. 
Indeed,  there  seemed  to  be  only  peasants 
in  the  crowd  streaming  down  to  the  old 
church,  which  stood  in  a sort  of  green 
glade  surrounded  by  chestnut- trees  at  the 
bottom  of  the  lane. 

“I  can  go  no  farther,”  said  Madame 
Agier;  44my  feet  stick  fast  in  this  heavy 
clay.” 

Just  then  there  stepped  forth  from  the 
party-colored  crowd  of  peasants  a gentle- 
man. Genevieve  was  behind  her  friend, 
and  she  did  not  see  his  face;  she  heard  a 
very  pleasant  voice  say : 

“If  you  will  take  my  arm,  madame,  I 


can  take  you  a short-cut  through  the 
field.” 

Genevieve  was  wondering  who  he  could 
be,  and  from  whence  he  had,  as  if  by  ma- 
gic, sprung.  Just  then  Madame  Agier 
said  something  about  her  friend,  and  he 
turned  his  head. 

For  a moment  Genevieve  stood  still, 
puzzled.  Where  had  she  seen  that  face 
before?  And  then  the  cold  thrill  that 
made  her  feel  as  if  a chill  wind  were  pass- 
ing over  her  helped  her  to  remember:  it 
was  like  the  face  of  the  shape  she  had  seen 
in  the  garden  at  Eersuel.  Genevifeve 
looked  round  her;  it  seemed  as  if  she 
must  be  dreaming.  No;  behind  her  was 
the  crowd  of  vehicles,  with  drivers  urging' 
their  straining  horses  on  through  the  mud, 
and  in  front  was  the  dandy  young  farmer 
still  plaiting  the  bright  yellow  tail  of  his. 
horse;  beyond  were  groups  of  men  gath- 
ered round  one  of  their  fellows  who, 
swathed  in  a dirty  blanket,  was  being 
shaved;  others  standing  by  waited  their 
turn,  it  being  customary  to  let  the  beard 
grow  some  weeks  before  the  festival,  and 
then  to  be  shaven  clean  in  honor  of  the 
day.  A man  was  beating  a drum  close  be- 
side; another  was  hawking  about  gaudy 
pictures  of  the  saint,  with  a hymn  under- 
neath it,  the  verses  of  which  he  yelled  out 
in  a hoarse  voice.  No;  Genevieve  saw 
that  unless  she  wanted  to  be  parted  from 
her  companions,  she  must  follow  them 
quickly  through  a little  gate  in  the  low 
wall  which  surrounded  the  church.  In- 
side the  gate  was  a dry  path  leading  round 
the  back  of  the  church  to  the  chestnut- 
shaded  glade  in  which  the  fair  was  held. 
Here  all  was  bustle  and  movement.  Ex- 
cept some  sieve  - sellers,  who  loudly  ex- 
tolled their  wares,  piled  up  in  huge  heaps, 
beside  them,  the  chief  part  of  the  buying 
and  selling  was  at  provision  stalls  and 
under  tents  where  huge  casks  of  cider, 
crowned  with  green  boughs,  had  been 
tapped.  The  smell  of  the  various  stewa 
dispensed  in  earthenware  mugs  was  not 
very  savory,  and  Madame  Agier  gathered 
up  her  dress  carefully,  for  men,  women, 
and  children  sat  about  on  the  grass  eating 
and  drinking.  Among  them  was  an  old 
man  bending  over  a frying-pan  full  of 
sardines,  which  he  held  over  a pile  of  red- 
hot  charcoal.  Everywhere  in  this  plea- 
sant chestnut  grove  the  crowd  seemed 
given  up  to  enjoyment  and  refreshment; 
they  did  not  even  stare  at  the  two  ladies, 
as  they  passed. 
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44  This  is  rather  rough  walking  for  you/’ 
the  stranger  said  to  Madame  Agier ; 4 4 and 
I fear  before  long  the  crowd  will  be  noisier 
than  it  is  now ; the  cider  will  have  its  ef- 
fect” 

He  pointed  to  the  entrance  of  a long 
low  tent;  a narrow  table  ran  from  one 
open  end  to  the  other,  with  benches  on 
each  side,  and  these  were  filled  with  men 
and  women,  while  the  table  was  covered 
with  jugs  and  glasses  full  of  cider. 

44 1 should  like  to  stay  and  see  the  angel 
come  down,”  said  Genevieve.  She  had 
never  seen  so  large  a crowd  before,  and 
she  was  excited  by  the  novelty  of  the  scene. 
The  stranger  was  certainly  no  phantom; 
he  was  good-looking  and  young,  and  there 
was  an  infectious  merriment  in  his  laugh 
which  made  her  feel  ashamed  of  the  fan- 
cied likeness  she  had  seen  to  the  face  of 
the  apparition  at  Kersuel. 

He  turned  to  her  at  once  when  she 
spoke.  “If  madame” — he  bowed  to  Ma- 
dame Agier — 44  will  permit  me  to  take  care 
of  you,  I think  you  will  be  able  to  see  the 
descent  of  the  angel.” 

He  had  a charming  voice,  and  his  eyes 
were  full  of  expression.  Genevieve  had 
thought  she  detested  blue  eyes : her  grand- 
father had  had  blue  eyes,  and  it  seemed  to 
her  that  they  belonged  exclusively  to  cross 
old  men ; perhaps  they  looked  more  plea- 
sant shining  down  on  her  from  under 
bright  golden  curl^hair:  she  could  not 
tell;  but  while  she  stood  listening  to  him, 
it  seemed  to  her  as  if  there  was  no  such 
thing  as  sorrow  or  perplexity:  life  was  as 
radiant  as  the  sunshine  that  streamed 
down  in  burning  patches  on  the  grass 
whenever  it  found  a space  between  the 
leaves.  Madame  Agier  was  never  very 
wise,  and  to-day  she  was  so  exhilarated  by 
the  excitement  of  the  scene  around  her 
that  she  walked  on  beside  Genevieve  and 
the  stranger,  amused  with  his  evident  ad- 
miration of  her  charming  friend,  and  nev- 
er troubling  herself  to  wonder  what  her 
husband  would  have  thought  of  this  sud- 
den acquaintance  with  a man  entirely  un- 
known to  her.  She  had  been  thinking  of 
Genevieve’s  future  lately,  and  how  impor- 
tant it  was  that  she  should  marry;  and 
she  thought,  in  her  happy, careless  fashion, 
that  if  this  gentleman  was  rich,  he  would 
make  a very  nice  husband  for  her  dear 
friend. 

All  at  once  there  was  a stir  in  the 
crowd,  it  swayed  backward,  and  presently 
there  was  a forward  movement  and  a vio- 


lent rush  to  the  front,  which  but  for  the 
stranger’s  care  would  have  carried  the 
two  ladies  with  it.  Drawing  them  quickly 
on  one  side,  he  led  them  up  the  grassed 
hill  on  the  side  of  the  glade  opposite  the 
church,  whence  they  could  look  down 
on  the  struggling  crowd  below  circling 
round  a huge  pile  of  fagots  at  some  little 
distance  from  the  church.  All  at  once  a 
gun  was  fired ; down  came  a little  angel 
from  the  steeple,  and  set  light  to  the  bon- 
fire, and  the  crowd  shrieked  and  yelled 
and  stared  as  first  one  and  then  another 
of  the  crackers  fixed  above  the  fagots  ex- 
ploded as  the  blaze  reached  them.  The 
uproar  was  deafening. 

“We  certainly  could  not  have  staid 
here  alone,”  said  Madame  Agier.  44  You 
are  very  lynd,  monsieur,  and'take  so  much 
trouble  about  us!  You  are  willing  to  go 
.now,  are  you  not,  Genevieve  ?” 

It  was  the  first  time  she  had  called  the 
girl  by  her  name,  and  the  stranger  seemed 
struck  by  it. 

“It  is  you,  madame,”  he  said,  “who 
have  been  so  kind  as  to  accept  my  serv- 
ices. Can  I help  you  toward  home  ? My 
name  is  Jean  Dupuy,  and  I am  going  to 
QuimperlA” 

Madame  Agier  looked  radiant. 

“You  must  come  with  us,  then,”  she 
said;  “we  also  are  going  home  to  Quim- 
perlA  Do  you  know  my  husband,  Mon- 
sieur Agier,  the  Procureur  de  la  Repub- 
lique  ? He  is  in  Paris  just  now.  This  is 
my  friend  Mademoiselle  De  PlourA” 

Monsieur  Dupuy  made  a low  bow  to 
Genevieve,  and  then  he  gave  her  a long, 
wistful  look,  which  carried  her  back  once 
more  to  that  weird  night  in  the  garden  at 
Kersuel.  She  felt  herself  grow  pale. 

“Mademoiselle  is,  I fear,  very  tired,” 
said  Monsieur  Dupuy.  4 4 The  church  must 
now  be  empty.  We  can  make  our  way 
there  behind  the  crowd,  and  you  will  have 
the  kindness  to  wait  there  while  I seek  for 
your  coachman.” 

IV.— AN  UNEXPECTED  PROPOSAL. 

It  is  one  of  those  mornings  of  early 
summer  when  the  month  seems  to  have 
gone  astray,  and  to  have  wandered  into 
the  glow  of  autumn,  or  at  least  into  the 
fullness  of  summer  heats;  there  is  no  lin- 
gering chili;  the  leaves  hang  motionless 
on  the  trees  across  the  river;  and  yet, 
though  the  air  is  full  of  languid  sweet- 
ness, the  scents  which  lade  it  are  rather 
those  of  changeful  June  than  of  glowing 
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July;  the  low  hedge  over  which  Gene- 
vieve leans  as  she  looks  at  the  river  sends 
up  a delicate  fragrance  of  wild-rose  blos- 
soms, and  from  the  garden  behind  there 
comes  a mingling  of  pleasant  odors  with 
the  sweet  country  scent,  suggestive  of 
newly  mown  fields,  while  a breath  from 
the  east  seems  to  flit  over  the  little  space 
from  the  plot  of  white  pinks  under  the 
windows. 

Madame  Agier  has  gone  on  business  to 
a farm-house  which  her  husband  owns 
among  the  hills,  and  she  has  taken  the 
children  and  their  nurse.  Genevieve  is 
glad  to  be  alone.  This  week  has  been  fill- 
ed with  so  many  new  feelings  and  plea- 
sures that  it  is  a delicious  luxury  to  stand 
now  and  then  plucking  the  leaves  off  the 
hedge,  thinking  over  all  that  has  happen- 
ed, trying  to  call  up  again  the  delightful 
sensations  that  have  awakened  in  her, 
while  she  has  stood  here  talking  to  Mon- 
sieur Dupuy,  or  sat  with  him  just  within 
the  long  open  windows  yonder. 

For  Monsieur  Dupuy  has  come  nearly 
every  day  to  the  old  stone  house.  He 
borrowed  a book,  and  had  to  return  it; 
then  he  brought  a song  which  Genevieve 
wished  to  hear,  and  sang  it  while  she  list- 
ened ; and  all  this  while  Madame  Agier  had 
said  softly  to  herself,  “ He  is  just  suited  to 
Genevieve.”  She  had  to  play  the  accom- 
paniment to  his  song.  Oh  yes,  she  felt 
that  she  could  do  this,  but  as  she  said,  shy- 
ly too,  it  only  gives  Genevieve  a better 
chance  of  listening;  but  t)ie  latter  took 
up  a book  and  read — a most  unusual  oc- 
cupation— or  else  she  became  absorbed 
in  music  during  Monsieur  Dupuy’s  vis- 
its; and  once  when  the  young  pair  had 
strolled  out  through  the  window  into  the 
garden,  Madame  Agier  had  buried  her- 
self in  her  book,  and  pretended  when  they 
came  in  again  that  she  had  not  missed 
them. 

Genevieve  had  lived  in  a dream  of  bliss. 
Every  day  there  had  been  Monsieur  Du- 
puy  s visit  to  look  forward  to,  and  every  day 
some  words  which  she  had  specially  meant 
to  say  had  been  forgotten,  and  now  how 
should  she  get  through  the  time  until  she 
saw  him  again?  She  had  not  talked  to 
him  of  her  old  life;  there  had  been  no- 
thing to  remind  her  of  Kersuel  or  of  Mon- 
sieur Georges ; she  had  gone  out  of  herself 
and  of  the  dull  chrysalis  old  life  into  this 
new  winged  existence  full  of  never-ending 
joy.  And  now  he  was  gone  away  for  some 
days.  Yesterday  he  had  said  at  parting, 


“It  may  be  a week  before  I see  you 
again : I have  to  take  a journey.” 

Madame  Agier  saw  clearly  into  her 
friend’s  heart,  but  she  was  discreet  enough 
to  refrain  from  comment.  She  had  loved 
her  husband  before  she  married  him,  and 
although  this  was  unusual,  she  did  not  see 
why  Genevieve  should  not  do  as  she  had 
done.  There  could  be  no  doubt  about 
Monsieur  Dupuy’s  feelings,  and  directly 
Charles  came  home  she  should  get  him 
to  find  out  whether  this  lover  was  rich 
enough  to  marry  Genevifeve. 

The  girl  could  have  staid  for  hours 
leaning  against  the  fence,  her  dark  eyes 
bent  on  the  river;  now  and  then  a faint 
flush  rose  on  her  clear,  colorless  skin,  and 
the  red  lips  smiled. 

A trim  Breton  maid  wearing  a white 
muslin  cap  pointed  at  the  top,  and  finished 
behind  the  head  with  large  wings,  came 
across  the  garden. 

“There  is  a gentleman  asking  for  ma- 
demoiselle.” 

Genevieve  started.  “You  had  bettor 
say  your  mistress  is  out,”  she  said.  44  Is  it 
a stranger  ?” 

“Yes,  mademoiselle;  but  when  I told 
him  that,  he  said  he  did  not  want  Ma- 
dame Agier ; he  said  he  was  the  man  of 
business  of  Madame  Kersuel,  and  that  he 
must  speak  to  Mademoiselle  Genevieve  de 
Ploure.  He  is  old,  mademoiselle,”  the 
woman  added.  % 

Genevieve  felt  chilled.  The  present 
slipped  away  from  her ; she  was  once  more 
in  the  old  weird  manor-house,  and  once 
more  she  pictured  Monsieur  Georges  be- 
side her. 

4 4 You  had  better  ask  him  to  come  here,” 
she  said,  for  it  seemed  to  her  that  the  de- 
licious sunshine  around  was  a help  against 
the  gloomy  memories  of  Kersuel. 

The  maid  came  back,  followed  by  a 
small  man  in  a hat  much  too  large  for  his 
square  gray  head.  His  hair  was  long, 
and  his  whole  appearance  untidy,  yet  with 
an  attempt  at  smartness  evidenced  by  a 
bright-  yellow  neck-tie  and  a greeu  waist- 
coat ; he  also  wore  small  gold  rings  in  his 
ears. 

He  made  a low  bow  when  he  came  up  to 
Genevieve. 

4 ‘You  do  not  remember  me,  mademoi- 
selle ; but  I have  often  seen  you  when  you 
were  a child  staying  with  my  esteemed 
old  friend  Madame  De  Kersuel.” 

Genevieve  held  out  her  hand.  The  past 
came  back  in  a sudden  wave  of  recollec- 
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tion,  and  she  recognized  the  lawyer's 
quaint,  kindly  face. 

“You  are  Monsieur  Maugin,”  she  said; 
4 4 and  you  brought  me  once  a box  of  sugar- 
plums. Yes,  I remember  you.” 

“ Well,  then,  mademoiselle,  shall  we  go 
in  and  sit  down  ? My  business  is  long,  and 
is  rather  private,  and  I am  not  fond  of  dis- 
cussing affairs  in  the  open  air.  ” He  turned 
and  led  the  way  to  the  window. 

A horrible  feeling  of  bondage  crept  over 
Genevieve,  and  Marguerite’s  words  came 
back:  44 Mademoiselle  will  live  and  die  at 
Kersuel.”  She  gave  a frightened  glance 
at  the  old  lawyer.  He  was  smiling  kind- 
ly at  her,  but  there  was  a meaning  twinkle 
in  his  eyes. 

“Mademoiselle”  — he  waited  till  they 
were  seated  in  the  drawing-room — “I  pre- 
sume that  you  know  the  provisions  made 
for  you  under  the  will  of  your  deceased 
grandfather  ?” 

Genevieve  bent  her  head. 

44  It  appears” — Monsieur  Maugin  looked 
at  a paper  he  held  in  his  hand,  and  then 
coughed — 4 ‘that  a few  days  before  her  death 
Madame  De  Kersuel  learned  of  the  serious 
illness  of  Monsieur  Georges  Kersuel,  and 
the  determination  he  had  expressed  to 
transfer  the  right  of  marrying  Mademoi- 
selle Genevieve  de  Ploure  to  his  brother.” 
He  glanced  at  Genevieve,  for  she  had  start- 
ed at  the  mention  of  Monsieur  Georges. 
“Since  then  Monsieur  Georges  has  died; 
and  his  brother,  who  is  also  his  heir,  has 
arrived  at  Kersuel ; and  before  he  enters 
on  the  possession  of  the  old  manor-house 
and  the  estates  thereto  belonging,  he  re- 
quests permission  to  wait  upon  you,  and 
to  arrange  preliminaries.” 

He  was  stopped.  Genevieve’s  cheeks 
burned  crimson,  and  her  eyes  were  full  of 
angry  light. 

44 1 am  not  a chair  or  a table,  monsieur, 
to  be  transferred  in  this  way  from  one 
man  to  another.  Why,  I had  not  even 
consented  to  marry  Monsieur  Georges.” 

“I  understood  that  you  had  made  no 
objection.”  Monsieur  Maugin’s  face  had 
lengthened,  and  there  was  a deep  furrow 
down  the  middle  of  his  forehead. 

There  was  a pause.  Genevieve’s  heart 
beat  so  fast  that  it  seemed  to  choke  her. 
And  yet  she  must  speak;  she  could  not 
again  suffer  her  silence  to  be  taken  for 
consent. 

“I  could  not  have  married  Monsieur 
Georges,”  she  said,  feeling  all  at  once  so 
shy  and  foolish  under  the  lawyer’s  grave 


eyes  that  she  was  tempted  to  run  away. 

4 4 And  so,  monsieur,”  she  went  on,  lamely, 
“there  is  no  use  in  my  seeing  his  brother. 

We  had  better  remain  strangers.” 

Monsieur  Maugin  smiled;  then  he  took 
a pinch  of  snuff,  and  leaned  back  in  his 
chair. 

“ It  is  quite  natural  that  this  change  of 
persons  comes  on  you  at  first  with  a kind 
of  shock,  dear  young  lady;  but  remember 
it  is  no  uncommon  thing  that  is  asked  of 
you.  On  the  contrary,  my  client  goes  so 
far  as  to  ask  for  an  interview  before  he  con- 
siders himself  your  betrothed  husband.” 

Genevieve  was  smarting  with  impa- 
tience. She  felt  stung. 

“ Please  to  make  him  understand,  mon- 
sieur, that  I thank  him  for  the  honor  he 
intends  to  offer,  but  that  it  is  not  in  my 
power  to  accept  it.” 

She  rose,  for  she  considered  the  matter 
ended ; but  Monsieur  Maugin  kept  his  seat. 

“Not  in  your  power!”  He  raised  his 
eyebrows  till  his  forehead  was  ridged  with 
curved  lines.  “I  can  not  see  the  objec- 
tion that  can  be  brought  against  a gentle- 
man completely  unknown  to  you.  Why 
should  you  not  see  him?  Do  not  be  in 
such  a hurry,  mademoiselle.  I will  come 
to-morrow  for  your  answer.  Remember, 
if  you  please,  that  the  original  promise  is 
of  long  standing,  that  you  have  never  re- 
pudiated it,  and  that  my  client  can,  if  he 
so  pleases,  refuse  to  release  you.” 

The  room  grew  dark  to  Genevieve ; a 
cloud  came  between  her  and  all  the  sun- 
shine that  had  poured  in  just  now  through 
the  muslin  curtains.  She  shivered  as  if 
she  were  in  the  bat-haunted  gallery  of 
Kersuel. 

“Monsieur,”  she  said,  sadly,  “your 
client  must  do  as  he  pleases.  I can  only 
give  the  same  answer.  I will  not  be 
passed  on  like  a bit  of  old  furniture.” 

The  lawyer  waited,  frowning  till  his 
eyes  were  scarcely  to  be  seen. 

“Is  this  to  be  considered  your  final  an- 
swer ?”  he  said. 

Genevieve  bowed  her  head  in  reply. 

“Well,  then,”  he  said,  “have  you  any 
wish  to  revisit  Kersuel  before  its  new 
owner  takes  possession  ? Old  Marguerite 
said  you  had  gone  away  so  hurriedly  that 
you  had  left  many  of  your  effects  behind.  ” 

“ I should  like  to  go  for  a day  or  two,” 
she  said,  timidly,  “ but — ” 

“ But  you  do  not  wish  to  see  my  client. 
Have  no  fear,  mademoiselle;  my  client  is 
a gentleman;  he  will  be  absent  a week 
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longer,  and  he  will  prolong  his  absence  if 
you  wish  to  stay  longer  at  Kersuel.” 

“He  is  very  kind” — Genevieve  felt 
deeply  ungrateful  to  her  rejected  suitor— 
“but  in  a couple  of  days  I can  do  all  I 
have  to  do  at  the  old  place.” 

The  lawyer  took  another  pinch  of  snuff. 
Then  he  rose  from  his  chair,  and  made  her 
a low  bow. 

“I  do  not  quite  see  how  you  mean  to 
live,  mademoiselle,”  he  said.  “There  is 
no  other  provision  made  for  you.” 

“I  am  not  afraid,  monsieur.”  But  her 
voice  sounded  sad  and  dreary.  The  law- 
yer bowed  again,  and  when  the  door  closed 
on  him,  Genevifeve  sank  on  the  floor  and 
cried  bitterly. 

Y. — WITH  THE  BATS. 

Genevieve’s  two  days  at  Kersuel  had 
lengthened  out  to  a fortnight.  On  her 
arrival  she  found  Marguerite  ill  in  bed, 
with  no  one  but  a rough  country  girl  to 
nurse  her.  Genevieve  sent  for  the  doctor, 
and  then  she  wrote  to  Monsieur  Maugin, 
and  asked  leave  to  stay  and  nurse  her 
dear  old  friend.  The  permission  came  in 
a most  courteous  message  from  the  new 
owner  of  Kersuel.  Mademoiselle  De 
Plourd  was  to  stay  as  long  as  she  pleased 
at  the  old  house.  Genevieve  shrank  into 
herself  when  she  remembered  that  she 
was  the  guest  of  the  man  she  had  refused 
to  marry ; but  at  least  she  was  safe  from 
his  presence.  He  was  sure  not  to  come 
to  Kersuel  till  his  housekeeper  was  well, 
and  able  to  prepare  for  his  reception. 

The  lawyer  told  Genevieve  in  his  letter 
that  the  house  would  have  to  be  set  in 
order  before  his  client  took  possession  of  it. 

It  seemed  to  the  girl  that  the  old  house 
was  even  drearier  than  she  had  thought 
it  in  her  grandmother’s  lifetime.  Mar- 
guerite had  been  ailing  for  some  time 
before  Genevi&ve’s  arrival,  and  unable  to 
do  much  work,  and  long  cobwebs  hung 
from  the  ceilings,  and  clouded  the  corners 
of  the  unused  rooms.  A smell  of  moul- 
dering damp  pervaded  the  long  gallery, 
and  the  bats  haunted  it  more  than  ever. 

The  girl’s  spirits  drooped.  It  seemed 
as  if  sickness  and  sadness  were  insepara- 
ble from  the  old  manor-house.  Would 
Marguerite  die  here  ? she  wondered.  She 
had  not  known  how  strong  her  love  for 
her  old  nurse  was  till  this  dread  of  losing 
her  came.  The  rough  servant-girl  Barba 
came  from  North  Brittany,  and  Genevieve 
could  not  understand  her  dialect  well 


enough  to  talk  to  her.  She  rarely  wan- 
dered about  the  garden  as  she  used  to  do, 
and  she  never  went  beyond  it;  she  could 
not  leave  her  patient. 

“ She  is  all  I have  left  of  grandmother,” 
she  said. 

She  thought  it  was  the  gloom  of  the  old 
house  which  thus  depressed  her,  for  all 
joy  seemed  to  have  faded  from  her  life. 
Madame  Agier  wrote  bright,  chatty  little 
notes,  but  Genevifeve  looked  vainly  in 
them  for  the  name  of  Monsieur  Dupuy; 
he  was  never  mentioned.  Madame  Agier 
spoke  of  her  husband’s  return,  but  the 
burden  of  every  letter  was  how  much 
Mimi  and  the  baby  missed  their  dear  Aunt 
Genevieve. 

“He  said  he  would  come  back  in  a 
week,”  said  Genevieve;  and  then  her 
cheeks  burned. 

She  had  known  Monsieur  Dupuy  only 
a fortnight,  and  yet  it  seemed  as  if  all  the 
rest  of  her  life  would  be  flavorless  and 
colorless  unless  she  saw  him  again.  He 
could  not  be  her  friend  in  the  way  that 
Lucie  Agier  was,  and  yet  Genevieve  knew 
that  she  cared  much  more  for  Monsieur 
Dupuy  than  she  did  for  Madame  Agier. 

“It  is  only  because  he  is  so  wise  and 
clever.  I can  look  up  to  him,”  she  sigh- 
ed. She  had  been  foolish  enough  to  think 
that  Monsieur  Dupuy  really  cared  for  her 
friendship,  and  instead  he  had  only  con- 
sidered her  a pleasant  chance  acquaint- 
ance. She  should  probably  never  see  him 
again. 

To-day  Marguerite  was  better ; she  was 
to  sit  up  a little  while,  and  Genevieve  was 
now  on  her  way  to  the  old  woman’s  room. 
It  was  on  the  upper  story,  leading  from 
the  yet  more  gloomy  second-floor  gallery, 
only  lighted  by  small  round  windows  set 
few  and  far  between.  Here  the  plaster 
had  peeled  off  in  huge  patches  from  the 
low,  damp  wall,  and  cobwebs  festooned 
the  discolored  ceiling. 

Marguerite  was  sitting  up  in  an  easy- 
chair  beside  the  fire-place  when  Genevieve 
came  in.  She  looked  very  pale  and  worn, 
but  she  smiled  at  the  sight  of  her  young 
mistress. 

Genevieve  knelt  down  before  the  blaz- 
ing logs  which  partially  lit  up  the  gloomy 
room,  and  began  to  warm  her  hands. 

“Although  it  is  summer  weather,  your 
Are  is  a welcome  sight,”  she  said.  “How 
do  you  feel,  dear  Marguerite  ?” 

Her  old  nurse  had  been  studying  the 
girl’s  face  as  she  knelt  in  the  fire-light. 
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“lam  better,  dear  child,  and  I shall  soon 
be  well;  but  it  is  you  who  look  ill,  Ma- 
demoiselle Genevieve;  you  are  thin,  and 
your  eyes  are  heavy.  What  ails  you,  dear 
heart  ?” 

“I” — but  Genevieve  shrank  from  the 
old  woman's  gaze,  and  bent  over  the  fire 
— 44 1 am  quite  well.  I have  felt  anxious 
about  you,  but  that  is  over  now.  You 
are  going  to  get  well  directly.” 

Marguerite  did  not  answer.  She  was 
not,  however,  satisfied.  She  lay  back  in 
her  chair,  half  closing  her  pale  blue  eyes. 

“ Mademoiselle  has  been  very  happy  at 
<Juimperl6  ?”  she  said. 

“ Oh  ves;  I told  you  so;”  and  then  Ge- 
nevieve sighed. 

“Does  Madame  Agier  live  quietly,  or 
does  she  have  many  visitors?  I have 
heard  nothing  about  your  doings,  Made- 
moiselle Genevidve.” 

“Oh,  we  have  not  done  much  sightr 
seeing.  I have  been  to  Quimper,  and  to 
Carnac  and  Ouray,  and  we  went  to  a fete 
at  St.  Blaize.  I liked  that.” 

The  nurse,  keeping  her  eyes  fixed  on  the 
well-shaped  head  bent  over  the  fire — she 
could  not  see  her  face— saw  the  girl's  ear 
and  neck  redden  suddenly  at  these  words. 

“Did  Monsieur  Agier  go  with  you,  ma- 
demoiselle ? Pardon  me,  but  a fair  is  not 
a place  to  which  young  ladies  can  go 
alone,”  said  Marguerite,  severely. 

“No,  Monsieur  Agier  did  not  go  with 
os;  a friend  took  care  of  us.” 

Marguerite  was  burning  with  curiosity, 
but  she  did  not  know  how  to  shape  her 
next  question.  There  was  a pause.  Ge- 
nevieve struck  the  log  with  the  poker,  and 
watched  the  bright  sparks  fly  up  the  broad 
chimney  shaft. 

“Mademoiselle  does  not  say  if  she  has 
been  seeing  much  company,”  Marguerite 
said. 

“Not  lately;  Madame  Agier  does  not 
receive  much  in  her  husband's  absence. 
We  had  two  or  three  visitors ; that  was 
all.” 

“Were  they  gentlemen,  mademoiselle — 
young  gentlemen  ?”  persisted  Marguerite. 

Genevieve  got  up  from  her  knees,  and 
began  to  smooth  her  hair  from  off  her 
face.  She  thought  her  old  nurse  had 
grown  inquisitive. 

“There  were  two  old  gentlemen  and  one 
young  one,”  she  said,  repressively.  “ But, 
dear  Marguerite,  you  are  talking  too  much ; 
you  must  be  getting  tired.  Let  me  help 
you  to  bed  again.”  She  spoke  lovingly, 


and  the  old  woman  kissed  the  soft  hand 
that  rested  on  her  chair. 

“ I will  go  to  bed,  dear  Mademoiselle 
Genevieve;  but  first  will  you  tell  me  if 
you  are  going  to  marry  the  brother  of 
Monsieur  Georges  ?” 

“I  am  not  going  to  marry  any  one,” 
said  Genevifeve,  hotly.  “ I prefer  to  live 
single.  There  is  no  use  in  worrying  me, 
Marguerite ; I shall  only  get  cross.  Mon- 
sieur Georges  and  his  brother  seem  to  have 
been  a pair  of  old  managers;  please  do  not 
talk  any  more  about  them.” 

4 4 Pardon,  mademoiselle ; I will  not  talk ; 
but  I must  tell  you  that  the  brother  is  not 
old.” 

Genevieve  stared  at  her.  4 4 How  do  you 
know  ? You  have  not  seen  him.  Mon- 
sieur Maugin  told  me  his  client  had  not 
been  to  Kersuel  since  it  had  become  his 
property.” 

44  No,  mademoiselle,  he  has  not  been 
here.” 

44  Come — never  mind  him.  I must  put 
you  to  bed,”  the  girl  said. 

And  soon  Marguerite  was  safe  in  bed 
again,  and  Genevieve  went  away  down 
the  dark  gallery,  wishing  she  had  brought 
a lamp  with  her,  the  tower  staircase  was 
so  very  dark,  only  lighted  by  slits,  as  it 
went  down  in  a spiral  to  the  bottom  of 
one  of  the  corner  towers. 

“Barba!  Barba!”  Genevieve’s  voice 
sounded  hollow  in  the  still  darkness  of 
the  passage  that  led  to  the  k i tchen . There 
was  no  answer,  and  pushing  open  the  door, 
Genevieve  saw  that  the  long  dark  kitchen 
was  empty.  The  fire  had  burned  so  low 
on  the  hearth  that  Barba  must  have  been 
some  time  absent. 

Genevi&ve  went  in,  and  groped  in  a 
dark  corner  till  she  found  a huge  pair  of 
bellows;  with  these  she  soon  roused  up 
the  smouldering  logs.  Then  she  went  in 
search  of  Barba.  A country-woman  of 
Barba's  kept  the  lodge  at  the  entrance 
gates  of  the  old  manor-house,  and  Gene- 
vieve guessed  that  she  should  find  the 
careless  damsel  chattering  there. 

It  was  much  lighter  out-of-doors,  and 
before  she  got  as  far  as  the  lodge  she  saw 
Barba  flying  along  in  such  haste  that  she 
held  her  cap  on  with  one  hand.  Her  rosy 
face  grew  pale  at  the  sight  of  Mademoiselle 
De  Ploure. 

“Oh,  Barba,”  Genevieve  said,  gravely, 

4 4 you  have  almost  let  the  fire  out,  and 
Marguerite  is  ready  for  her  supper.” 

Barba  fled  forward  to  the  house,  and 
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Genevieve  went  slowly  after  her,  think- 
ing over  her  old  nurse’s  questions.  She 
went  into  the  old  hall,  and  then  going  to 
the  kitchen  door,  she  gave  the  penitent 
Barba  instructions  about  Marguerite’s  sup- 
per. Then,  as  there  was  still  half  an  hour 
of  daylight  left,  she  took  her  way  along 
the  gloomy  passages  to  the  garden. 

She  had  not  spent  much  time  here  since 
her  return  to  Kersuel;  the  deserted  look 
of  the  garden  saddened  her.  It  was  diffi- 
cult to  believe  that  three  months  could  so 
completely  have  wrecked  all  that  remain- 
ed of  order  in  the  deserted  place.  There 
were  flowers  because  the  sweet  blossoms 
opened  whether  they  were  cared  for  or 
not,  but  tall  lilies  lay  prostrate,  hiding 
their  silver- white  faces  on  the  weed -grown 
earth,  while  a mass  of  the  white  cluster 
rose  which  high  winds  had  dragged  away 
from  the  summer-house  grovelled  on  the 
grass-plot  before  it.  The  grass  had  grown 
tall  and  rank,  and  the  unpruned  vine  had 
flung  out  lovely  but  wild  luxuriant  wreaths 
across  the  slate-strewn  garden  path.  The 
air  was  much  warmer  out  here  than  in  the 
damp,  unused  house,  but  Genevieve  shiv- 
ered as  she  stood  looking  at  the  desolation. 

She  paced  up  and  down,  musing  over 
Marguerite’s  words.  She  thought,  of  the 
two,  she  would  have  preferred  Monsieur 
Georges  to  his  brother : it  must  be  easier 
to  be  the  wife  of  an  old  man  one  did  not 
care  for  than  of  a young  one. 

“A  young  man  would  expect  to  be 
loved,  an  old  one  would  be  grateful  for 
friendship,”  she  said  to  herself. 

A warm,  blinding  blush  rose  to  her  tem- 
ples. She  was  asking  herself,  or  rather 
the  question  came  without  her  aid,  why 
should  she  not  marry  the  owner  of  Ker- 
suel? There  was  a surging  tumult,  a 
rush  of  new  incomprehensible  feeling,  and 
she  could  not  tell  whence  it  had  sprung. 
For  very  shame  she  hid  her  face  between 
her  hands.  At  that  moment  she  realized 
with  a sort  of  shame  that  she  wras  no 
longer  heart  free,  that  her  heart  was  bound 
by  an  invisible  chain  to  one  who  perhaps 
had  forgotten  that  he  had  ever  seen  her. 

It  was  a terrible  moment.  At  the  con- 
vent there  had  been  little  time  to  talk  of 
love,  and  Genevieve,  even  in  her  objec- 
tions to  Monsieur  Georges,  had  only  shrunk 
from  his  age  and  probable  dullness ; no  ro- 
mantic ideas  of  love  had  associated  them- 
selves in  her  mind  with  the  idea  of  mar- 
riage. She  felt  herself  disgraced,  and  she 
could  not  tell  how  this  new  feeling  had 


come  to  her,  for  Monsieur  Dupuy  had  said 
nothing  that  he  might  not  have  said  to 
Madame  Agier  herself;  and  yet  no  one 
had  looked  at  her  as  he  had  done. 

4 4 1 will  go  in,  ” she  said ; 4 4 there  is  some- 
thing eerie  in  this  summer-house.  I shall 
be  less  miserable  in-doors.” 

But  the  thought  of  Monsieur  Dupuy  fol- 
lowed her  as  she  groped  her  way  along 
the  gloomy  gallery  to  her  own  room ; per- 
haps she  had  never  heeded  the  weird  still- 
ness so  little,  or  the  bats  as  they  broke 
into  it  with  their  whirr  past  her  face ; she 
could  think  only  of  Jean  Dupuy,  and  that 
she  should  never  see  him  again. 

The  wind  howled  and  blustered  through 
the  night,  and  Genevieve  got  little  sleep. 
She  tossed  about,  fancying  all  sorts  of  im- 
possibilities. It  sepmed  to  her  at  last  that 
she  must  leave  Kersuel  as  soon  as  possible. 
Nowhere  else  could  she  find  so  much  soli- 
tude to  feed  these  idle  fancies. 

VI.— CONCLUSION. 

It  is  nearly  a week  since  the  stormy 
night  which  tore  down  the  vine  from  the 
summer-house,  and  flung  some  of  the  old 
chimneys  on  to  the  grass-grown  drive  in 
front  of  the  old  manor-house.  Marguerite 
is  so  much  better  that  when  Genevieve 
wrote  to  Monsieur  Maugin  to  tell  him  of 
the  mischief  worked  by  the  wind,  she  an- 
nounced her  intention  of  going  back  to 
QuimperlA 

She  has  written  to  Madame  Agier  too, 
asking  her  to  come  and  fetch  her  away, 
and  the  day  has  come  for  her  departure. 
She  is  quite  ready : she  has  only  to  say  a 
last  good-by  to  Marguerite;  and  she  goes 
first  into  one  deserted  room,  and  then  into 
another,  saying  a last  adieu  to  all.  It 
seems  hard  that  this  new  owner  of  Kersuel, 
who  never  even  saw  her  grandmother, 
should  have  the  picture  Genevieve  loves. 

4 4 Very  likely  he  will  never  glance  at  it,” 
she  says,  as  she  goes  out  to  take  her  last 
look  at  the  garden. 

The  summer-house  seems  transformed; 
it  stands  bare,  its  moss-grown,  crumbling 
stone-work  fully  revealed,  while  at  its  base 
lie  the  tangled  and  broken  vine  wreaths. 

Genevieve  can  not  tell  why  she  feels  so 
sad;  she  is  sorry  to  leave  Marguerite,  but 
the  old  house  is  a dread  and  a terror  to 
her.  Yet  as  she  sits  down  on  the  cracked 
stone  bench  she  begins  to  cry  bitterly. 

Once  more  there  are  steps  coming  up 
the  hill-side,  and  when  the  sound  of  them 
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reaches  Genevieve,  she  starts  with  fright- 
ened eyes.  A few  moments  more,  and 
Jean  Dupuy  stands  beside  her. 

“You  here,  mademoiselle!”  he  says; 
and  then  he  stands  holding  her  hand  in 
his,  looking  intently  at  her. 

Genevieve  draws  away  her  hand. 

“I  am  going  away,  monsieur.  Madame 
Agier  is  coming  for  me.  She  will  be  here 
very  soon.”  Then,  as  he  does  not  speak, 
she  goes  on : “ Ah,  you  do  not  know.  This 
used  to  be  my  old  home,  and  when  I have 
said  adieu  to  it  I shall  never  see  it  again.” 

“And  this  causes  your  sorrow?”  He 
looked  tenderly  at  her  reddened  eyelids. 
“ I thought — that  is,  I had  been  told— that 
you  were  the  future  mistress  of  Kersuel. 
Is  it  not  so  ?” 

“No,  monsieur.” 

“Indeed  ? Your  dislike  to  the  new  own- 
er is  then  so  decided  ? You  will  pardon 
me  for  speaking  thus  freely,  but  Monsieur 
Maugin  is  an  old  friend  of  mine,  and  so  is 
his  client.” 

Genevieve  felt  stung;  a great  bittei*- 
ness  swept  over  her.  4 4 Are  you  sent  here, 
monsieur,”  she  said,  haughtily,  “ to  plead 
for  Monsieur  De  Kersuel  ?” 

Jean  Dupuy  kept  his  eyes  from  her 
face.  “I  did  not  say  so,  mademoiselle; 
but  yet  I care  so  much  for  his  happiness 
and  for  yours  that  I long  to  ask  you  why 
you  refuse  even  to  see  him.” 

Genevieve  was  so  wrought  up  that  she 
scarcely  knew  what  she  said.  Her  love 
was  flung  back  at  her.  This  man  had 
sought  her  friendship  from  the  first  only 
on  behalf  of  his  friend. 

“Why  should  I see  him,  monsieur ?” 

“Because  he  loves  you,  mademoiselle. 
No  mere  sense  of  duty  binds  him  to  ful- 
fill his  part  in  this  contract.  Will  you 
not  hear  him  plead  his  own  cause  once” — 
he  stopped ; Genevi&ve  stood  still,  but  she 
had  turned  her  head ; he  could  not  see  her 
tell-tale  face — 44  unless,  indeed,”  Monsieur 
Dupuy  went  on,  “ he  comes  too  late — to — 
to  win  your  love.”  He  moved  a few  paces, 
and  he  saw  how  deeply  she  was  blushing. 
4 Genevieve,”  he  whispered,  44  will  you 
not  listen  to  him  ? He  is  speaking  to  you 
now.” 

She  started ; her  downcast  eyes  opened 
widely,  with  a mixture  of  fear  and  won- 
der in  their  gaze.  “You!”  she  said,  in- 
credulously. “How  can  you  be  Mon- 
sieur De  Kersuel  ?” 

“I  am  Georges’s  half-brother  only,”  he 
said;  “but  he  has  made  me  his  heir,  pro- 


vided I take  the  name  of  his  property. 
But  now — ” 

Genevieve  interrupted  him.  “Why 
did  you  not  tell  me  this  at  first?”  she 
said.  44  Why  did  you  not  say,  4 1 am  your 
cousin’  ?” 

Monsieur  De  Kersuel  (for  he  had  taken 
the  necessary  steps  for  a change  of  name) 
took  her  hand  tenderly.  “Did  you  not 
tell  Monsieur  Maugin  you  could  not  be 
treated  as  if  you  were  a chair  or  a table” 

— he  smiled  at  her — “and  can  you  not  un- 
derstand that  I guessed  at  your  feelings, 
and  felt  too  that  I must  see  this  wife  who 
had  been  assigned  to  me  whether  she  will- 
ed it  or  not?” 

Genevieve  looked  foolish.  4 4 And  now 
that  you  have  seen  her” — she  said,  with  an 
attempt  at  her  old  playfulness. 

Jean  kissed  the  hand  he  held.  44 1 
have  nothing  to  say,”  he  answered,  grave- 
ly; “my  fate  is  in  your  hands,  Gene- 
vieve.” 

Even  now  he  did  not  believe  she  loved 
him ; her  playful  tone  jarred  on  his  eager 
love.  But  at  her  silence  he  looked  up, 
met  the  timid  eyes  raised  to  his,  brim- 
ming with  liquid  sweetness,  and  he  was 
answered. 

“ I know  where  I have  seen  you  now,” 
she  whispered ; 44  you  are  the  shape  that  so 
terrified  me  before  my  grandmother  died.” 

For  her  lover  had  related  to  her  how 
his  brother  had  sent  him  as  ambassador 
to  Madame  De  Kersuel,  feeling  himself 
too  old  and  infirm  to  take  so  long  a jour- 
ney, or  to  marry  so  young  a wife.  His 
brother’s  death  had  recalled  him  at  once  to 
Jamaica,  and  when  he  first  met  Genevifrve 
he  had  only  just  arrived  for  the  second 
time  in  Brittany. 

They  were  roused  from  that  most  ex- 
quisite hour,  the  hour  that  follows  the 
owning  of  true  love  — by  the  sound  of 
Madame  Agier’s  carriage  wheels. 

44  Come  to  Madame  Agier,”  the  girl 
said;  “you  must  tell  her,  while  I go  to 
Marguerite.” 

Madame  Agier  was  triumphant;  her 
husband  had  blamed  her  imprudence,  till 
he  heard  the  name  of  her  visitor,  and  then 
he  had  bade  her  keep  silence,  as  he  knew 
all  about  the  new  owner  of  Kersuel. 

“I  shall  always  call  you  the  shape,” 
Madame  Agier  said  to  Jean  as  he  told  his 
story;  “and  I am  not  sure  that  I forgive 
you  for  robbing  Mi  mi  and  Baby  of  their 
sweet  Aunt  Genevidve.” 
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THE  American  boy  ought  always  to 
have  a smack  of  Columbus  about  him : 
he  should  pine  to  be  a discoverer,  and  ex- 
plore strange  countries.  And  the  first 
and  perhaps  the  most  interesting  country 
that  he  explores  is  the  one  which  is  bound- 
ed by  his  own  jacket  and  trousers.  At 
any  rate,  until  he  learns  something  about 
that,  he  is  not  likely  to  prosper  much  in 
his  subsequent  expeditions.  These  arms 
and  legs,  this  back  and  chest,  what  a con- 
tinent they  are  I to  become  an  active  and 
law-abiding  citizen  of  which  is  to  possess 
a passport  and  a letter  of  credit  to  all  na- 
tions, not  to  mention  transport,  van-guard 
and  rear-guard,  and  physician.  A boy 
who  can  run  a mile,  skin  the  cat,  and  put 
up  his  muscle  (the  last  two  are  technical  ex- 
pressions which  the  boy  will  understand) 
is  a boy  with  a future  before  him.  He 
may  not  discuss  celestial  mechanics,  but 
he  can  make  himself  useful  nearer  home. 
Let  us  not  enter  here  upon  that  famous 
inquiry  whether  a hard  biceps  is  a symp- 
tom of  a fine  brain.  There  is  no  reason 
why  it  should  not  be;  but  for  my  part  I 
am  disposed  to  hope  that  it  may  turn  out 
a symptom  of  plain  common-sense.  \ Our 
brains  are  quite  fine  enough:  in  certain 
parts  of  New  England  they  have  reached 
a degree  of  tenuity  beyond  which  they  can 
not  go  and  hold  together.  But  nothing 
comes  of  it  except  refinement,  which,  as 
history  and  our  innate  knowledge  of  hu- 
man nature  tell  us,  is  not  only  the  last  step 
away  from  savagery,  but  the  next  step  be- 
fore it.  It  is  no  matter  about  us  who  are  go- 
ingout  with  the  present  dispensation;  but 
the  men  of  the  twentieth  century,  if  they 
are  going  to  be  anything,  must  be  crea- 
tive rather  than  critical:  they  must  have 
strength  rather  than  refinement ; and  one 
would  sooner  fancy  them  developing  new 
muscles,  or,  at  any  rate,  new  hearts,  than 
new  evolutions  of  the  cerebrum.  \ 

Bodily  exercises  imply  society  and  a 
social  disposition;  for  if  a solitary  per- 
son, like  Robinson  Crusoe  or  Enoch  Arden, 
were  to  be  found  daily  practicing  with 
the  bars  and  rings,  we  should  suspect  him, 
not  of  social,  but  of  ominously  selfish 
and  morbid  tendencies.  The  pleasure  of 
being  strong  lies  in  the  fact  that  others 
are  strong  around  us,  thereby  furnishing 
us  with  companionship  and  competition, 
which  are  the  fuel  of  life.  Health  is,  or 
should  be,  incidental  to  this  pleasure;  that 


is  to  say,  I question  the  propriety  of  mak- 
ing health  the  deliberate  object  of  exer- 
cise. Let  it  come  if  it  will;  but  it  will 
come  none  the  slower  if  you  forbear  to  be 
on  the  watch  for  it.  To  make  yourself 
strong  for  the  sake  of  your  private  health 
is  the  analogue  of  obeying  the  decalogue 
for  the  sake  of  your  private  crown;  there 
is  something  unpleasantly  unsympathetic 
about  it.  ( But  be  strong  simply  because 
mankind  at  large  will  be  better  if  all  men 
become  physically  more  efficient,  and  the 
other  blessings  shall  be  added  to  you.] 
Moreover,  apart  from  the  stimulus  of  ex- 
ample and  fellowship,  it  is  doubtful  wheth- 
er one  man  in  twenty  will  take  the  trouble 
regularly  to  exert  himself.  Unless  there 
be  some  motive  outside  himself  he  will 
soon  cease  to  think  it  worth  while.  Dr. 
Winship  used  to  say  that  he  never  would 
have  made  himself  the  man  he  was  but 
for  the  purpose  he  had  formed  to  thrash 
a certain  offensive  upper-class  man  in 
college;  and  Mr.  William  Blaikie  began 
his  athletic  career  an  apparently  hopeless 
consumptive.  Dr.  Winship  lifted  three 
thousand  pounds,  and  Mr.  Blaikie  pulled 
stroke  of  the  Harvard  crew  in  their  great 
race  with  Yale;  but  it  would  be  useless  to 
tell  me  that  the  desire  to  thrash  a man 
or  to  heal  a diseased  lung  had  more  than 
the  minutest  share  in  bringing  these  re- 
sults about.  If  it  had  not  been  for  the  gym- 
nasium, with  its  jolly  society  of  zealous 
and  emulous  young  gymnasts,  Winship 
would  never  have  lifted  his  own  weight, 
and  Blaikie  would  have  been,  at  best,  a 
valetudinarian.  The  fame  of  the  Olympic 
and  Isthmian  games  still  echoes  in  our 
ears;  but  it  was  not  the  games  that  made 
Greece  go  to  see  them;  it  was  Greece  go- 
ing to  see  them  that  made  the  games.  In 
the  same  way  I have  noticed  that  the  uni- 
versity crews  of  Oxford  and  Cambridge, 
for  example,  profess  to  be  superbly  indif- 
ferent as  to  whether  the  British  public  on 
the  day  of  the  race  lines  the  river-bank 
from  Putney  to  Mortlake;  indeed,  they 
have  lately  undertaken  to  intimate  that 
they  would  prefer  to  have  the  public  keep 
away.  But  no  one  knows  better  than 
they  themselves  that,  were  the  public  some 
day  to  take  them  at  their  word,  not  only 
would  the  crews  never  find  the  energy  to 
get  themselves  into  condition,  but,  were 
that  difficulty  overcome,  they  would  never 
find  it  in  their  hearts  to  pull  further  than 
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Hammersmith  Bridge,  near  which  there 
is  a very  good  ale-house.  I do  not  wish, 
however,  to  run  this  theory  into  the 
ground ; I only  wish  to  indicate  that  ath- 
letics are  essentially  a popular  pursuit, 
conducive  to  good  citizenship,  and  the  cul- 
tivation of  which,  therefore,  good  citizen- 
ship should  imply.  To  say  that  athletics 
may  be  overdone  is  nothing  to  the  pur- 
pose; the  Pharisees  overdid  virtue,  and 
thereby  became  obnoxious  to  a rebuke 
which  will  last  them  to  the  end  of  time, 
but  no  one  pretends  that  virtue  is  not  a 
good  thing,  if  pursued  in  a proper  spirit. 
There  is  rivalry  in  athletics,  of  course, 
but  much  less  of  petty  jealousy  than  an 
outsider  would  suppose;  not  nearly  so 
much,  for  example,  as  subsists  between 
eminent  astronomers  in  quest  of  a comet, 
or  fashionable  ladies  in  search  of  a new 
sensation.  It  is  a great,  healthy  sort  of 
freemasonry.  The  pride  of  an  athlete  is 
largely  an  impersonal  pride ; so  that  when 
the  champion  runner  in  America  hears 
that  the  champion  runner  in  England  has 
lowered  the  record  for  a mile,  he  feels  al- 
most as  glad  as  if  he  had  done  it  himself, 
though  that  will  not  prevent  him,  of 
course,  from  himself  straightway  setting 
to  work  to  lower  that  lowest,  not  so  much 
for  his  own  glory  as  for  the  credit  of  run- 
ning in  the  abstract.  In  short,  if  man- 
kind would  only  realize  the  same  fellow- 
ship in  their  minds  and  hearts  that  they 
feel  in  their  arms  and  legs,  the  Millennium 
would  be  nearer. 

Nothing  could  be  more  humane  and 
amiable  than  the  frank  respect  that  boys 
feel  for  one  another’s  prowess.  The  pres- 
ent writer,  looking  far  back  into  the  dim 
past,  sees  a group  of  boy  friends  in  a fa- 
mous Continental  city,  who  entertained 
small  reverence  for  the  Coliseum  or  St. 
Peter’s,  but  much  for  that  one  of  their 
number  who  could  “jump  leap-frog”  over 
a higher  stone  post  than  any  of  his  com- 
panions. We  may  say  that  these  boys 
abused  or  neglected  their  opportunities; 
but  this  would  be  to  take  a low  and  illib- 
eral view  of  the  matter.  A generous  emo- 
tion is  not  the  less  generous  because  its 
object  does  not  possess  conventional  dig- 
nity. Any  curmudgeon  can  admire  the 
Coliseum,  or  profess  to  do  so;  but  to  ad- 
mire an  achievement  which  is  beyond 
your  own  capacity  is  characteristic  of  true 
Christian  charity.  These  boys  knew  how 
difficult  it  was  to  jump  over  a high  stone 
post,  because  they  had  tried  it,  and  when 


the  champion  boy  overcame  the  post 
which  had  baffled  all  the  rest,  the  latter 
rejoiced  in  the  triumph  of  that  physical 
nature  which  they  all  alike  shared  and 
understood.  It  was  a triumph  for  them 
all,  and  one  invincible  post  the  less.  On 
the  other  hand,  the  champion  was  not  un- 
duly uplifted  in  spirit,  for  he  remembered 
that  he  would  never  be  able  to  get  the 
better  of  the  column  in  the  Forum,  and 
he  reflected  that  there  might  be  other 
boys  in  other  cities  who  could  beat  him 
by  as  much  as  he  beat  the  others. 

In  later  years — not  much  later — there 
was  a boy  at  school  who  had  the  reputa- 
tion of  being  a good  runner.  Every  morn- 
ing he  would  arise  betimes,  and  run  round 
the  two-milo  square  before  breakfast.  Oc- 
casionally some  of  us  would  attempt  to 
accompany  him  on  his  journey,  but  we 
generally  found  it  inconvenient  to  press 
him  too  hard.  There  was  a point  in  the 
second  mile  where  the  beauty  of  repose 
seemed  more  desirable  than  any  activity. 
But  because  we  could  not  catch  him,  did 
we  revile  him  or  ostracize  him  ? By  no 
means.  He  was  the  pride  and  darling  of 
the  school.  He  could  do  better  than  any 
of  us  what  each  of  us  could  do  in  his  own 
degree,  and  therefore  we  all  felt  our  re- 
pute illuminated  by  his  prowess.  At  last 
there  came  a day  when  a famous  Indian 
runner  arrived  among  us,  and  challenged 
the  best  man  in  town  to  contend  against 
him.  We  allowed  that  the  Indian  was 
doubtless  very  fleet,  but  we  would  have 
been  ashamed  not  to  believe  that  our 
champion  could  beat  him.  To  be  sure, 
he  was  but  sixteen,  and  had  never  run  in 
a race,  whereas  the  Indian  had  outstripped 
a thousand  competitors.  But  no  matter; 
the  school  freely  intrusted  its  honor  to  its 
representative,  and  he  freely  though  mod- 
estly accepted  the  trust.  But  when  the 
rosy-cheeked  boy  and  the  lean  and  sinewy 
red  man  took  their  places  side  by  side  at 
the  mark,  we  realized  what  we  had  let  our- 
selves in  for,  and  some  of  us,  perhaps, 
felt  uncomfortable.  Off  they  started,  the 
Indian  with  an  appalling  whoop  and  cur- 
vet, our  man  with  the  same  business- 
like steadiness  as  if  he  were  taking  his 
customary  morning  constitutional.  The 
course  was  half  a mile,  and  return.  Away 
they  went  up  the  long  straight  road  over- 
shadowed by  elm  and  willow;  and  when 
they  reached  the  old  red  bridge,  near  the 
further  end,  our  straining  eyes  seemed  to 
see  that  the  Indian's  foot  was  the  first  to 
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sound  upon  its  planks.  Not  very  much 
the  first,  though.  Now  they  had  crossed 
the  bridge,  and  had  gained  the  turning 
post,  and  they  turned  about  together,  but 
which  turned  first  we  could  not  tell. 
Down  they  came  on  the  homestretch ; 
but  now  it  was  seen  that  one  was  leav- 
ing the  other  rapidly  astern,  and  that  the 
race  was  already  won  and  lost.  And  our 
hearts  sank  in  our  bosoms,  and  we  scarce- 
ly cared  to  look  any  longer,  for  we  thought 
that  it  was  impossible  the  famous  Indian 
should  be  so  easily  defeated  by  a boy. 
But  as  the  winner  drew  swiftly  near, 
some  one  yelled  out,  “Look,  fellows!  it’s 
Jim!”  and  behold!  amidst  an  uproar  of 
joy  and  astonishment  impossible  to  de- 
scribe, in  raced  our  champion,  with  a fine 
glow  and  a modest  grin  upon  his  counte- 
nance, and  as  he  crossed  the  line,  fifty 
yards  the  winner,  said,  pantingly  and  dep- 
recatingly,  ‘ 4 Thunder,  fellows ! — why,  any 
one  of  you  could  have  beaten  him!” 
Time,  4.40. 

I maintain  that  such  things  as  this  in- 
cline us  to  love  our  neighbor  rather  than 
ourselves,  without  mentioning  incidental 
advantages.  Moreover,  looking  at  it  for 
a moment  from  the  other  side,  I know  of 
nothing  that  affords  a man  in  his  after- 
life more  innocent  and  solid  satisfaction 
than  the  recollection  of  his  youthful  feats 
of  strength.  There  they  are,  concrete  and 
undeniable  achievements,  brought  about 
by  his  unaided  prowess,  and  eloquent,  to 
those  who  know  how  to  judge,  of  his  pa- 
j tience,  persistence,  and  pluck.  For  no 
memorable  athletic  triumph  was  ever  won 
without  a long  previous  discipline  of  effort 
and  self-denial.  J They  are  wholesome  and 
worthy  triumphs,  and,  once  more,  they  are 
beyond  most  others  free  from  envy.  For 
I may  be  as  strong  as  Hercules,  and  yet, 
unless  I embrace  the  calling  of  Mr.  Sulli- 
van, no  one  will  be  the  worse,  but  only  the 
better,  for  it.  J But  if  I attain  eminence  as 
a writer  of  dime  novels,  say,  or  as  a law- 
yer or  railroad  owner,  then  I am  constant- 
ly liable  to  be  treading  on  some  other  per- 
son’s toes.  And  can  you  not  imagine  a 
man,  toward  the  close  of  a long  life,  not 
all  of  it  wisely  spent  or  successful,  look- 
ing back  gloomily  over  the  past,  until  at 
length  a recollection  brightens  his  eye, 
and  he  exclaims,  more  cheerfully,  “ Well, 
anyhow,  I won  that  race  for  Harvard!” 
He  was  a better  man  both  for  the  race 
and  for  the  memory  of  it.  i 

Since  Harvard  has  been  mentioned,  I 


may  as  well  observe  that  when  I attempt- 
ed to  connect  myself  with  that  institution 
there  was  one  person  appertaining  to  it 
of  whom  I often  thought  with  awe  and 
reverent  curiosity.  The  fame  of  him  pre- 
ceded by  several  months  my  actual  intro- 
duction to  him,  so  that  my  imagination 
had  time  to  picture  him  in  all  manner  of 
portentous  guises.  Who  was  this  mighty 
being  ? Was  it  President  Hill  ? Was  it 
Jones,  the  ubiquitous  and  incalculable  in- 
dividual who  always  turned  up  where  no 
student  expected  him  to  be  ? Was  it  Dr. 
Peabody,  whose  innocent  inquiry,  “What 
is  ethics  ?”  had  deaded  so  many  a promis- 
ing but  ill-performing  student  ? Was  it 
that  terrific  old  Athenian,  Professor  Soph 
ocles,  concerning  whom  so  many  blood- 
curdling anecdotes  were  rife  ? No,  it  was 
none  of  these.  The  gentleman  to  whom 
I refer  was  an  under  graduate,  and  at  that 
period  a Sophomore.  He  was  commonly 
spoken  of  as  “Bill  Blaikie,”  and  his  claim  I 
to  my  reverence  lay  in  the  fact  that  he  l 
was  the  typical  strong  man  of  the  college. 

I doubt  whether  I should  have  had  the 
perseverance  to  wriggle  my  way  through 
the  examinations  for  admission  had  I not 
been  constantly  stimulated  by  the  reflec- 
tion that  Bill  Blaikie  was  (to  my  mind) 
the  central  fact  of  the  university. 

My  boyish  studies  had  made  me  famil- 
iar with  Spenser’s  “ Faerie  Queene,”  with 
King  Arthur  and  his  Round  Table,  and 
in  general  with  all  the  knights  and  giants 
of  mediaeval  romance;  and  I therefore 
had  plenty  of  heroic  types  at  command  by 
which  to  prefigure  this  college  Titan.  But 
a week  or  more  of  my  Freshman  exist- 
ence passed  by  without  my  seeing  him, 
though  by  no  means  without  my  asking 
and  hearing  about  him.  Then  one  sun- 
ny morning  there  was  a knock  at  my 
door,  and  in  walked  a broad-shouldered, 
brown-bearded  personage,  with  a burly 
gait,  a deep  bluff  voice,  and  a strong, 
good  - humored  countenance.  My  pro- 
phetic soul  divined  him  before  he  an- 
nounced his  name — it  was  Blaikie  him- 
self. He  was  dressed  in  a suit  of  rough, 
light-colored  tweed,  with  a soft  hat  of  the 
same  material  on  his  head.  My  eyes  pe- 
rused him  anxiously  from  top  to  toe,  and 
my  heart  was  satisfied.  Even  as  he  was, 
and  not  otherwise,  would  I have  wished 
him  to  be.  He  was  not  a disappointment; 
and  during  the  many  years  of  our  friend- 
ship since  that  day  I have  never  known 
him  fail  to  come  up  to  expectation. 
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* His  visit  on  that  occasion  was,  I be- 
( lieve,  to  procure  ray  subscription  to  the 
boat  club ; and  I need  not  say  that,  had 
Blaikie  asked  it  of  me,  I would  gladly 
have  subscribed  half  my  allowance  for 
moral  pocket-handkerchiefs  for  the  Pata- 
gonians. That  boat  club  was  the  more  or 
less  direct  occasion  of  our  association  to- 
gether during  our  college  residence;  and 
though  perhaps  it  helped  to  cost  me  my 
sheep-skin,  I am  not  yet  regenerated  from 
my  impression  that  I made,  upon  the 
whole,  the  wiser  choice.  I speak,  of 
course,  for  myself  alone;  and  as  Blaikie 
got  his  degree,  the  boat  club  probably  had 
less  to  do  with  my  catastrophe  than  I flat- 
tered myself  with  imagining.  In  the 
evenings  it  was  my  delight  to  go  down 
to  the  gymnasium  and  see  Blaikie  put  up 
the  big  dumb-bell,  and  tq  listen  to  his  dis- 
courses upon  matters  of  muscular  inter- 
est. Somehow  or  other  he  always  seemed 
to  know  more  about  these  things  than  any 
of  us;  and  he  was  inspired  by  a strenuous 
missionary  spirit,  persuasive  enough  al- 
most to  make  an  oarsman  out  of  a hump- 
back, or  a sprint-runner  out  of  a cripple. 
And  I am  glad  to  see  that  in  these  later 
years  the  missionary  spirit  has  not  de- 
serted him,  but  has,  on  the  contrary,  be- 
come incarnate  in  two  admirable  and  most 
\ practical  little  books,  of  which  the  Ameri- 
i can  public  have  already  evinced  their  very 
-substantial  appreciation. 

I have,  perhaps,  alluded  to  this  friend 
of  mine  with  more  freedom  than  strict  eti- 
quette allows ; but  it  was  in  the  way  of  il- 
lustrating my  belief  that  young  men  can 
not  make  one  another's  acquaintance  upon 
a sounder  and  more  natural  ground  than 
is  afforded  by  their  muscles.  Boys  and 
youths  have  no  intellectual  pursuits  (as  a 
general  thing)  wherein  they  can  mutual- 
ly sympathize,  yet  they  are  thrown  much 
in  one  another's  company,  and  feel  the 
need  of  some  subject  of  common  interest. 
Some  seek  it  in  swell  clothes;  some  in 
late  hours  and  tobacco;  some  in  secret 
societies;  but  the  gymnasium,  the  ball 
ground,  and  the  river  are  the  least  arti- 
ficial, the  healthiest,  and  the  most  profit- 
able bases  of  association.  The  friendships 
made  there  are  cordial  friendships,  full  of 
mutual  respect  and  honorable  reminis- 
cences, and  they  last  a long  time.  The 
building  up  of  the  muscles  and  that  of 
genialcomradeshipgoon  pari  passu.  And 
when,  in  after-yeacs,  we  meet  again  and 
grasp  hands,  we  smile  to  feel  that  the  bone 


and  sinew  have  lost  but  little  of  their  early 
vigor.  A dumb-bell  will  serve  just  as  well 
as  an  earthquake  to  bring  two  honest  fel- 
lows together ; but  in  these  latitudes  there 
are  happily  more  dumb-bells  than  earth- 
quakes ; and  since  honest  fellowship  is,  aft- 
er all,  the  best  result  of  earthly  existence, 
let  us  cultivate  the  dumb-bell. 

Possibly,  indeed,  there  is  little  necessi- 
ty at  this  day  to  preach  the  gospel  of  ath-  j 
letics.  Athletic  associations  crop  up  ev-  1 
erywhere,  and  the  newspapers  are  full  of  ! 
base-ball  and  rowing.  Nevertheless,  an 
idealist  might  still  find  something  to  wish 
for.  The  peril  of  all  muscular  cultivation 
is  professionalism.  Of  all  unproductive 
industries,  professional  athleticism  seems 
to  me  the  least  reasonable.  What  rea- 
sonable motive  is  there  for  getting  strong 
muscles  if  not  to  aid  a man  in  rendering 
himself  useful  to  society  ? Whether  he 
avail  himself  of  them  directly  to  hew  tim- 
ber, or  indirectly  to  counteract  the  ex- 
haustion of  brain- work,  matters  not ; but 
he  can  have  no  justification  for  getting 
them  and  then  putting  them  up  for  sale. 
Our  college  boys,  no  doubt,  have  no  idea 
of  doing  that;  but  they  had  better  neither 
be  that  ill-odored  rose  nor  be  near  it. 
We  used  to  train  ourselves  in  my  day, 
and  were  often  absurdly  mistaken  in  our 
methods  no  doubt,  and  now  and  again 
lost  a race  by  it  possibly ; but  men  who  do 
not  row  for  money  are  not  afraid  to  lose  a 
race  if  they  have  done  their  best.  And  it  is 
wonderful  howsoon  vulgarity  and  unclean- 
ness creep  in  when  boys  begin  to  think  ] 
more  of  winning  than  of  the  means  by 
which  they  win.  I wish,  for  my  part, 
that  our  college  and  intercollegiate  con- 
tests were  more  varied,  and  that  so  much 
was  not  made  to  depend  on  any  particular 
event.  Our  gymnasiums  have  become 
schools  of  specialists;  they  seldom  gradu- 
ate a finished  athlete  such  as  they  might 
easily  make  in  four  years  out  of  any  aver- 
age man.  ; Let  us  take  a lesson  from  the 
Isthmian  games,  and  try  to  evolve  cham- 
pions who  shall  be  best  at  all  points.^  And 
as  for  society,  perhaps  it  will  reflect  that 
it  can  hardly,  as  a body,  do  anything  bet- 
ter for  the  rising  generation  than  to  raise 
these  boyish  sports  into  something  really 
dignified  and  respectable.  Blackguards 
are  always  ready  to  rush  in  where  angels 
will  not  take  the  trouble  to  be  present ; and 
brutality  can  be  banished  from  our  pa- 
laestrae just  as  easily  as  from  our  drawing- 
rooms, and  by  precisely  the  same  means. 
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LIKE  “all  Gaul,”  the  United  States  is 
divisible  into  three  parts — the  Atlan- 
tic slope,  the  Pacific  coast,  and  the  Great 
Basin.  All  of  the  waters  resulting  from 
rain-fall  or  the  melting  of  the  snows  on 
the  mountains  in  the  Great  Basin  can  find 
no  outlet  to  the  ocean,  but  must  either 
disappear  in  desert  sands  or  drain  into  the 
Great  Salt  Lake. 

The  fame  of  this  large  body  of  u noxious 
and  extremely  salt”  water  penetrated 
southward  to  the  early  Spanish  explorers, 
and  the  French  from  the  Northwest  got 
near  enough  to  it  a century  ago  to  hear 
of  its  magnitude  and  peculiarities.  It  is 
put  down,  therefore,  in  maps  made  toward 
the  end  of  the  last  century  as  much  by 
guess  as  maps  of  twenty  years  ago  con- 
tained the  lakes  of  Central  Africa  in  prob- 
lematic positions.  When  the  trappers  of 
the  fur  companies  began  to  overrun  the 
Rocky  Mountains,  Utah  was  invaded,  and 
the  beautiful  valleys  of  the  northern  Wah- 
satch  became  favorite  wintering  places. 
From  any  of  these  peaks  the  lake  would 
be  visible,  but  it  is  not  known  that  before 
1825  any  white  man  had  reached  its  shore. 
It  was  not  until  Captain  Bonneville  had 
come  back  from  oblivion  to  the  eyes  of  a 
surprised  world,  and  Washington  Irving 
had  written  his  travels,  in  1837,  that  we 
knew  anything  definitely  about  this  in- 
land salt  sea,  and  could  place  it  on  a map 
correctly.  It  is  a great  pity  that  the  good 
and  proper  name  Lake  Bonneville  has 
been  lost  in  the  prosaic  name  it  now  bears, 
and  will  probably  forever  retain;  but  a 
just  attempt  to  restore  it  has  been  made  by 
Major  Powers  survey.  The  present  lake 
is  only  a remnant  of  a more  ancient  and 
larger  body  of  water,  whose  bounds  can 
now  be  easily  traced  in  the  horizontal 
benches  along  the  base  of  the  mountains. 

Stimulated  by  Irving’s  book,  emigra- 
tion immediately  began  overland  to  Ore- 
gon. In  1842  and  1843,  General  Fremont 
piloted  his  celebrated  expedition  through 
the  mountains  and  made  a boat  trip  on  the 
lake,  although  at  that  time  it  was  not  the 
property  of  the  United  States,  but  belong- 
ed to  Mexico. 

Utah  and  its  lake  were  well  known  to 
geographers  when  the  Mormon  Church, 
expelled  from  Illinois,  driven  out  of  Mis- 
souri, and  persecuted  to  the  point  of  death 
in  Iowa,  decided  to  abandon  their  beauti- 
ful Nauvoo,  and  betake  themselves  not 


only  to  the  far  West,  but  outside  of  the 
lines  of  a country  whose  people  and  gov- 
ernment they  hated. 

Days  counted  themselves  into  weeks, 
and  weeks  made  months,  and  months  fol- 
lowed one  another  from  early  spring  into 
midsummer,  and  still  the  emigrants,  liken- 
ing themselves  to  Israel  in  the  wilderness, 
kept  their  faces  westward.  On  the  24th 
of  July,  1847,  the  head  of  the  advance 
train,  winding  its  way  down  through  the 
last  tortuous  little  ravine  in  the  western 
foot-hills  of  the  Wahsatch,  looked  out  on 
that  great  basin — miles  of  sage-green  vel- 
vety slopes  sweeping  down  on  every  side 
from  the  bristling  mountain  rim  to  the 
azure  surface  of  the  tossing  salt  sea. 

Brigham  Young,  their  leader,  told  them 
that  here  the  Lord  commanded  a halt, 
and  directed  that  His  tabernacle  should  be 
set  up.  This  sounded  well,  and  perhaps 
the  majority  believed;  but  Young  knew 
well  enough  that  beyond  lay  the  lifeless 
alkali  deserts,  and  that  this  spot  was  the 
very  last  upon  which  his  band  of  faithful 
emigrants  could  be  colonized  with  any 
hope  for  the  future. 

But  the  camp  was  not  made  on  the 
borders  of  the  Great  Salt  Lake,  nor  is  the 
present  city  in  proximity  to  it.  It  is  al- 
most twenty  miles  away  in  a straight 
line,  and  just  at  the  base  of  the  range. 
Indeed,  it  is  only  from  the  “bench”  that 
the  lake  can  be  seen  at  all  from  within 
the  city  limits,  and  then  it  appears  only 
as  a line  of  distinct  color  between  the 
dusty  olive  of  the  hither  plain  and  the 
vague  blue  of  the  further  hills. 

Among  the  first  things  that  Brigham 
Young  ordered  done  after  his  pioneers 
had  come  into  the  valley  was  to  survey  a 
site  for  the  future  city.  This  was  done 
on  a generous  scale.  The  streets  are  a 
hundred  and  thirty  feet  wide,  run  true  to 
the  points  of  the  compass,  and  cross  one 
another  at  right  angles.  Each  square 
contains  ten  acres,  so  that  when  of  an 
evening  you  walk  “around  the  block,” 
just  to  smoke  a post-prandial  cigarette, 
you  will  tramp  exactly  half  a mile.  A 
square  of  nine  blocks  was  made  to  consti- 
tute a “ward,”  of  which  the  city  now 
has  twenty-four,  each  ward  being  presided 
over  by  a bishop  of  the  Church,  who,  how- 
ever, was  more  a temporal  than  a spiritual 
head  in  those  first  days,  deciaingall  small 
cases  in  dispute,  when  there  was  no  appeal. 
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nor  desire  for  one,  from  ecclesiastical  de- 
cisions to  civil  judgment.  This  ward 
classification  is  one  that  even  yet  enters 
largely  into  the  social  constitution  of  the 
city,  which  is  thus  a sort  of  federation  of 
bishops'  wards,  each  inclined  to  be  clan- 
nish. 

The  pioneers  divided  each  ten -acre 
square  into  eight  household  lots,  giving 
every  man  an  acre  and  a quarter,  and 
half  the  people  corner  lots.  The  result 
has  followed  that  these  have  been  divided 
and  subdivided,  to  suit  individual  wants 
and  notions,  until  many  of  the  houses 
stand  right  in  the  heart  of  the  block,  be- 
hind those  fronting  on  the  street,  and  are 
approached  by  alleys,  many  of  which  are 
bordered  by  a double  row  of  thrifty  Lom- 
bardy poplars.  Regularity  and  perhaps 
convenience  are  sacrificed  by  this,  but  pic- 
turesqueness is  gained. 

The  next  necessity  was  a regular  water 
supply,  for  rain  can  not  be  expected  here 
between  May  and  October.  Down  out  of 
Emigration  Canon,  through  which  the 
trail  passed  from  the  East,  comes  a creek 
to  empty  itself  into  the  Jordan,  which  lat- 
ter stream  connects  Lake  Utah  and  Great 
Salt  Lake,  just  as  its  namesake  of  the  Holy 
Land  links  together  Gennesaret  and  the 
Dead  Sea.  It  was  simply  a matter  of  ditch- 
ing from  a high  level,  and  making  sub- 
sidiary canals,  to  bring  the  snow-fed  wa- 
ter of  this  city  creek  in  never-failing  plen- 
ty wherever  it  was  desired.  The  combined 
labor  of  the  pioneers,  who  all  worked  pret- 
ty much  in  common  at  first,  accomplished 
this  primitive  irrigation  very  speedily,  so 
that  within  a few  days  a great  many  seeds 
had  been  put  in  the  ground. 

The  emigrants,  however,  did  not  stop 
with  the  planting  of  vegetables  and  a lit- 
tle grain.  They  at  once  began  a nursery 
of  fruit  trees,  while  shade  and  ornament 
were  not  forgotten.  Making  it  the  duty 
of  every  citizen  to  plant  seeds  of  Eastern 
shade  trees,  or  set  out  saplings  brought 
from  the  hills,  on  both  sides  of  every  thor- 
oughfare, the  public  looked  to  their  pre- 
servation by  making  broad,  deep  gutters 
along  each  curbing.  Now  those  saplings 
of  acacia,  poplar,  cottonwood,  mulberry, 
box-elder,  honey-locust,  and  maple  have 
grown  into  wide-spreading  and  lofty  trees 
that  canopy  with  grateful  foliage  every 
avenue  outside  the  business  centre;  and 
down  those  gutters  flow  rippling,  spark- 
ling streams  of  water,  clear  as  their  snowy 
fountains,  and  dashing  over  their  beds  of 


mossy  pebbles  with  all  the  glee  of  native 
brooks. 

Formerly  this  water  alone  was  avail- 
able for  domestic  purposes  and  drinking 
as  well  as  for  irrigation,  and  even  yet  the 
poorer  part  of  the  population  dip  it  up  for 
daily  service.  But  the  introduction  of 
pipes  has  superseded  this  old  way.  The 
hydrant  water,  however,  comes  from  the 
same  sources  as  the  ditches,  and  is  really 
no  better,  since  it  is  unfiltered.  For  ta- 
ble use,  therefore,  the  water  that  has  been 
drawn  from  very  deep  wells  is  preferred  by 
every  one. 

But  in  spite  of  the  copious  water  sup- 
ply arranged  for  by  the  founders,  and  re- 
cently largely  increased  by  a canal  leading 
from  Lake  Utah,  Salt  Lake  City  is  in  sum- 
mer the  dustiest  town  I ever  saw  or  heard  of. 
This  blinding,  all-pervading  dust  forms  the 
only  serious  objection  I can  bring  against 
the  town  as  a pleasant  place  to  live  in. 

The  houses  built  by  the  first  settlers 
were  mainly  log  cabins.  Some  few  of 
these  are  yet  to  be  found  hidden  away  in 
orchards.  The  Spanish  adobe  house  of 
dried  mud  was  also  a favorite,  and  has 
continued  so  to  the  present,  though  in- 
stead of  almost  shapeless  chunks  of  mud, 
plastered  in  Mexican  fashion,  regular  un- 
burned bricks  are  made  by  machinery. 
These  adobes  are  twice  the  size  of  ordi- 
nary bricks,  and  the  wall  into  which  they 
are  formed  is  made  twice  as  thick  as  one 
of  burned  bricks  would  be.  Of  course 
this  material  lends  itself  readily  to  any 
style  of  architecture,  and  many  of  the 
elaborate  buildings  as  well  as  cheap  cot- 
tages are  made  of  it,  the  soft  gray  tint  of 
the  adobe  reminding  one  of  the  cream- 
colored  walls  of  Milwaukee.^  Generally, 
however,  the  adobe  is  overlaid  by  a stuc- 
co, which  is  tinted.  Low  houses  with 
abundant  piazzas  are  the  most  common 
type  in  the  older  part  of  the  town,  and 
over  these  so  many  vines  will  be  trained 
and  so  much  foliage  cluster  that  one  can 
hardly  say  of  what  material  the  structure 
itself  is  formed.  The  residences  more  re- 
cently built  have  a more  Eastern  and  con- 
ventional aspect,  and  some  are  very  im- 
posing; but  big  or  little,  old  or  new,  it  is 
rare  to  find  a home  not  ensconced — al- 
most buried — in  trees  and  shrubs  and 
climbing  plants,  while  smooth,  rich  lawns 
greet  the  eye  everywhere  in  town,  in  brill- 
iant contrast  to  the  bleak,  bare  hills  tow- 
ering overhead  just  without  the  city.  As 
for  flowers,  no  town  East  or  West  culti- 
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vates  them  more  universally  and  assidu- 
ously. 

Salt  Lake  City,  then,  is  beautiful — a 
paradise  in  comparison  with  the  buffalo 
plains  or  the  stony  gulches  in  which  the 
great  majority  of  Rocky  Mountain  towns 
must  needs  be  set. 

The  suburbs,  except  toward  the  rocky 
uplands  northward,  grade  off  into  farms 
quite  imperceptibly,  the  streets  continu- 
ing straight  out  into  country  roads  be- 
tween dense  jungles  of  sunflowers— glori- 
ous walls  of  gold  edged  with  green  and 
touched  with  innumerable  dots  of  ma- 
roon. And  in  these  suburbs  you  may  find 
some  of  the  quaintest,  most  idyllic  homes. 
One  such,  for  example,  stands  down  in  the 
third  ward.  The  house  is  hardly  bigger 
than  a good-sized  room,  and  is  entered 
through  a queer  narrow  cowled  door- 
way. The  second  story  is  hardly  half  as 
large  as  the  lower  one,  leaving  a slanting 
roof  between,  and  a picturesque  hedge 
and  fence  inclose  the  whole.  This  would 
be  striking  enough  alone  for  its  shape; 
but  every  two  weeks  the  whole  adobe  and 
stucco  affair  is  whitewashed  from  roof- 
tree  to  foundation,  until  it  gleams  like  a 
fresh  snow-bank  against  the  grape-vines 
that  creep  around  its  angles,  and  the  pop- 
lars and  maples  that  photograph  their 
boughs  in  shadow  upon  its  spotless  sides. 
But  to  set  it  off  the  better,  the  owner 
paints  his  small  window-sashes  bright  yel- 
low, his  casings  the  reddest  of  red,  and  his 
sills  and  shutters  and  door  panels  vivid 
green.  If  the  whole  affair  had  just  been 
handed  out  of  a Dutch  toy  shop,  it  could 
not  be  more  fantastic  and  childishly  pretty. 

One  would  think  that  with  its  dry  and 
clear  air,  with  an  elevation  of  4600  feet, 
with  breezes  sweeping  down  from  a range 
of  mountains  where  the  snow  is  always 
to  be  seen,  or  across  a broad  and  purify- 
ing lake,  and  with  so  much  dry  earth  at 
hand  to  be  used  as  a ready  antiseptic,  this 
locality  ought  to  be  as  healthy  as  any  on 
the  face  of  the  earth.  So,  with  any  care, 
it  would  be;  but  such  care  seems  not  to 
be  taken,  and  there  are  few  cities  showing 
a larger  death-rate  among  children.  The 
bleak  and  desolate  cemetery  upon  the 
wind-swept  bench  is  a perfect  Golgotha  of 
infants’  graves — a pitiful  army  of  victims 
to  diphtheria. 

For  this  condition  of  things,  and  for 
much  ill  health  among  adults,  there  is  no 
excuse.  Even  chills  and  fever  are  gain- 
ing a foot-hold  where  they  should  most 


easily  be  kept  at  a distance ; but,  strange- 
ly, all  the  malarial  diseases  seem  more 
malignant  and  prevalent  upon  the  bench 
than  down  in  the  lower  part  of  the  city, 
probably  owing  to  the  fact  that  the  night- 
ly draught  of  air  down  out  of  the  cafions 
strikes  the  lower  end  of  the  city  with  more 
briskness,  sweeping  away  what  noxicfus 
gases  may  arise. 

The  climate  of  Salt  Lake  Valley  is  about 
what  one  might  expect:  in  winter,  much 
snow,  and  steady,  intense,  but  dry  cold; 
in  summer,  prolonged  but  dry  heat.  The 
sun  blazes  down  day  after  day  through  a 
cloudless  atmosphere,  and  burns  like  fire 
when  its  direct  rays  strike.  The  hot 
breath  of  the  valley  pours  up  when  there 
is  any  wind  from  the  southward,  and  one 
nearly  suffocates.  Yet  perspiration  does 
not  flow  copiously  even  under  exertion, 
and  the  heat  is  not  debilitating,  for  the 
moment  you  get  into  the  shade  you  are 
comfortable.  All  day  the  earth  sends  up- 
ward volumes  of  heated  air,  but  at  night, 
striking  the  snow-banks  on  the  neighbor- 
ing peaks,  the  air  rapidly  chills  and  drops 
down  to  revive  us,  making  sleep  a luxury. 

For  their  summer  vacation,  when  they 
take  any,  the  citizens  can  choose  between 
the  mountains  and  the  Great  Salt  Lake, 
and  generally  end  by  going  to  both.  The 
lake,  indeed,  is  constantly  visited.  A nar- 
row-gauge railway,  aimed  at  Nevada,  has 
got  as  far  as  the  lake  shore,  and  trains  run 
out  and  back  morning  and  evening,  stop- 
ping long  enough  to  give  passengers  time 
for  a bath.  The  fare  for  the  round  trip 
(twenty  miles  each  way)  is  only  fifty  cents. 
At  the  landings,  in  addition  to  bathing  ar- 
rangements, there  are  dancing  pavilions, 
and  excursions  often  go  out  in  the  even- 
ing, returning  by  a special  train  in  the 
morning. 

On  special  occasions,  such  as  Pioneer- 
day  (July  24),  when  the  Mormons  cele- 
brate their  first  entrance  to  the  valley, 
great  crowds  of  Saints,  with  all  the  wives 
and  innumerable  little  ones,  pack  the  open 
Coney-island-like  excursion  cars,  throng 
at  the  water-side,  and  spread  their  lunch- 
eons on  the  long  tables  under  the  bough- 
covered  booths  which  give  the  only  pro- 
tection against  the  sun.  Unfortunately 
it  is  impossible  to  make  trees  grow  on  the 
borders  of  the  lake — the  water  and  soil 
are  too  bitterly  salt;  moreover,  there  is  no 
fresh-water  in  the  rocky  hills  that  tower 
straight  up  from  the  beach,  and  any  irri- 
gation is  thus  denied  the  would-be  forest-. 
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er.  Lack  of  shade  seems  to  make  little 
difference  with  the  bathers,  however. 
They  go  in  under  the  noonday  blaze,  and 
say  their  bare  heads  suffer  no  discomfort, 
and  children  and  horses  rush  about  ap- 
paren  t ly  as  energetic  as  i n October.  Wh  i le 
the  danger  of  sun  stroke  somehow  seems 
very  small,  the  lake  is  a treacherous  water 
for  swimmers.  The  great  density  of  its 
waters  sustains  you  so  that  you  float  eas- 
ily, but  swimming  ahead  is  very  hard 
work.  Moreover,  fatal  consequences  are 
likely  to  ensue  if  any  of  the  brine  is  swal- 
lowed; it  not  only  chokes,  but  is  described 
as  fairly  burning  the  tissues  of  the  throat 
and  lungs,  producing  death  almost  as  sure- 
ly as  the  breathing  of  flame.  Of  course 
this  occurs  only  in  exceptional  cases,  but. 
some  lives  arc  thus  destroyed  each  sum- 
and  many  persons  suffer  extremely 


roer,  _____  .....  _ % _ 

from  a single  accidental  swallow.  a crust  of  crystallized  salt  behind.  Sev 

The.  powerful  effect  of  this  water  is  not  fcral  thousands  of  tons  are  exported  an 
surprising  when  one  remembers  that  the  unally.  and  great  quantities  used  at  honu 
prt>iw>rtion  of  saline  matter  in  it  is  six  in  chlorodizlng  ore*., 
times  as  great  as  the  percentage  of  the  I think  few  persou'g  realize  how  won 
ocean,  and  almost  equal  U>  that  of  the  dcrfully,  strangely  beautiful  this  in  Urn 
Dead  Sea,  though  I*ake  Urumiyah,  in  Per-  saline  sea  is.  Under  the  sunlight  its  wid< 
sia,  is  reputed  to  con  lain  water  of  u third  1 surface  gives  the  eye  such  amass  of  brill 
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lights  are  blotted  out  in  the  uniform  im- 
maculate indigo  which  slowly- solidlfe* 
heights  and  depths  into  a single  grand 
silhouette  af  the  whole -WahMtchiv'- \;  o y 
Watching  these  eJ>^)g*mg  *nd  ioV<dy 
exhibition  of  Ifrfi&k  color,  {%}$& 


hint  color  as  is  rarely  seen  in  the  temper- 
ate mm.  Over  against  the  horizon  it  is 
almost  black,  then  ultra  marine,  then  glow- 
ing  Prussian  blue,  n iicre  and  there,  close 
by,  variegated  ovttb  j^itch^  of  green  and 
the  sort  skyey  ioncu>f  the  tur*} noise.  Gaan 


fU  THING  BJKSOUT  ox  fus  tM t&: 


ingydmigbf  down  0ir  t)i%^  eod  of  the  pier:  fresh^rfeg  arid  , m ed  m heark- 

or  from  the  rough  litt  le  *teaml>oat.  which  euiug  hi  the  gentle  lapping  of  the  wave- 
i-:  now  degraded  to  do  duty  at  its  n lour-  lets  one  can  choose  man j pmtie  name 
ing.s  as  vi  resUuranb  you  learu  that  the  ami  foreign  latHudo  to  fit  the  scene,  ;md 
water  ts  irAuspaTent  as  glass,  and  the  rip  easily  forget  that  ho  is  in  Utah,  until  Ins 
•pie  marks  on  the  bluish-white  >suad  arc  eye  catches  live  sage* hriwln 
visible  at  a great  depth.  The  mountain  trip  is  of  quite  different 

If  the  ink*}  were  ma  plain  (remember-  chamru a\  and  can  be  made  by  choosing 
ing  the  total  absence  of  forest  or  green-  i any  Owe  of  half adozen  enfinns,  fyrtx*  which 
sward),  doubtless  Mils  ricli&efcs  of  color  ; miners  long  ago  led  thy  way. . The  favor- 
would  not  suffice  to  produce  the  effect  of  ; ite-isibe  beautiful  American  Fork Cdalun, 
beauty,  hut  *m  every  side  stand  1 lofty  in  which  you  have  the  advun- 

imHUjtmu;s.  They  feeem  to  rise  from  thy  j tag**  uf  & ratify  for  tbe  greaccr  part  of 

Vfi$y  their  rfveu,  pure*  %rfdpin  ; the  distaiier;  A fortnight's  curupipg  uod 

mjclr-shittd^l  here  the  1,  tisintAklting  yu  tUetiiumiiaina  oneit  n-yyar 

.shaded  paO.hes.  /Some  of  these  ranges  arc  is  considered  Vn  di*pen  sable  to  health  ami 
a so<  u*r  of  miles  beyond  the  forth  nr  beaxdi,  happiness  hv  most  families, 
other-;  a few  romph  ml  y surrmuul'  i :'\t  \ho  very  « i rsi . one  square  of  the  city 

i^Aajids ; liix Tyvyiry  ; was  set  apart,  m-  the  * ‘ TumpJe  Blurkr-  i*6y 
00#  hu>  iis  own  color,  from  tic*  STjuif'  ; holy  u&fr  This  was  intended  to  be  run 

6.|f ^ * the  spiritual  but  ilk  gcognipldt^rl 
m bhir-  -and  iwiyy  ramjes  far  away..  In  rr-rAvo  of  ilje  eilv  <r>r  in  sjMe  of  their 
lie  oo-mdav  io.;yr  *u  *!>••  vrrihad  sun,  or  pivaent  chums  the  founders  hcvxmnly  kzui 
w)u  u at  dawn  its  rays  -bn?  upon  them,  { M<>  idea  that  so  greet  a town  »i*  tins  wmiJd 
their  proitiOicnoy^  stand  out  4i^uj.dMjT.  :.h*v#r; :/&fxa^  bemg  and  dh  ihe.  atrehtk.iire 
,U|m1  oreak^  of  • .-.bad  on*  mnrk  City  It  “t*  oarnrid  front  this  p.-.inl  out  ~Fir;U  Sonlli, 
tur  £ctJlu$»  !v>ptuSdhig  iteighhdriirtr  frpji^t.  West,  .fi-inl  revcr^ifig  the 

peak,-;  hut  ut.  night.  or  when  ! he  sutt  M,  (hjj^ry  si  vie  of  dr;<ignu.tion: 
losesv  its'  advantage,  (hesr 'h’hjh T On  Ibis*  tenure-  fot*lbe  .MijrmAiis  lield 
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Hkm r first  worship;  here  was  buiJt  the 
small  building  mow  known  us  the  Eh- 
dowment  Hoikse;  hfcrfe;  later  on,  the 
combined  vivlnuthry  labor  o’f tlie ' luhni? 


ernadta  ahd  Were  laid  the  founda- 
tions of  th>  Step  pie, .Whereiti  (it  is  prom- 
pad)  Jesus  iMmst  shall  appear  bpdi iy 
to  the  fhi tljful  as  soon  as  it  is  fcoroplefed . 

This  Temple  rs  to  be  a tall,  many -.tur- 
retod  buddi  n#  of  white  gmirite,  brought 
hjitle  Cottonwood  Cafion— fa* 
morn*  as  the  totality  of  the  Emma  Mine 
^ where  it  i#  aplit  from  enomiotis  de> 
tachetl  fragments  that  have  fallen  from 
tio>  cliffs.  It  is  almost  as  white  and 
erystailme  as  marble,  and  unexcelled 
as ; material  for  an  imposing  structure. 
Cntil . the yf*ry  recent  extension  of  the 
louver  a?id  Rio  Grande  Railway  into 
0ie  >a6on,  all  this  stone  was  brought  ; 
tn  the  city  by  bullock  teams*  but  now 
the  railway  run  from  the  queu*- 

ne>  into  the  Temple  yard.' 

The  Tninple  -.St  as-  cori  tin  ted  apd 
sketched  /Kit  by  Brigham  Young.  The 
style  is  one  nn known  to  architectural 
feKo«l%T  tiimfe}  but  fnore  hearJy  re- 
Ambles  ilie  ChYlhie ^ ihaii/ahy  othej% 

* »*.•  druclure.  is  of  Cydopeah  strength V ' 
*&  far  behiw  the  suruu-e.  is  sixteen 
fat  m th  feet 

mildckny^  at  i)>e C^cmi^  of 
*M  fasviiie-ul  stony's  stands  in  the  shape  df 
s .stries  ttf  sol  kTereersfcd . arches.  Above, 
hie  ^ alls  rim  J parly  seven  feet  in  t hick  - 


a 4UUX02*X 


There  is  no  hoR-ci-Wn^s^or 
ferickAyprk— nothing  hut  ylnselled 

granite  through  ah4  through,  t/ot  only  the 
outer  walls,  but  in  the  partitions,  the  ceil 
ings,  bunl  thh  sf&irw^ys?  The  window 
openings  aiii  like  the /^mbvaaures  a fork 
and  the  heavily  whiled  compartuieriks  hrf 
the  basemeht  suggest  iiie  ihrest  dahg^ms. 


fits*  to  (hi;  present  height  hf  eighty  feet,  j 

winch  m. nearly  .'to  where  the  roof  begins,  t 
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tfiyiy than  eecdc<fmsticttt  in  appearand. 
wiiMV  t^cppieg  one corner  trf  the  lem 
pie  Square:.  Hi  the -interior  iini-  budd- 
ing will  galio'tib^  <d 

p w I pits.  Anil  ii  fee-  l) iife. 

iiacU»,  filler  iriil  it 

is  usr*J  ior  Quorum  mating**  '0/^jing 

sessions.  ^n?l  ,<erviws-‘. 

What  has  bt*eu Jjjfe the  Ttyrkft&v 
which  during- thirty  yeu^foi&bero  t**# 
iiig  before  tl ie  eyes  cff  Uie  towns- peoptee 
is  a subject  of  'tidUmd  yumx^ty,  ;um 
otic  h:*>;vt\s  Yuany  rumors  nf  how  many 
iiiillioiis  »uppt>swl  Uj  have  bfc*m  ^expend 
kii  U|ihh  ft  have  really  gone  uitu  ihe 
jxohfe&KoE  h i&w  digiiituriw  of  Ike 
Uimrelk  Tlvt«p  rumor*  arise < no  doubt. 
fptm  the  difticully  of  undo  retarding 
hmv  mm  formerly  p'*»r  m ' i^w;  rich. 
Aifbrmgh  they  have  been  engaged  in 
hone  of  ihe  ordinary  methods  .?(  ac- 
quiring ev^Ji  A cwnpetei^uv/  i have 
the  word  of  President -Taylor,  hmvcv 
er{  that  the  feotel  cost  Has  been,  tn  round 
numbers,  two  milJtotiS  of  dollars,  turn* 
let i th$  of  which  is  acwtitiied  for  &&  cosh. 


juus  rxYtmu 


stvAl  another  null  ion  dollars  will  com 
plete  fl.  It  is  doubtful  whether  ibkro 
is  m the  tliuted  State#  ^nrdher  puhhe; 
building  so  massive  and  g:e3Ku;>ur 

Ac  mss  the'  *tr<*of , just  east  Of  iho  T*m 
pie  block,  Brigham  Young  t ook  pos&e&im 
<?t  a outlier  whole  square  for  himstdf,  erect* 
ing  At  the  eiivl  iit?uVe<l  the  Temple  a series 


All  the  externals  of  the  'building  hare  a, 
religious  significance;  For  instance,  near 
the  ground  are  r%  series  of  great  bosses, 
y qpoh  which  are  to  t#e  cawed  maps  of  va- 
rious regions  of  the  world —and  there  will 
be  room  for  at  full  atlas.  Between  the 
yrindmvs  of  the  first  ami  second  storied 
similar  bosses  express  eight  phases  \<M 
iHe  mya*),  whllo  a row  of  great  sfone 
sun % w p|ay<*d  between  the  window*  of 
the  seeund  uud  third  tiers,  uml  a $f&r  is 
chiselled  upon  the  key-atone  of  evvy 
arch.  Whi  j,  by-aml  bv  ihe  New-Z«ve 
lander  visits  the  runiso/ Salt  Luke  Oily., 
he  will  \)w  jbijtijhHh  I .^lrouid';^3y">xX  .V 
ebri eluding  tin*  Mofcrnws-  tb  hiittifcet*  . 
stm-  worishippci^  or  vtKlro  lowers.  or  OolK 
President  Tuvfor  told  me  Krighum 

intention  tmr  that  the  buUdS 

VMg  -x.elid  IliSt  A Uioiis/iiwl.  j/‘  nr*. 

eihmm>us  Teuipie  is  not  inte4uh 
'#1;^-  it  plMC^.iA  worship,  hot  a 
i>di^yyv^Uliin  whfcfr  Varionk'  wremborek 

of  ctdbirchivKoi , i!mrriagev  rb.e;,  ^hHil  h.«v 
fK^rhWujed  j fed  a i\‘  ( ibw  ^clpbrHikd  i it- 

f lic  ^hdyi^in'cHt'  irJoOtSe,  •'•  For  ill  is  pur-  v‘  . 
jH>*e  the  wfovle-Iuidding  is  cfMt  ujv  oifo 
litUe  c]oistev-'i'i.ke  Tim 

fhl;  p Ubjiv  wttrjdi  •*)>  a re  y th  jc  T>  d a:T;  AcMP^v 
;hSlA'haidl^tri'h  gmnitvr  haihjing.  cuor^' 
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maiided  the  building  of  a general  fortifi- 
cation around  the  whole  young  city — a 
“Spanish"  wall  of  mud,  which  has  now 
disappeared,  saving  a few  remnants.  Sim- 
ilarly the  high  walls  have  been  replaced  by 
fences,  except,  that  one  which  still  protects 
the  Temple  and  Young's  house.  The  first 
Tabernacle  was  built  by  contributions  of 


of  store-houses  for  the  reception  of  tithing 
levied  upon  all  members  of  the  Church. 
At  the  other  end  were  his  residences — the 
“Lion"  and  “ Bee-hive,?  houses,  where  he 
guarded  his  wives  terrestrial  and  celestial ; 
and  behind  them  the  vast  stables  and  cor- 
rals where  he  kept  his  hundreds  of  horses 
and  mules,  and  the  sires  of  his  flocks  and 


TOR  TABERNACLE  AND  TKMPLK. 


herds.  Here  too  were  the  Church  offices — 
the  mnetum  mnctoruvi  of  the  Prophet  of 
the  Church  on  Earth  of  Jesus  Christ  of 
Latter-day  Saints,  the  head -quarters  of  the 
military  and  civil  ruler  of  the  community, 
the  Court  of  the  High  Judge  of  Zion,  he 
yoml  whom  there  was  no  appeal,  and  the 
counting-house  of  the  divinely  appointed 
leader. 

Mud  and  cobble  stones  were  cheaper  than 
fence  timber;  the  Canaan itish  tribes,  viz., 
Pah-Utes,  Shoshones,  Uintahs,  etc.,  were 
thievish  and  belligerent,  and,  worst  of  all, 
unrighteous  dwellers  in  Babylon  were  lie- 
ginning  to  approach  and  inquire  curious- 
ly into  the  ways  and  means  of  Mormon- 
dom.  So  walls  sprang  up  in  every  direc- 
tion. Not  low  picturesque  stone  fences 
with  angular  shadows  and  manv-colored 
slabs  and  an  embroidery  of  vines  and 
lichens  trailing  pleasantly  across  them, 
but  hideous  forts  of  mud  around  every  lot 
— walls  ten  to  twenty  feet  high,  supported 
by  round  bulging  bastions  at  the  corners, 
and  guarded  by  prison  like  gates  at  the 
entrances.  Brigham  Young's  property  in 
particular  looked  like  a Moorish  fortress. 
Not  content  with  this,  the  President  corn- 


manual  labor  for  the  most  part,  and  was 
early  completed.  It  had  a general  resem- 
blance to  the  present  structure,  and  was 
of  great  size.  Interiorly  it  is  said  to  have 
been  exceedingly  plain,  but  to  have  held  a 
very  fine  organ.  Only  a few  years  elapsed, 
however,  before  the  construction  of  the 
present  larger  edifice  was  begun. 

The  form  of  the  Tabernacle  Is  ellipt  ical, 
and  its  roof  an  elliptical  dome,  arching  ev- 
erywhere fvom  the  eaves  to  the  ridge,  and 
supported  upon  a series  of  heavy  stone 
piers,  the  shortest  span  bet  ween  which  is 
172  feet.  As  their  height  is  only  about 
twenty  feet,  aud  the  height  of  the  arched 
roof  much  less  than  a hundred  feet,  the 
Tabernacle  from  without  gives  you  the  im- 
pression of  an  enormous  building  more 
than  half  buried,  From  the  general  level 
of  the  city  it  is  almost  impossible  to  obtain 
the  smallest  glimpse  of  it,  either  because  of 
the  trees  or  of  the  great  wall  behind  wh  ich 
it  is  hid,  arid  in  order  to  get  any  notion  of 
its  size,  you  must  climb  to  some  eminence 
like  the  northern  bench,  where  you  can 
look  down  upon  its  huge  fungus-like  form. 
Elevate  it  sixty  feet,  or  set  it  on  a hill,  and, 
perfectly  fitting  Utah  scenery  in  its  severe- 
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other,  the  men  on  one  side  and  the  women 
opposite.  The  space  between  is  filled  by 
three  long  crimson-cushioned  pulpit  desks, 
in  each  of  which  twenty  speakers  or  so  can 
sit  at  once,  each  rank  overlooking  the  heads 
of  the  one  beneath.  The  highest  was  de- 
signed for  the  president  and  his  two  coun- 
sellors ; the  second  one  for  the  twelve  apos- 
tles, and  the  lowest  for  the  bishops,  but  I be- 
lieve the  order  is  not  very  rigidly  observed. 

The  acoustic  properties  of  the  house  are 
almost  perfect.  A former  deficiency  of 
light  has  been  overcome  by  the  use  of 
electricity;  and  the  chilling  bareness  of 
the  huge  whitewashed  vault  is  relieved 
by  hangings  of  evergreen  and  flowers 
made  of  tissue-paper,  the  effect  of  which 
is  very  good  indeed. 

Every  Sunday  the  sacrament  is  admin- 
istered, the  table  loaded  with  the  baskets 
of  bread  and  tankards  of  water  occupying 
a dais  at  the  foot  of  the  pulpits.  Gradu- 
ally a number  of  bishops  take  their  places 
behind  this  table,  and  watch  the  congre- 
gation gather,  people  coming  in  through 
the  dozen  or  more  side  doors  as  though  the 
Tabernacle  was  a huge  sponge  absorbing 
the  population  of  the  Territory.  Min- 
gling with  the  rest  come  many  strangers, 
bringing  the  latest  tailoring  and  milli- 
nery, and  these  strangers  are  always  con- 
ducted to  seats  down  in  front,  where  they 
can  be  addressed  effectively  in  a body. 
At  one  door  stands  a huge  cask  of  cold 
water,  with  several  tin  cups  handy,  and 
nearly  ajl  stop  to  drink  as  they  come  in. 
Later  you  will  see  tin  pails  holding  a 
quart  or  more,  and  having  handles  on  both 
sides,  circulating  through  the  audience, 
and  refilled  from  time  to  time  by  small 
Ganymedes  running  about  in  chip  hats 
and  well -starched  pinafores.  Precisely 
at  two  o’clock  the  great  organ  sends  forth 
its  melodious  summons,  and  the  noise  of 
busy  voices  — the  hum  of  the  veritable 
honey-bees  of  Deseret  in  their  home  hive 
—is  hushed.  A hymn  is  announced  (by 
some  brother  in  a business  coat  whom  you 
will  meet  in  trade  to-morrow,  perhaps), 
and  sung  by  the  choir,  for  though  the  tune 
may  be  one  of  the  old  familiar  ones,  the 
audience  does  not  join  in  the  singing. 

The  music  of  the  Tabernacle  has  a great 
reputation  in  the  West,  and  it  would  hard- 
ly be  fair  to  decry  it  because  it  does  not 
come  up  to  a New  York  performance.  It 
is  conspicuously  good  for  the  material  at 
hand  and  the  locality.  The  organ,  a 
handsome  instrument,  nearly  as  large  as 


the  great  organ  in  the  Boston  Music  Hall, 
is  not  so  readily  discounted,  however,  and 
is  played  with  much  skill,  to  the  constant 
delight  of  the  people. 

After  the  singing  comes  a long  prayer 
by  some  layman-priest,  and  a hymn,  dur- 
ing the  singing  of  which  eight  bishops 
break  the  slices  of  bread  into  morsels. 
Then,  while  the  bread  is  being  passed 
through  the  audience  to  the  communi- 
cants— everybody,  old  and  young,  partak- 
ing— President  Taylor  or  some  other  dig- 
nitary reads  a chapter  from  the  Bible, 
usually  from  Revelation,  and  makes  ex- 
tempore remarks  upon  it.  Sometimes  the 
Hon.  George  Q.  Cannon,  the  most  eminent 
of  the  Mormon  leaders,  occupies  the  pulpit. 

It  is  three  o’clock  before  the  bread  and 
water  have  been  partaken  of  by  all,  and 
fully  four  by  the  time  the  preacher  has 
ceased,  the  bishop  pronounced  the  bene- 
diction, and  the  congregation  is  dismiss- 
ed. As  the  people  scatter  about  the  great 
dusty  yard,  picking  their  way  among  the 
blocks  of  stone  awaiting  their  place  in  the 
Temple,  one  sees  how  largely  foreigners 
they  are,  the  predominant  nationalities 
being  British  and  Scandinavian.  Their 
peasantry,  too,  is  unmistakably  stamped 
upon  their  faces,  though  they  have  ex- 
changed their  foreign  characteristics  for 
a rusticity  of  the  American  type.  Among 
the  most  prominent  of  the  Mormon  apos- 
tles are  Orson  Pratt,  the  most  distinguished 
scholar  and  writer  in  the  sect,  and  Joseph 
F.  Smith,  a nephew  of  the  original  Prophet 
and  founder  of  Mormonism. 

In  Salt  Lake  City  there  are  four  sepa- 
rate sections  of  society  which  react  upon 
one  another.  First,  the  adherents  of  the 
Mormon  Church  — the  Saints;  second, 
those  who  never  have  been  nor  will  be 
Mormons— the  Gentiles;  third,  the  seced- 
ers  from  the  Mormon  Church ; and  fourth, 
the  renegades  and  irresponsible  of  all  par- 
ties, for  whom  has  been  adopted  the  Cali- 
fornian word  hoodlum.  This  classifica- 
tion makes  queer  bedfellows : the  Jew 
finds  himself  a Gentile,  and  the  Roman 
Catholic  becomes  a Protestant,  making 
common  cause  with  Calvinism  against  the 
hierarchy  of  the  Tabernacle.  The  result, 
of  course,  is  that  each  section  keeps  pretty 
well  to  itself,  and  is  likely  to  despise  the 
others. 

A few  women  of  Salt  Lake,  years  ago, 
formed  a mutual-improvement  club,  hav- 
ing for  its  object  a uniform  course  of  read- 
ing. Now  there  are  two  flourishing  ladies’ 
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literary  societies,  which  are  of  far  more;  nacle  down  to  a jew 'sharp,  everybody 
significance  here  as  centres  of  a healthy  j handles  some  sort  of  musical  instrument, 
intellectual  and  social  existence  and  prog**  | or  sings,  and  the  music  shops  of  the  city 
ress  than  they  would  be  in  any  other  com-  ! seem  about  as  brisk  as  any  places  on  the 

street. 


You  will  hear  singing  all  the 
time,  and  in  all  localities.  This  has 
been  encouraged  by  the  Church,  as  has 
also  been  the  dramatic  taste  of  the  peo- 
ple, who  very  early  organized  a com- 
pany of  actors,  and  long  ago  built  the 
great  theatre  which  is  a prominent  fea- 
ture of  the  city.  For  a long  time  only 
‘‘home  talent*'  graced  its  boards,  but 
since  the  railway  gave  easy  aef'ess.  ev- 
ery company  of  actors  that  crosses  the 
continent  stops  here,  and  some  great 
names 


have  been  among  those  who 
have  played  in  this  temple  of  histrion- 
ics, Among  the  local  celebrities  in  the 
theatrical  line  Were  several  members  of 
the  family  of  Brigham  Young,  and  one 
of  his  daughters  is  yet  “ on  the  boards," 
in  Sati  Francisco. 

The  annals  of  this  theatre,  perhaps, 
afford  quite  as  good  a gauge  of  the 
change  which  has  taken  place  iu  Salt 
Lake  City  during  the  last  twenty  years 
as  any  other  one  thing  in  town.  At 
first,  as  I have  said,  it  was  wholly  sup 
ported  by  the  local  company  of  ama- 
teurs, and  patronized  in  a most  uncon- 
ventional way  by  the  simple  Mormons 
in  their  sun-bonnets,  who  came  with 
their  whole  families.  The  floor  of  the 
theatre  in  those  days  was  reserved  to  the 
Saints;  Jews,  Gentiles,  and  other  “dwell- 
ers in  Babylon"  sat  in  the  first  gallery. 
The  audience  now  does  not  noticeably 
differ  from  that  of  any  Eastern  theatre, 
and  tile  new  opera-house  is  one  of  the 
handsomest  in  the  Union. 

Concerning  the  sociability  among  Mor- 
mon families  in  a private  way,  an  out- 
sider can  only  know  by  report.  It  is  said 
to  be  small.  The  interchanges  of  calls 
and  the  forms  of  neighborly  etiquette  pre- 
vailing in  ordinary  society  are  little  prac- 
ticed. Even  in  the  case  of  the  wealthy, 
social  visiting  is  said  to  he  infrequent. 

The  pri  vate  home  routine  of  a polyga- 
mous family  is  a matter  upon  which  so 
much  curiosity  is  constantly  expressed  by 
my  acquaintances  that  I venture  to  say 
here  what  little  I know*;  but  the  reader 
must  remember  that  less  than  ten  per  cent, 
of  the  voting  Mormon  population  of  Utah 
are  polygamists. 

The  polygamist,  as  a rule,  lias  accumu- 
lated some  property  and  owns  a house 
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niunity.  Most  of  their  memhe***  are  also 
members  of  the  Anti-polygamy  Society, 
which  publishes  a monthly  journal,  The 
Standard , under  the  editorship  of  Mrs. 
Jennie  A.  Froiseth. 

The  McKenzie  Reform  Club,  established 
under  Gentile  auspices  for  the  suppression 
of  intemperance,  has  pros j>e red  so  that  it 
has  erected  the  handsome  building  known 
as  the  Walker  Opera-house,  which  cost 
nearly  $75,000.  The  corner-stone  was  laid 
with  much  ceremony  early  in  August  of 

mi. 

Mormons  are  publicly  very  sociable,  and 
remarkably  peaceable.  In  their  various 
ward  meeting-houses — for  each  bishop's 
ward  has  an  assembly-room  - are  held  at 
frequent  intervals  during  the  colder  half 
of  the  year  assemblies  where  dancing  is 
the  main  Object,  and  where  it  is  indulged 
without  stint.  Gentiles  are  occasional- 
ly invited.  These  dances  (and  all  other 
Mormon  festivities)  are  opened  and  closed 
by  prayer. 

The  Salt  Lakers  are  also  diligent  musi- 
cians. From  tbe  great  organ  in  the  Taber- 
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the  .difTeffmi  strife  qu»r-  ami  credits  e&clt  wife  •with  her  due  adiarc. . 

*rre.  hi  the  c<Hvntrr  tiii^  iNivot  iio  uncom  Most  uf  them  live  in  suites  of  apadnicriCs 
mm.  hut  the  natural  hhpjviwianttieas  fol  under  the  roof  of  his  great  house  iu  town, 
lows  in  most  The  method  but  Mn  ?h\st  wife  has  a bey  wilful  farm  of 

L*  tohavea  large  booso,  the main  part  of  her  own  a little  out  of  the*:  city,  to  which 
which,  }ierhaps7  is  owipied  by  the  first,  she : itml  her  children  have' retired.  to  end 
wife.;  and  -win gif  or  addition^  by  the  sue-  timir  days  in  peaceful  independence;’ 
oewiye  candidates  for  marital  honors.  Thu  way  in  which  this  old  gentleman 
Tfw^- large,  .strati tug’,  hotel  like  houses  has  always  arranged  hi*  domesHe  Jife  is 
&ty.  tcyxssxmjw  in  Salt  Lake  City,  and  mark  u ’imported  fo  he  thus.  He  had  certain  rooms 
it  in  his  ho  use  where  he  kept  )m  bevh  fm 

houses  like  Chfcyyu  ne/  ami  most  other  w.n«lroho,  his  Woks,  ami  saw  any  visitors 
■W‘«s4e.rn  v « j 1 ages ; I jri  irtft hy  cases , how  who  culled  Upon  h rm.  Here  lie  was  *ii 
«^a?rr  4)^  •Wives' iu  sep-  Weimlmv  oihtj  here  lie  stun!  t»nnV  other 

aruJe  homes  eitlii-r  sum  by  side  or  ui  dif-  day  and  uighh  Qo  alternate  days  rind 
Mreni  parU  of  the  cHy.  in  any  case  each  nights  he  Was  the  guest  of  one  or  another 
ino  her  own  fcUclomr  garden,  etc.  I have  of  bis  Wives  jti  regular  rofainvu,  devoting 
hi  mind  fit wealthy  digorbirv  of  the.  Church  the  one  day  tin  Tito  ease  iWlniyinl  v' 
whom  you  might  vastly  have  mistaken  for  which  was  fur*  dihgetuly  io  hrv  sminy. 
ihe  lat**  Peter  Cooptfty  and  j Of thi*  rout ine  ys?as  -urn  iit variable, 

ed  of  r^even  wives:  Each  tho^e  AVpm^h  but  for  most  part  if  ivqs  regn  htrly  fob 
has  $ap*6  jfarmiro?  ,u>d  garder*  ground  of  lowed. 

her  own,  and  ifii  are  great  lv  devoted  to  i n inspect  bo  the.  genera  1 ntbr&$£  of  the 
rearing  bens:  With  flu?  help  of  their  it  may I#  6Ui<I  that  ihby 

gmwn  ehihimt  they  ouch  raise  a large  sfinpiy  those  of  any  obi'aml  wfdtovguHafi-il 
• avkuhril  of  produce-  ami  hpiifcy  If  as  a V^Vsteihi  city 

The.  htj.vlmnd  ixols  a a their  agent.  lit*  • it  differs  from  an  Eastern  town,  ».d  s.ondar 
iixi.tto  their  S‘v»rinyo f bees,  aUd  charges  ; ai/A,  it  is  merely  i»*  ••hussUication,  m>»  or- 
the?#  fur  it;  he  renders  special  aid  wle.n  » feu.  AuvUbng  like  open  vioie/e  <•  o.  ev 
called  ijpohyand  is  paid  for  it:  be  sells  j divinely  rare  •.  ladies  walk  Hm-  stre.*t-  ai 
their  crops  and  hemey  when  it  is  read \ j night  unmolested , and  burglnrv  is  almost 
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north  are  never  set  crowded  as  nip  Sun- 
days, To  be  summit  is  ilie  plet>eiaij  ele- 
ihehlhyh  itfh  goek  for  thepvpai  part:  but 
the  patrieiSfis  .liibiTh^vj^i^re  a*  a 

iirnttor  nft&ste  than  n^bleuViKae^,  for 
you  ^vijl  see  ttyem  pin  yap  g e roq v<  et  in 
the  sticl  bear  them  singing  <fe-' 

cidtwli^  house- 

hold piano  in  the  rretiui^,  Undouhfcy 
edly  there  are.  m an  y coit^  ieFiltou $ to 
' keep  the  Sabhatli  holy’' ; hut  v hat  1 
mean  to  say  jjs  iliat  the  Ci  f y of  th  $ Sai  t i ts 
is  little  better  than  its  neig-hl^t^  in  this 
[tarticirlar  ft^roiof  rtliffibu^uhseryaiiGe. 

So  far  m my  own 

ihe  mndttjou  of  Salt  I^fce  City  did  not 

tied  to  tv  us  ut  its  s im  fitter  East  ot 
regiirJkt  llilif  ^|u?cial  Wild  of 
: itli  |-f:y  - H ie«.^ ; 

$s--f<v  ^hcbjbate,  ’/‘  ■ '*'  ;"'  < ‘ 

0f  th*  arrest in  Salt 
-7#k’fe  City^  by  for  -the  larger  number 
fehmg  the;' minority.. 

< - M#V) y uftb  e<?  1 prif  s,  h owe v er , are  not 
>v‘w of  !;]><*  oily;  but  arc  ft  part  of 
the  floating  crowd  of  miserable  and  disso- 
lute men  that  infest  ’every  Western  city. 

Tlie  denfilri? of  the  enjoy 

than  they  would  if  they 
•jC^uid  :ltu:iri:  :<df  to)*  great  town  ir^  an  hour,: 


josren  v.  siOth. 


unknown.  Thievery,  ho 
moil  enough,  and  a hO‘gy 
.needed,,:'' • Ganibtlhg; ’&  - '&  ... 
sly."  In  the  matter  <d  I iquoivil v in king*, 
& great  change  bus  ivyeii^y  *i&pS%  about. 
Eor  many  years  after  ilte  foomi&tloju  of 
the  <ri  ty  Brigham  Y H - 
^1  ^*iiir3  even  as  late  as  a 

tjoxert  year.s  ago  only  two  or  three  burs 
rivet  the.|r[dnwiage  of  ten  or  fifteen  thorn 
people.  Whatever  else  they  might 
-be;i  tbfc  l^e^idetit  evidemly  intended  his 
people  yiiobld  not  income  drunkards. 
Nb$Ah^  broweries  turn  out 

g^BktnUan (hies  of  lager-beer:  every  ho- 
tel- and  n^rly  eyfery  i^tenrant  h^s  1.1* 
bar.  ii* dofcehi*  of  hqiior  Saloons  exist, 
gome  mivpaged  by  Mbrmoofc* 


is  coin 


Obser v Lin ce  of  $u n d a y used  to  be  very 
rigu!  aju'i  .s;jM*nr>  ion  ions,  and  even  now 
it  is  ffiviMre  sirirl  than  in  musi./oila-s 
west  of  t hv  Missouri;  for  ip  CaUhvrniiv 
-jfe  iil  Xe\v ; i$  makdy: 

thy  th^tiW  aiv 
orfo(»'0.  roel  pleasure  V-S'eursior*s:  of Od j. 
wr ts ihi  eheyi? ya irydr'^py^i^^ ii; drbjpr 
plug  i bfo  ,tW«s  e - 

'sus  h>r  Sit  t#  t :v  y tbi  iip^j riu^ ." 

: t Vi  yy-'  n-eye‘r: ' bh4:.'  **  uy  ’ ilruiei phy  o vt  all  >i> 
.far;  ;p; ;-ihe' yBlihth t%;v  ^ aa  c 1*41  eft . 

'.With  tire  prowih  p|  'Salt  1 aln-  C‘?;y  Wos 
■-VVorblly  ditiuouv’.  vr.  more  *oid  m-'r-  ;ip 

pnreh t;  iin'd  llixt  tjrain^  fo  ibe  h>l 
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las,  and  the  representatives  of  the  govern- 
ment in  the  judicial  and  oilier  Territorial 
offices.  This  composition,  it  will  he  seen, 
presupposes  considerable  intelligence  and 
culture,  the  effect  of  which  is  plainly  to 
be  seen  in  their  homes. 

Utah  has  always  been  pre-eminently  an 
agricultural  district.  Out  of  her  150,000 
people  probably  120,000  are  now  farming 
or  stock-raising  in  some  capacity  or  oth- 
er. When  you  look  down  the  valley  from 
the  city  your  eye  takes  in  a wide  view 
of  fields  and  orchards  and  meadow’s,  green 
with  the  most  luxuriant  growth,  and 
marked  off  by  rows  of  stately  trees  or 
patches  of  young  woodland.  All  these 
farms  are  small  holdings,  and  though  cul- 
tivated by  no  means  Scientifically,  have 

s'™  Co  gle 


more  of  land  in  the  whole  Territory.  Leav- 
ing out  the  cactus  plains  of  the  south,  the 
bleak  plateaus  east  of  the  Wahsatch,  the 
saline  deserts  on  the  western  border,  and 
the  volcanic  sands  which  run  down  from 
Idaho,  nearly  all  the  rest  of  the  Territory 
where  water  is  accessible  has  already  been 
taken  up.  It  must  be  remembered  that  all 
the  agriculture  of  Utah  is  by  artificial  irri- 
gation. Every  mountain  canon  discharges 
a stream  fed  by  the  melting  snows  of  the 
heights.  This  stream  is  dammed,  its  wa- 
ters led  along  the  *k  benches*’  beneath  the 
foot-hills  in  great  ditches,  and  thence  dis- 
tributed through  slender  conduits  to  each 
man’s  land.  The  sources  of  the  water  are 
j held  to  be  public  property  , and  many  ques- 
tions of  law  are- more 'and  more  becoming 


and  were  not  necessarily  so  self-centred  as 
the  isolation  of  the  locality  compels  them 
to  be.  It  is  a society  made  up  of  the  fam- 
ilies of  successful  merchants  and  mining 
men,  of  clergymen  and  teachers,  of  the  of- 
ficers of  the  army  stationed  at  Camp  Doug- 


long  produced  pretty  well  up  to  their  sev- 
eral capacities.  There  must,  then,  be  an 
increased  area  of  plantation  if  there  is  to  be 
a greater  supply  ; but  examination  proves 
that  it  is  probably  impossible  to  bring  un- 
der cultivation  a hundred  thousand  acres 
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involved  in  the  consideration  of  the  rights 
and  responsibilities  of  the  public  in  rela- 
tion to  its  water  supply. 

The  important  fact  in  this  connection  is 
that  the  limit  of  otherwise  arable  land  is 
not  so  soon  to  be  reached  as  that  of  irriga- 
tion. The  Mormon  leaders  recognize  this, 
and  are  continually  sending  colonies  of 
new-comers  away  into  neighboring  Terri- 
tories to  establish  themselves.  The  pres- 
ent waste  of  water  may  be  largely  saved, 
and  more  economical  methods  of  farming 
introduced,  but  Utah  can  hardly  expect  to 
do  more  than  double  her  present  agricul- 
tural population.  This  class,  however, 
will  be  able  to  produce  far  more  than 
would  be  needed  for  their  own  consump- 
tion. That  is  done  now,  and  the  export 
of  all  sorts  of  grain,  fruit,  and  produce  is 
large,  and  is  constantly  increasing. 

To  something  more  than  agriculture, 
then,  which  in  the  opinion  of  the  first  set- 
tlers was  their  stronghold,  must  Utah  and 
her  metropolis  look  for  future  growth. 
The  Mormon  leaders,  and  particularly 
Brigham  Young,  always  opposed  any  at- 
tempt at  a development  of  the  mineral  re- 
sources of  the  Territory,  though  it  is  said 
that  he  informed  himself  as  thoroughly  as 
he  could  upon  their  character  and  value. 
He  forbade  all  mining  to  his  devotees, 
and  would  have  closed  the  mountains  to 
Gentile  prospectors  if  he  had  been  able. 
So  far  as  a desire  existed  to  avoid  the  evils 
of  a placer-working  excitement,  drawing 
hither  a horde  of  ruffianly  gold-seekers, 
this  course  was  commendable.  But  as 
years  went  on  it  was  seen  by  the  shrewd- 
er heads  among  the  Mormons  themselves 
that  this  abstinence  from  mining  was 
harmful.  There  was  no  cash  in  the  Ter- 
ritory, and  none  to  be  got.  If  a surplus 
of  grain  was  raised,  or  more  of  any  sort 
of  goods  manufactured  than  could  be  used 
at  home,  there  was  no  sale  for  it,  since  at 
that  time  the  market  was  so  far  away, 
and  transportation  was  so  deficient  and  ex- 
pensive, that  no  profits  could  possibly  be 
made.  Business  was  almost  wholly  by 
barter,  and  payments  for  everything  had 
to  be  by  exchange.  A man  who  took  his 
family  to  the  theatre  wheeled  his  admis- 
sion fee  with  him  in  the  shape  of  a bar- 
rel or  two  of  potatoes,  and  a young  man 
would  go  to  a dance  with  his  girl  on  one 
arm,  and  a bunch  of  turnips  on  the  other 
with  which  to  buy  his  ticket.  The  Gen- 
tiles soon  began  to  bring  in  coin,  but  the 
relief  was  gradual  and  inadequate. 


Finally,  about  fifteen  years  ago,  it  was 
publicly  argued  by  some  bold  minds,  in 
the  face  of  the  Church,  and  to  their  own 
discomfort,  that  the  only  things  Utah  had 
which  she  could  send  out  against  compe- 
tition were  gold  and  silver.  When  from 
preaching  they  began  to  practice,  and 
such  men  as  the  Walker  brothers  encour- 
aged outside  capital  to  join  them  in  devel- 
oping silver  ledges  in  the  Wahsatch,  then 
Salt  Lake  City  began  to  rouse  herself.  Po- 
tatoes and  carrots  and  adobes  disappeared 
as  currency,  and  coin  and  greenbacks  en- 
livened trade,  which  conformed  more  and 
more  to  the  ordinary  methods  of  Ameri- 
can commerce. 

One  perfectly  legitimate  means  taken 
for  monopoly  of  trade  was  the  establish- 
ment, twenty-five  years  ago,  of  Zion’s  Co- 
operative Mercantile  Institution.  In  the 
early  days  it  was  exceedingly  difficult  for 
country  shop-keepers  to  maintain  supplies, 
when  everything  had  to  be  hauled  by 
teams  from  the  Missouri  River,  and  ex- 
tortionate prices  would  be  demanded  for 
staples  when,  as  frequently  happened, 
some  petty  dealer  would  get  a “corner” 
in  them.  The  design  of  this  establish- 
ment was  to  furnish  goods  of  every  sort 
known  to  merchants  out  of  one  central 
depot  in  Salt  Lake  City,  under  control  of 
the  Church,  and  partly  owned  by  it.  This 
was  a joint-stock  “co-operative”  affair, 
however,  and  the  capital  was  nearly  a 
million  dollars.  The  people  were  com- 
manded from  the  pulpit  to  trade  there, 
but  they  would  have  done  so  anyhow,  for 
the  “co-op,”  as  it  is  called,  was  able  to 
reduce  and  equalize  prices  very  greatly. 
Branches  were  established  in  Ogden,  Lo- 
gan, and  Soda  Springs,  and  a warehouse 
built  in  Provo.  These  and  other  addi- 
tions were  rapid.  The  central  sales  rooms 
in  this  city  now  occupy  a four-story  brick 
building  three  hundred  and  eighteen  feet 
long  by  ninety-seven  feet  wide,  where  ev- 
ery species  of  merchandise  is  to  be  found. 

In  other  quarters  are  a drug  store,  a shoe 
factory  (supplied  by  its  own  tanneries, 
and  running  one  hundred  and  twenty-five 
machines  propelled  by  steam),  and  a man- 
ufactory for  canvas  “overall”  clothing. 
Altogether  about  two  hundred  and  fifty 
persons  are  employed,  working  at  rea- 
sonable houi*s  and  reasonable  pay.  The 
stock,  which  originally  was  widely  scat- 
tered in  small  lots,  has  been  concentrated 
for  the  most  part  in  the  hands  of  a few 
astute  men,  who  are  credited  with  large 
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JUDITH  SHAKESPEARE: 

HER  LOVE  AFFAIRS  AND  OTHER  ADVENTURES. 


CHAPTER  XXII. 

PORTENTS. 

IT  was  somewhat  hard  on  little  Bess  Hall 
that  her  aunt  Judith  was  determined 
she  should  grow  up  as  fearless  as  she  her- 
self was,  and  had,  indeed,  charged  herself 
with  this  branch  of  her  niece's  education. 
The  child,  it  is  true,  was  not  more  timid 
than  others  of  her  age,  and  could  face 
with  fair  equanimity  beggars,  school-boys, 
cows,  geese,  and  other  dangerous  crea- 
tures ; while  as  for  ghosts,  goblins,  and 
similar  nocturnal  terrors,  Judith  had  set- 
tled all  that  side  of  the  question  by  in- 
forming the  maids  of  both  families,  in  the 
plainest  language,  that  any  one  of  them 
found  even  mentioning  such  things  to 
this  niece  of  hers  would  be  instantaneous- 
ly and  without  ceremony  shot  forth  from 
the  house.  But  beyond  and  above  all 
this  Judith  expected  too  much,  and  would 
flout  and  scold  when  Bess  Hall  declined  to 
perform  the  impossible,  and  would  threat- 
en to  go  away  and  get  a small  boy  out  of 
the  school  to  become  her  playmate  in  fu- 
ture. At  this  moment,  for  example,  she 
was  standing  at  the  foot  of  the  staircase 
in  Dr.  Hall's  house.  She  had  come  round 
to  carry  off  her  niece  for  the  day,  and  she 
had  dressed  her  up  like  a small  queen,  and 
now  she  would  have  her  descend  the  wide 
and  handsome  staircase  in  noble  state  and 
unaided.  Bess  Hall,  who  had  no  ambi- 
tion to  play  the  part  of  a queen,  but  had, 
on  the  other  hand,  a wholesome  and  in- 
stinctive fear  of  breaking  her  neck,  now 
stood  on  the  landing,  helpless  amid  all 
her  finery,  and  looking  down  at  her  aunt 
in  a beseeching  sort  of  way. 

“I  shall  tumbie  down,  Aunt  Judith;  I 
know  I shall,”  said  she,  and  budge  she 
would  not. 

“Tumble  down,  little  stupid!  Why, 
what  should  make  you  tumble  down  ? Are 
you  going  forever  to  be  a baby  ? Any 
baby  can  crawl  down-stairs  by  holding  on 
to  the  balusters.” 

“I  know  I shall  tumbie  down,  Aunt 
Judith — and  then  I shall  cry.” 

But  even  this  threat  was  of  no  avail. 
“Come  along,  little  goose;  ?tis  easy 
enough  when  you  try  it.  Do  you  think 
I have  dressed  you  up  as  a grown  woman  | 
to  see  you  crawl  like  a baby  ? A fine  wo- 
man— you ! Come  along,  I say !”  ! 


But  this  lesson,  happily  for  the  half- 
frightened  pupil,  was  abruptly  brought  to 
an  end.  Judith  was  standing  with  her 
face  to  the  staircase,  and  her  back  to  the 
central  hall  and  the  outer  door,  so  that 
she  could  not  see  any  one  "entering,  and 
indeed  the  first  intimation  she  had  of  the 
approach  of  a stranger  was  a voice  behind 
her: 

“Be  gentle  with  the  child,  Judith.” 

And  then  she  knew  that  she  was  caught. 

For  some  little  time  back  she  had  very 
cleverly  managed  to  evade  the  good  par- 
son, or  at  least  to  secure  the  safety  of  com- 
pany when  she  saw  him  approach.  But 
this  time  she  was  as  helpless  as  little  Bess 
herself.  "Dr.  Hall  was  away  from  home; 
Judith's  sister  was  ill  of  a cold,  and  in 
bed ; there  was  no  one  in  the  house,  besides 
the  servants,  but  herself.  The  only  thing 
she  could  do  was  to  go  up  to  the  landing, 
swing  her  niece  on  to  her  shoulder,  and 
say  to  Master  Walter  that  they  were  go- 
ing round  to  New  Place,  for  that  Susan 
was  ill  in  bed,  and  unable  to  look  after 
the  child. 

“I  will  walk  with  you  as  far,” said  he, 
calmly,  and,  indeed,  as  if  it  were  rather  an 
act  of  condescension  on  his  part. 

She  set  out  with  no  good-will.  She  ex- 
pected that  he  would  argue,  and  she  had 
an  uncomfortable  suspicion  that  he  would 
get  the  best  of  it.  And  if  she  had  once  or 
twice  rather  wildly  thought  that  in  order 
to  get  rid  of  all  perplexities,  and  in  order 
to  please  all  the  people  around  her,  she 
would  in  the  end  allow  Master  Walter 
Blaise  to  win  her  over  into  becoming  his 
wife,  still  she  felt  that  the  time  was  not 
yet.  She  would  have  the  choosing  of  it 
for  herself.  And  why  should  she  be  driv- 
en into  a corner  prematurely?  Why  be 
made  to  confess  that  her  brain  could  not 
save  her  ? She  wanted  peace.  She  want- 
ed to  play  with  Boss  Hall,  or  to  walk 
through  the  meadows  with  Willie  Hart, 
teaching  him  what  to  think  of  England. 

She  did  not  want  to  be  confronted  with 
clear,  cold  eyes,  and  arguments  like  steel, 
and  the  awful  prospect  of  having  to  labor 
in  the  vineyard  through  the  long,  long, 
gray,  and  distant  years.  She  grew  to  think 
it  was  scarcely  fair  of  her  father  to  hand 
her  over.  lie  at  least  might  have  been 
on  her  side.  But  lie  seemed  as  willing  as 
any  that  she  should  go  away  among  the 
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saints,  and  forsake  forever  (as  it  seemed  to 
her)  the  beautiful,  free,  and  clear-colored 
life  that  she  had  been  well  content  to  live. 

And  then,  all  of  a sudden,  it  flashed  upon 
her  mind  that  she  was  a player’s  daughter, 
and  a kind  of  flame  went  to  her  face. 

“I  pray  you,  good  Master  Blaise,”  said 
she,  with  a lofty  and  gracious  courtesy, 
“ bethink  you,  ere  you  give  us  your  com- 
pany through  the  town.” 

“What  mean  you,  Judith  ?”  said  he,  in 
some  amazement. 

“Do  you  forget,  then,  that  I am  the 
daughter  of  a player  ? — and  this  his  grand- 
daughter ?”  said  she. 

“ In  truth,  I know  not  what  you  mean, 
Judith,”  he  exclaimed. 

“Why,”  said  she,  “may  not  the  good 
people  who  are  the  saints  of  the  earth 
wonder  to  see  you  consort  with  such  as 
we  ?— or,  rather,  with  one  such  as  I,  who 
am  impenitent,  and  take  no  shame  that 
my  father  is  a player — nay,  God’s  my 
witness,  I am  wicked  enough  to  be  proud 
of  it,  and  I care  not  who  knows  it,  and 
they  that  hope  to  have  me  change  my 
thoughts  on  that  matter  will  have  no  lack 
of  waiting.” 

Well,  it  was  a fair  challenge;  and  he 
answered  it  frankly,  and  with  such  a rea- 
sonableness and  charity  of  speech  that, 
despite  herself,  she  could  not  but  admit 
that  she  was  pleased,  and  also,  perhaps, 
just  a little  bit  grateful.  He  would  not 
set  up  to  be  any  man’s  judge,  he  said; 
nor  was  he  a Pharisee;  the  Master  that 
he  served  was  no  respecter  of  persons — 
He  had  welcomed  all  when  He  was  upon 
the  earth — and  it  behooved  His  followers 
to  beware  of  pride  and  the  setting  up  of 
distinctions ; if  there  was  any  house  in 
the  town  that  earned  the  respect  of  all,  it 
was  New  Place;  he  could  only  speak  of 
her  father  as  he  found  him,  here,  in  his 
own  family,  among  his  own  friends — and 
what  that  was  all  men  knew ; and  so 
forth.  He  spoke  well,  and  modestly;  and 
Judith  was  so  pleased  to  hear  what  he 
said  of  her  father  that  she  forgot  to  ask 
whether  all  this  was  quite  consistent  with 
his  usual  denunciations  of  plays  and 
players,  his  dire  prophecy  as  to  the  fate 
of  those  who  were  not  of  the  saints,  and 
his  sharp  dividing  and  shutting  off  of 
these.  He  did  not  persecute  her  at  all. 
There  was  no  argument.  What  he  was 
mostly  anxious  about  was  that  she  should 
not  tire  herself  with  carrying  Bess  Hail 
on  her  shoulder. 
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“Nay,  good  sir,”  said  she,  quite  plea- 
santly, “ ’tis  a trick  my  father  taught  me; 
and  the  child  is  but  a feather-weight.” 

He  looked  at  her — so  handsome  and 
buxom,  and  full  of  life  and  courage;  her 
eyes  lustrous,  the  rose-leaf  tint  of  health 
in  her  cheeks ; and  always  at  the  comer 
of  her  mouth  what  could  only  bo  called 
a disposition  to  smile,  as  if  the  world  suit- 
ed her  fairly  well,  and  that  she  was  ready 
at  any  moment  to  laugh  her  thanks. 

4 4 There  be  many,  J udith,  ” said  he, 4 4 who 
might  envy  you  your  health  and  good 
spirits.” 

“When  I lose  them,  ’twill  be  time 
enough  to  lament  them,”  said  she,  com- 
placently. 

“ The  hour  that  is  passing  seems  all  in 
all  to  you ; and  who  can  wonder  at  it  ?” 
he  continued.  “ Pray  Heaven  your  care- 
lessness of  the  morrow  have  reason  in  it! 
But  all  are  not  so  minded.  There  be 
strange  tidings  in  the  land.” 

“ Indeed,  sir;  and  to  what  end?”  said 
she. 

“I  know  not  whether  these  rumors 
have  reached  your  house,”  he  said,  “but 
never  at  any  time  I have  read  of  have 
men’s  minds  been  so  disturbed— with  a 
restlessness  and  apprehension  of  some- 
thing being  about  to  happen.  And  what 
marvel!  The  strange  things  that  have 
been  seen  and  heard  of  throughout  the 
world  of  late — meteors,  and  earthquakes, 
and  visions  of  armies  fighting  in  the 
heavens.  Even  so  was  Armageddon  to 
be  foreshadowed.  Nay,  I will  be  honest 
with  you,  Judith,  and  say  that  it  is  not 
clear  to  my  own  mind  that  the  great  day 
of  the  Lord  is  at  hand ; but  many  think 
so;  and  one  man’s  reading  of  the  Book 
of  Revelation  is  but  a small  matter  to  set 
against  so  wide  a belief.  Heard  you  not 
of  the  vision  that  came  to  the  young  girl 
at  Chipping  Camden  last  Monday  ?” 

“ Indeed,  no,  good  sir.” 

“ I marvel  that  Prudence  has  not  heard 
of  it,  for  all  men  are  speaking  of  it.  ’Twas 
in  this  way,  as  I hear.  The  maiden  is  one 
of  rare  piety  and  grace,  given  to  fasting, 
and  nightly  vigils,  and  searching  of  the 
heart.  ’Twas  on  the  night  of  Sunday  last 
—or  perchance  toward  Monday  morning 
— that  she  was  awakened  out  of  her  sleep 
by  finding  her  room  full  of  light ; and 
looking  out  of  the  .window  she  beheld  in 
the  darkness  a figure  of  resplendent  radi- 
ance— shining  like  the  sun,  as  she  said, 
only  clear  white,  and  shedding  rays 
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around ; and  the  figure  approached  the 
window,  and  regarded  her ; and  she 
dropped  on  her  knees  in  wonder  and  fear, 
and  bowed  her  head  and  worshipped. 
And  as  she  did  so,  she  heard  a voice  say 
to  her:  4 Watch  and  pray:  Behold,  I come 
quickly.’  And  she  durst  not  raise  her 
head,  as  she  says,  being  overcome  with 
fear  and  joy.  But  the  light  sloyvly  faded 
from  the  room ; and  when  at  last  she  rose 
she  saw  something  afar  off  in  the  sky, 
that  was  now  grown  dark  again.  And 
ever  since  she  has  been  trembling  with 
the  excitement  of  it,  and  will  take  no 
food ; but  from  time  to  time  she  cries  in 
a loud  voice,  4 Lord  Jesus,  come  quickly  I 
Lord  Jesus,  come  quickly!’  Many  have 
gone  to  see  her,  as  I hear,  and  from  all 
parts  of  the  country ; but  she  heeds  them 
not;  she  is  intent  with  her  prayers;  and 
her  eyes,  the  people  say,  look  as  if  they 
had  been  dazzled  with  a great  light,  and 
are  dazed  and  strange.  Nay,  ’tis  but  one 
of  many  things  that  are  murmured  abroad 
at  present;  for  there  have  been  signs  in 
the  heavens  seen  in  sundry  places,  and 
visions,  and  men’s  minds  grow  anxious.” 

44  And  what  think  you  yourself,  good 
sir  ? You  are  one  that  should  know.” 

44 1?”  said  he.  “Nay,  I am  far  too 
humble  a worker  to  take  upon  myself  the 
saying  ay  or  no  at  such  a time;  I can 
but  watch  and  pray  and  wait.  But  is  it 
not  strange  to  think  that  we  here  at  this 
moment,  walking  along  this  street  in 
Stratford,  might  within  some  measurable 
space — say,  a year,  or  half  a dozen  years 
or  so — that  we  might  be  walking  by  the 
pure  river  of  water  that  John  saw  flowing 
from  the  throne  of  God  and  of  the  Lamb  ? 
Do  you  not  remember  how  the  early  Chris- 
tians, with  such  a possibility  before  their 
eyes,  drew  nearer  to  each  other,  as  it  were, 
and  rejoiced  together,  parting  with  all 
their  possessions,  and  living  in  common, 
so  that  the  poorest  were  even  as  the  rich  ? 
’Twas  no  terror  that  overtook  them,  but 
a happiness;  and  they  drew  themselves 
apart  from  the  world,  and  lived  in  their 
own  community,  praying  with  each  oth- 
er, and  aiding  each  other.  4 All  that  be- 
lieved,’ the  Bible  tells  us,  ‘were  in  one 
place,  and  had  all  things  common.  And* 
they  sold  their  possessions  and  goods,  and 
parted  them  to  all  men,  as  every  one  had 
need.  And  they  continued  daily  in  the 
Temple,  and,  breaking  bread  at  home,  did 
eat  their  meat  together  with  gladness  and 
singleness  of  heart,  praising  God,  and  had 


favor  with  all  the  people;  and  the  Lord 
added  to  the  Church  from  day  to  day 
such  as  should  be  saved.’  Such  a state  of 
spiritual  brotherhood  and  exaltation  may 
come  among  us  once  more;  methinks  I 
see  the  symptoms  of  its  approach  even 
now.  Blessed  are  they  who  will  be  in 
that  communion  with  a pure  soul  and  a 
humble  mind,  for  the  Lord  will  be  with 
them  as  their  guide,  though  the  waters 
should  arise  and  overflow,  or  fire  consume 
the  earth.” 

“Yes,  but,  good  sir,”  said  she,  “when 
the  early  Christians  you  speak  of  thought 
the  world  was  near  to  an  end  they  were 
mistaken.  And  these,  now,  of  our  day — ” 

44  Whatever  is  prophesied  must  come  to 
pass,”  said  he, 44  or  soon  or  late,  though  it 
is  possible  for  our  poor  human  judgment 
to  err  as  to  the  time.  But  surely  we 
ought  to  be  prepared ; and  what  prepara- 
tion, think  you,  is  sufficient  for  so  great 
and  awful  a change  1 Joy  there  may  be 
in  the  trivial  things  of  this  world— in  the 
vanities  of  the  hour,  that  pass  away  and 
are  forgotten ; but  what  are  these  things 
to  those  whose  heart  is  set  on  the  New  Je- 
rusalem— the  shining  city  ? The  voice 
that  John  heard  proclaimed  no  lie:  ’twas 
the  voice  of  the  Lord  of  heaven  and  earth 
— a promise  to  them  that  wait  and  watch 
for  his  coming.  ‘And  God  shall  wipe 
away  all  tears  from  their  eyes;  and  there 
shall  be  no  more  death,  neither  sorrow, 
neither  crying,  neither  shall  there  be  any 
more  pain,  for  the  first  tilings  are  passed. 
....  And  there  shall  be  no  more  curse ; 
but  the  throne  of  God  and  of  the  Lamb 
shall  be  in  it,  and  His  servants  shall  serve 
Him.  And  they  shall  see  His  face,  and 
His  name  shall  be  in  their  foreheads.  And 
there  shall  be  no  night  there ; and  they 
need  no  candle,  neither  light  of  the  sun, 
for  the  Lord  God  givetli  them  light,  and 
they  shall  reign  for  evermore.’  ” 

She  sighed. 

“’Tis  too  wonderful  a thing  for  poor 
sinful  creatures  to  expect,”  she  said. 

But  by  this  time  they  were  at  the  house, 
and  he  could  not  say  anything  further  to 
her;  indeed,  when  he  proposed  that  she 
should  come  into  the  sitting-room,  and 
that  he  would  read  to  her  a description  of 
the  glories  of  the  New  Jerusalem,  out  of 
the  Book  of  Revelation,  she  excused  her- 
self by  saying  that  she  must  carry  Bess 
Hall  to  see  her  father.  So  he  went  in  and 
sat  down,  waiting  for  Judith’s  mother  to 
be  sent  for;  while  aunt  and  niece  went 
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out  and  through  the  back  yard  to  the  gar- 
den. 

“Bees,”  said  Judith,  on  the  way, 
44  heardst  thou  aught  of  a white  figure  ?” 

“No,  Judith,”  said  the  child,  who  had 
been  engaged  all  the  way  in  examining 
the  prettinesses  of  her  aunt’s  velvet  cap, 
and  ruff,  and  what  not. 

“ That  is  well,”  said  she. 

When  she  got  into  the  garden,  she  could 
see  that  goodman  Matthew  eyed  their  ap- 
proach with  little  favor — for  Bess  Hall, 
when  her  grandfather  had  charge  of  her, 
was  allowed  to  tear  flowers,  and  walk  over 
beds,  or  do  anything  she  choose ; but  Judith 
did  not  mind  that  much.  On  the  other 
hand,  she  would  not  go  deliberately  and 
disturb  her  father.  She  would  give  him 
his  choice — to  come  forth  or  not  as  he 
pleased.  And  so,  quite  noiselessly,  and  at 
a little  distance  off,  she  passed  the  sum- 
mer-house. There  was  no  sign.  Accord- 
ingly, she  went  on  idly  to  the  further  end 
of  the  garden,  and  would  doubtless  have 
remained  there  (rather  than  return  with- 
in-doors)  amusing  the  child  somehow,  but 
that  the  next  minute  her  father  appeared. 

“Come  hither,  Bessl  Come  hither, 
wench  I”  he  called. 

Nay,  he  came  to  meet  them ; and  as  he 
lifted  the  child  down  from  Judith’s  shoul- 
der, something — perhaps  it  was  the  touch 
of  the  sunlight  on  the  soft  brown  of  her 
short  curls — seemed  to  attract  his  notice. 

“Why,  wench,”  said  he  to  Judith,  “me- 
thinks  your  hair  grows  prettier  every  day. 
And  yet  you  keep  it  overshort — yes,  ’tis 
overshort — would  you  have  them  think 
you  a boy  ?” 

“ I would  I were  a man,”  said  she,  glan- 
cing at  him  rather  timidly. 

“ How,  then  ? What,  now  ?” 

“For  then,”  said  she,  “might  I help 
ybu  in  your  work,  so  please  you,  sir.” 

He  laughed,  and  said : 

44  My  work  f What  know  you  of  that, 
wench  ?” 

The  blood  rushed  to  her  face. 

41  Nay,  sir,  I but  meant  the  work  of  the 
fields— in  going  about  with  the  bailiff  and 
the  like.  The  maids  say  you  were  abroad 
at  five  this  morning.” 

“Well,  is’t  not  the  pleasantest  time  of 
the  day  in  this  hot  weather  ?”  he  said — 
and  he  seemed  amused  by  her  interfer- 
ence. 

“But  why  should  you  give  yourself  so 
many  cares,  good  father  f”  she  made  bold 
to  say  (for  she  had  been  meditating  the 


saying  of  it  for  many  a day  back).  “ You 
that  have  great  fame,  and  land,  and  wealth. 

We  would  fain  see  you  rest  a little  more, 
father;  and  ’tis  all  the  harder  to  us  that 
we  can  give  you  no  help,  being  but  women- 
folk.” 

There  was  something  in  the  tone  of  her 
voice— or  perhaps  in  her  eyes — that  con- 
veyed more  than  her  words.  He  put  his 
hand  on  her  head. 

“You  are  a good  lass,”  said  he.  44  And 
listen.  You  can  do  something  for  me 
that  is  of  far  more  value  to  me  than  any 
help  in  any  kind  of  work : nay,  I tell  thee 
’tis  of  greater  value  to  me  than  all  of  my 
work;  and  ’tis  this:  keep  you  a merry 
heart,  wench — let  me  see  your  face  right 
merry  and  cheerful  as  you  go  about — that 
is  what  you  can  do  for  me;  I would  have 
you  ever  as  you  are  now,  as  bright  and 
glad  as  a summer  day.” 

“’Tis  an  easy  task,  sir,  so  long  as  you 
are  content  to  be  pleased  with  me,”  she 
managed  to  answer;  and  then  little  Bess 
Hall— who  could  not  understand  why  she 
should  have  been  so  long  left  unnoticed — 
began  to  scramble  up  his  knees,  and  was 
at  last  transferred  to  his  arms. 

Judith’s  heart  was  beating  somewhat 
quickly— with  a kind  of  pride  and  glad- 
ness that  was  very  near  bringing  tears  to 
her  eyes;  but,  of  course,  that  was  out  of 
the  question,  seeing  that  he  had  enjoined 
her  to  be  cheerful.  And  so  she  forced 
herself  to  say,  with  an  odd  kind  of  smile, 

44 1 pray  you,  sir,  may  I remain  with 
you  for  a space — if  Bess  and  I trouble  you 
not  ?” 

4 4 Surely, ” said  he,  regarding  her ; 4 4 but 
what  is  it,  then  ?” 

“Why,”  said  she,  pulling  herself  to- 
gether, 4 4 good  Master  Blaise  is  within- 
doors, and  his  last  belief  is  enough  to 
frighten  a poor  maiden — let  alone  this 
small  child.  He  says  the  world  is  nigh 
unto  its  end.” 

44  Nay,  I have  heard  of  some  such  talk  be- 
ing abroad,”  said  he,  “among  the  country 
folk.  But  why  should  that  frighten  thee  ? 
Even  were  it  true,  we  can  make  it  nor  bet- 
ter nor  worse.” 

“Only  this,  father,”  said  she,  and  she 
looked  at  him  with  the  large,  clear-shin- 
ing gray  eyes  no  longer  near  to  tears,  but 
rather  suggesting  some  dark  mystery  of 
humor,  “that  if  the  end  of  the  world  be 
so  nigh  at  hand,  ’twould  be  an  idle  thing 
for  the  good  parson  to  think  of  taking  him 
a wife.” 
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“I  ask  for  no  secrets,  wench,” her  fa- 
ther said,  as  he  sat  little  Bess  Hall  on  the 
branch  of  an  apple-tree. 

“Nay,  sir,  he  but  said  that  as  many 
were  of  opinion  that  something  dreadful 
was  about  to  happen,  we  should  all  of  us 
draw  nearer  together.  That  is  well,  and 
to  be  understanded ; but  if  the  world  be 
about  to  end  for  all  of  us,  surely  ’twere  a 
strange  thing  that  any  of  us  should  think 
of  taking  husband  or  wife.” 

‘ ‘ I’ll  meddle  not,  ” her  father  said.  4 4 Go 
thine  own  ways.  I have  heard  thou  hast 
led  more  than  one  honest  lad  in  Stratford 
a madcap  dance.  Take  heed ; take  heed — 
as  thy  grandmother  saith— lest  thou  out- 
wear their  patience.” 

And  then  something — she  could  scarce 
tell  what — came  into  her  head:  some  wild 
wish  that  he  would  remain  always  there 
at  Stratford : would  she  not  right  willing- 
ly discard  all  further  thoughts  of  lovers 
or  sweethearts  if  only  he  would  speak  to 
her  sometimes  as  he  had  just  been  speak- 
ing; and  approve  of  her  hair;  and  per- 
chance let  her  become  somewhat  more  of 
a companion  to  him  ? But  she  durst  not 
venture  to  say  so  much.  She  only  said, 
very  modestly  and  timidly, 

“ I am  content  to  be  as  I am,  sir,  if  you 
are  content  that  I should  bide  with  you.” 

“Content?”  said  he,  with  a laugh  that 
had  no  unkindness  in  it.  “Content  that 
thou  shouldst  bide  with  us  ? Keep  that 
pretty  face  of  thine  merry  and  glad,  good 
lass— and  have  no  fear.” 


CHAPTER  XXIII. 

A LETTER. 

When  she  should  get  back  from  Master 
Leofric  Hope  the  last  portion  of  the  yet 
unnamed  play,  there  remained  (as  she 
considered)  but  one  thing  more — to  show 
him  the  letter  written  by  the  King  to  her 
father,  so  that  when  the  skies  should 
clear  over  the  young  gentleman’s  head, 
and  he  be  permitted  to  return  among  his 
friends  and  acquaintances,  he  might  have 
something  else  occasionally  to  talk  of  than 
Ben  Jonson  and  his  masques  and  his  fa- 
vor at  court.  Nor  had  she  any  difficul- 
ty in  procuring  the  letter;  for  Prudence 
was  distinctly  of  opinion  that  by  right  it 
belonged  to  Judith,  who  had  coveted  it 
from  the  beginning.  However,  Judith 
only  now  wanted  the  loan  of  it  for  a day 


or  two,  until,  in  her  wanderings,  she  might 
encounter  Master  Hope. 

That  opportunity  soon  arrived;  for 
whether  it  was  that  the  young  gentleman 
kept  a sharp  lookout  for  her,  or  whether 
she  was  able  to  make  a shrewd  guess  as  to 
his  probable  whereabouts  at  certain  hours 
of  the  day,  she  had  scarcely  ever  failed  to 
meet  him  when  she  went  over  to  Sliottery 
for  the  successive  installments  of  the  play 
that  he  had  left  for  her  there.  On  this 
occasion  she  had  found  the  last  of  these 
awaiting  her  at  the  cottage ; and  when  she 
had  put  it  into  her  velvet  satchel,  and 
bade  good-by  to  her  grandmother,  she  set 
out  for  home  with  a pretty  clear  fore- 
knowledge that  sooner  or  later  the  young 
gentleman  would  appear.  Was  it  not  his 
duty  ? — to  say  what  he  thought  of  all  this 
romance  that  he  had  been  allowed  to  see; 
and  to  thank  her;  and  say  farewell  ? For 
she  had  a vague  impression  that  she  had 
done  as  much  as  could  reasonably  be  ex- 
pected of  her  in  the  way  of  cheering  the 
solitude  of  one  in  misfortune : and  she  bad 
gathered,  moreover,  that  he  was  likely 
soon  to  leave  the  neighborhood.  But  she 
would  not  have  him  go  without  seeing 
the  King's  letter. 

Well,  when  he  stepped  forth  from  be- 
hind some  trees,  she  was  not  surprised; 
and  even  the  Don  had  grown  accustomed 
to  these  sudden  appearances. 

“Give  ye  good-day,  sweet  lady,”  said 
he. 

4 4 And  to  you,  sir,”  she  said.  4 4 1 thank 
you  for  your  care  in  leaving  me  these 
pages;  I would  not  have  had  any  harm 
come  to  them,  even  though  my  father  will 
in  time  throw  them  away.” 

“And  my  thanks  to  you,  sweet  Mistress 
Judith,”  said  he — “how  can  I express 
them?” — and  therewith  he  entered  upon 
such  a eulogy  of  the  story  he  had  just 
been  reading  as  she  was  not  likely  to  hear 
from  any  Stratford  - born  acquaintance. 
Indeed,  he  spoke  well,  and  with  obvious 
sincerity;  and  although  she  had  intended 
to  receive  these  praises  with  indifference 
(as  though  the  play  were  but  a trifle  that 
her  father  had  thrown  off  easily  amid  the 
pressure  of  other  labors),  she  did  not  quite 
succeed.  There  was  a kind  of  triumph  in 
her  eyes;  her  face  was  glad  and  proud; 
when  he  quoted  a bit  of  one  of  Ariel's 
songs,  she  laughed  lightly. 

“He  is  a clever  musician,  that  merry 
imp,  is  he  not  ?”  said  she. 

44 1 would  I had  such  a magic-working 
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spirit  to  serve  me,”  said  he,  looking  at  her. 
“ One  could  shape  one’s  own  course  then. 
‘Under  the  blossom  that  hangs  on  the 
bough,’  would  be  my  motto;  there  would 
be  no  going  back  to  London  or  any  other 
town.  And  what  think  you:  might  he 
not  find  out  for  me  some  sweet  Miranda  ? 
— not  that  I am  worthy  of  such  a prize,  or 
could  do  aught  to  deserve  her,  except  in 
my  duty  and  humble  service  to  her.  The 
Miranda,  I think,  could  be  found,”  he 
said,  glancing  timidly  at  her;  “nay,  I 
swear  I know  myself  where  to  find  just 
such  a beautiful  and  gentle  maiden ; but 
where  is  the  Ariel  that  would  charm  her 
heart  and  incline  her  to  pity  and  kind- 
ness?” 

“Here,  sir,”  said  she,  quickly,  “is  the 
letter  I said  I would  bring  you,  that  the 
King  wrote  to  my  father.” 

He  did  not  look  at  the  blue  velvet  satch- 
el ; he  looked  at  her— perhaps  to  see  wheth- 
er he  had  gone  too  far.  But  she  did  not 
show  any  signs  of  confusion  or  resent- 
ment ; at  all  events  she  pretended  not  to 
be  conscious;  and,  for  one  thing,  her  eyes 
were  lowered,  for  the  satchel  seemed  for  a 
second  or  so  difficult  to  open.  Then  she 
brought  forth  the  letter. 

“Perchance  you  can  tell  me  the  Eng- 
lish of  it,  good  sir  ?”  said  she.  “ ’Tis  some 
time  since  Master  Blaise  read  it  for  us, 
and  I would  hear  it  again.” 

“Nay,  I fear  my  Latin  will  scarce  go  so 
far,”  said  he — “ ’tis  but  little  practice  in  it 
I have  had  since  my  school-days;  but  I 
will  try  to  make  out  the  sense  of  it.” 

She  carefully  opened  the  large  folded 
sheet  of  paper,  and  handed  it  to  him. 
This  was  what  he  found  before  him : 

“ Jacobus  D.  G.  Rex  Anglorum  et  Sco- 
torum  poetae  nostro  fldeli  et  bene  dilecto 
Gulielmo  Shakespeare,  S.  P.  D. 

“ Cum  nuper  apud  Londinium  commo- 
rati  comcediam  tuam  nobis  inductam  spec- 
tassemus,  de  manu  viri  probi  Eugenii  Col- 
lins fabulae  libro  accepto,  operam  dedimus 
ut  cam  diligenter  perlegereraus.  Subti- 
lissima  ilia  quidem,  multisque  ingenii  lu- 
minibus  et  artis,  multis  etiam  animi  oblec- 
tamentis,  excogitata,  nimis  tamen  accom- 
modata  ad  cacchinationem  movendam 
vulgi  imperiti,  politioris  humanitatis  ex- 
perts. Quod  vero  ad  opera  tua  futura 
attinet,  amicissime  te  admonemus  ut  multa 
commentatione  et  meditatione  exemplaria 
verses  antistitum  illorum  artis  comoedic®, 


Menandri  scilicet  Atheniensis  et  Plauti  et 
Terentii  Romani,  qui  minus  vulgi  plausum 
captabant  quam  vitiis  tanquam  flagellis 
castigandis  studebant.  Qui  optimi  erant 
arte  et  summa  honestate  et  utilitate,  qua- 
lem  te  etiam  esse  volumus;  virtutum  arti- 
um  et  exercitationum  doctores,  atque  illus- 
trium  illorum  a Deo  ad  populum  regen- 
dum  praepositorum  adminicula.  Quibus 
fac  ne  te  minorein  prsestes ; neque  tibi  nec 
familiaribus  tuis  unquam  deerimus  quin, 
quum  fiat  occasio,  munere  regal i funga- 
mur.  Te  interea  Deus  opt.  max.  feliciter 
sospitet. 

“Datum  ex  regia  nostra  apud  Green- 
wich X.  Kal.  Jun.” 

He  began  his  translation  easily: 

“ ‘ To  our  trusty  and  well-beloved  poet, 
William  Shakespeare:  Health  and  greet- 
ing.’” But  then  he  began  to  stammer. 
“‘When  formerly — when  recently — tar- 
rying in  London— thy  comedy — thy  com- 
edy’— nay,  fair  Mistress  Judith,  I beseech 
your  pardon ; I am  grown  more  rusty  than 
I thought,  and  would  not  destroy  your 
patience.  Perchance,  now,  you  would  ex- 
tend your  favor  once  more,  and  let  me 
have  the  letter  home  with  me,  so  that  I 
might  spell  it  out  in  school-boy  fashion  ?” 

• She  hesitated ; but  only  for  a second. 

“ Nay,  good  sir,  I dare  not.  These  sheets 
of  the  play  were  thrown  aside,  and  so  far 
of  little  account;  but  this — if  aught  were 
to  come  amiss  to  this  letter,  how  should  I 
regard  myself  ? If  my  father  value  it  but 
slightly,  there  be  others  who  think  more 
of  it;  and — and  they  have  intrusted  it  to 
me ; I would  not  have  it  go  out  of  my  own 
keeping,  so  please  you,  and  pardon  me.” 

It  was  clear  that  she  did  not  like  to  re- 
fuse this  favor  to  so  courteous  and  grate- 
ful a young  gentleman.  However,  her  face 
instantly  brightened. 

“But  I am  in  no  hurry,  good  sir,” said 
she.  “ Why  should  you  not  sit  you  on  the 
stile  there,  and  take  time  to  master  the  let- 
ter, while  I gather  some  wild  flowers  for 
my  father?  In  truth,  I am  in  no  hurry; 
and  I would  fain  have  you  know  what  the 
King  wrote.” 

“ I would  I were  a school-boy  again  for 
five  minutes,” said  he,  with  a laugh;  but 
he  went  obediently  to  the  stile,  and  sat 
down,  and  proceeded  to  pore  over  the  con- 
tents of  the  letter. 

And  then  she  wandered  off  by  herself 
(so  as  to  leave  him  quite  undisturbed),  and 
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began  to  gather  here  and  there  a wild  rose 
from  the  hedge,  or  a piece  of  meadow- 
sweet from  the  bank  beneath,  or  a bit  of 
yarrow  from  among  the  grass.  It  was  a 
still,  clear,  quiet  day,  with  some  rainy 
clouds  in  the  sky;  and  beyond  these,  near 
to  the  horizon,  broad  silver  shafts  of  sun- 
light striking  down  on  the  woods  and  the 
distant  hills.  It  looked  as  if  a kind  of 
mid-day  sleep  had  fallen  over  the  earth ; 
there  was  scarce  a sound ; the  birds  were 
silent;  and  there  was  not  even  enough 
wind  to  make  a stirring  through  the  wide 
fields  of  wheat  or  in  the  elms.  The  nose- 
gay grew  apace,  though  she  went  about 
her  work  idly — kneeling  here  and  stretch- 
ing a hand  there;  and  always  she  kept 
away  from  him,  and  would  not  even  look 
in  his  direction;  for  she  was  determined 
that  he  should  have  ample  leisure  to  make 
out  the  sense  of  the  letter,  of  which  she 
had  but  a vague  recollection,  only  that 
she  knew  it  was  complimentary. 

Even  when  he  rose  and  came  toward  her 
she  pretended  not  to  notice.  She  would 
show  him  she  was  in  no  hurry.  She  was 
plucking  the  heads  of  red  clover,  and  suck- 
ing them  to  get  at  the  honey;  or  she  was 
adding  a buttercup  or  two  to  her  nosegay ; 
or  she  was  carelessly  humming  to  herself : 

M 0 stay  and  hear;  your  true  love's  coming , 
That  can  sing  both  high  and  low .” 

“Well,  now,  Mistress  Judith,”  said  he, 
with  an  air  of  apology,  “ methinks  I have 
got  at  the  meaning  of  it,  however  imper- 
fectly; and  your  father  might  well  be 
proud  of  such  a commendation  from  so 
high  a source — the  King,  as  every  one 
knows,  being  a learned  man,  and  skilled 
in  the  arts.  And  I have  not  heard  that 
he  has  written  to  any  other  of  the  poets  of 
our  day—” 

“No,  sir ?”  said  she,  quickly.  “Not  to 
Master  Jonson  ?” 

“ Not  that  I am  aware  of,  sweet  lady,” 
said  he,  “though  he  hath  sometimes  mes- 
sages to  send,  as  you  may  suppose,  by  one 
coming  from  the  court.  And  I marvel  not 
that  your  father  should  put  store  by  this 
letter  that  speaks  well  of  his  work — ” 

4 4 Your  pardon,  good  sir,  but  ’tis  not  so,” 
said  Judith,  calmly.  “Doubtless  if  the 
King  commend  my  father’s  writing,  that 
slioweth  that  his  Majesty  is  skilled  and 
learned,  as  you  say ; and  my  father  was 
no  doubt  pleased  enough — as  who  would 
not  be  ? — by  such  a mark  of  honor;  but  as 
for  setting  great  value  on  it,  I assure  you 


he  did  not : nay,  he  gave  it  to  Julius  Shawe. 
And  will  you  read  it,  good  sir  ? — I remem- 
ber me  there  was  something  in  it  about  the 
ancients.” 

4 4 ’Tis  but  a rough  guess  that  I can  make,  ” 
said  he,  regarding  the  paper.  4 4 But  it  seems 
that  the  King  had  received  at  the  hands  of 
one  Eugene  Collins  the  book  of  a comedy 
of  your  father’s  that  had  been  presented 
before  his  Majesty  when  he  was  recently 
in  London.  And  very  diligently,  he  says, 
he  has  read  through  the  same ; and  finds 
it  right  subtly  conceived,  with  many  beau- 
ties and  delights,  and  such  ornaments  as 
are  to  be  approved  by  an  ingenious  mind. 

It  is  true  his  Majesty  hints  that  there  may 
be  parts  of  the  play  more  calculated  than 
might  be  to  move  the  laughter  of  the  vul- 
gar; but  you  would  not  have  a critic  have 
nothing  but  praise?— and  the  King’s  praise 
is  high  indeed.  And  then  he  goes  on  to 
say  that  as  regards  your  father’s  future 
work,  he  would  in  the  most  friendly  man- 
ner admonish  him  to  study  the  great  mas- 
ters of  the  comic  art ; that  is,  Menander  the 
Athenian,  and  the  Romans  Plautus  and  Te- 
rentius,  who— who — what  says  the  King  ? 

— less  studied  to  capture  the  applause  of 
the  vulgar  than  to  lash  the  vices  of  the 
day  as  with  whips.  And  these  he  highly 
commends  as  being  of  great  service  to  the 
state;  and  would  have  your  father  be  the 
like : teachers  of  virtue,  and  also  props  and 
aids  to  those  whom  God  hath  placed  to  rule 
over  the  people.  He  would  have  your  fa- 
ther be  among  these  public  benefactors; 
and  then  he  adds  that,  when  occasion 
serves,  he  will  not  fail  to  extend  his  royal 
favor  to  your  father  and  his  associates; 
and  so  commends  him  to  the  protection  of 
God.  Nay,  ’tis  a right  friendly  letter; 
there  is  none  in  the  land  that  would  not 
be  proud  of  it;  ’tis  not  every  day  nor  with 
every  one  that  King  James  would  take 
such  trouble  and  play  the  part  of  tutor.” 

He  handed  her  the  letter,  and  she  pro- 
ceeded to  fold  it  up  carefully  again  and 
put  it  in  her  satchel.  She  said  nothing, 
but  she  hoped  that  these  phrases  of  com- 
mendation would  remain  fixed  in  his 
mind  when  that  he  was  returned  to  Lon- 
don. 

And  then  there  was  a moment  of  em- 
barrassment— or  at  least  of  constraint. 

He  had  never  been  so  near  the  town  with 
her  before  (for  his  praise  of  her  father’s 
comedy,  as  they  walked  together,  had 
taken  some  time)  and  there  before  them 
were  the  orchards  and  mud  walls,  and, 
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further  off,  the  spire  of  the  church  among 
the  trees.  She  did  not  like  to  bid  him  go, 
and  he  seemed  loath  to  say  farewell,  he 
probably  having  some  dim  notion  that, 
now  he  had  seen  the  end  of  the  play  and 
also  this  letter,  there  might  be  some  dif- 
ficulty in  finding  an  excuse  for  another 
meeting. 

“When  do  you  return  to  London?” 
said  she,  for  the  sake  of  saying  some- 
thing. “Or  may  you  return  ? I hope, 
good  sir,  your  prospects  are  showing 
brighter;  it  must  be  hard  for  one  of  your 
years  to  pass  the  time  in  idleness.” 

“The  time  that  I have  spent  in  these 
parts,”  said  he,  “has  been  far  more  plea- 
sant and  joyful  to  me  than  I could  have 
imagined— you  may  easily  guess  why, 
dear  Mistress  Judith.  And  now,  when 
there  is  some  prospect  of  my  being  able 
to  go,  I like  it  not;  so  many  sweet  hours 
have  been  passed  here,  the  very  fields 
and  meadows  around  have  acquired  a 
charm — ” 

“Nay,  but,  good  sir,”  said  she,  a little 
breathlessly,  “at  your  time  of  life  you 
would  not  waste  the  days  in  idleness.” 

“In  truth  it  has  been  a gracious  idle- 
ness !”  he  exclaimed. 

“At  your  time  of  life,” she  repeated, 
quickly,  “ why,  to  be  shut  up  in  a farm—” 

“The  Prince  Ferdinand,”  said  he, 
“though  I would  not  compare  myself 
with  him,  found  the  time  pass  pleasantly 
and  sweetly  enough,  as  I reckon,  though 
he  was  shut  up  in  a cave.  But  then  there 
was  the  fair  Miranda  to  be  his  compan- 
ion. There  is  no  Ariel  to  work  such  a 
charm  for  me,  else  do  you  think  I could 
ever  bring  myself  to  leave  so  enchanting 
a neighborhood  ?” 

“Good  sir,” said  she  (in  some  anxiety 
to  get  away),  44 1 may  not  ask  the  reason 
of  your  being  in  hiding,  though  I wish 
you  well,  and  would  fain  hear  there  was 
no  further  occasion  for  it.  And  I trust 
there  may  be  none  when  next  you  come 
to  Warwickshire,  and  that  those  of  our 
household  who  have  a better  right  to 
speak  for  it  than  I,  will  have  the  chance 
of  entertaining  you.  And  now  I would 
bid  you  farewell.” 

“No,  dear  Judith  1”  he  exclaimed,  with 
a kind  of  entreaty  in  his  voice.  44  Not 
altogether?  Why,  look  at  the  day!— 
would  you  have  me  say  farewell  to  you 
on  such  a day  of  gloom  and  cloud  ? 
Surely  you  will  let  me  take  away  a 
brighter  picture  of  you,  and  Warwick- 


shire, and  of  our  brief  meetings  in  these 
quiet  spots— if  go  I must.  In  truth  I 
know  not  what  may  happen  to  me;  I 
would  speak  plainer;  but  I am  no  free 
agent;  I can  but  beg  of  you  to  judge  me 
charitably,  if  ever  you  hear  aught  of 
me—” 

And  here  he  stopped  abruptly  and 
paused,  considering,  and  obviously  irreso- 
lute and  perplexed. 

44  Why,”  said  he  at  length,  and  almost 
to  himself— “why  should  I go  away  at 
all  ? I will  carry  logs— if  needs  be — or 
anything.  Why  should  I go  ?” 

She  knew  instantly  what  he  meant; 
and  knew,  also,  that  it  was  high  time 
for  her  to  escape  from  so  perilous  a situ- 
ation. 

44 1 pray  you  pardon  me,  good  sir;  but 
I must  go.  Come,  Don.” 

44  But  one  more  meeting,  sweet  Mistress 
Judith, ” he  pleaded,  “ on  a fairer  day  than 
this — you  will  grant  as  much  ?” 

44 1 may  not  promise,”  said  she;  “ but 
indeed  I leave  with  you  my  good  wishes; 
and  so,  farewell !” 

“God  shield  you,  dearest  lady,”  said 
he,  bowing  low;  “ you  leave  with  me  also 
a memory  of  your  kindness  that  will  re- 
main in  my  heart.” 

Well,  there  was  no  doubt  that  she  felt 
very  much  relieved  when  she  had  left 
him  and  was  nearing  the  town ; and  yet 
she  had  a kind  of  pity  for  him  too,  as  she 
thought  of  his  going  away  by  himself  to 
that  lonely  farm:  one  so  gentle,  and  so 
grateful  for  company,  being  shut  up  there 
on  this  gloomy  day.  Whereas  she  was 
going  back  to  a cheerful  house ; Prudence 
was  coming  round  to  spend  the  afternoon 
with  them,  and  help  to  mark  the  new 
napery;  and  then  in  the  evening  the 
whole  of  them,  her  father  included,  were 
going  to  sup  at  Dr.  Hall’s,  who  had  pur- 
chased a dishful  of  ancient  coins  in  one 
of  his  peregrinations,  and  would  have 
them  come  and  examine  them.  Perhaps, 
after  all,  that  reference  to  Miranda  was 
not  meant  to  apply  to  her.  It  was  but 
natural  he  should  speak  of  Miranda,  hav- 
ing just  finished  the  play.  And  carrying 
logs : he  could  not  mean  carrying  logs  for 
her  father;  that  would  be  a foolish  jest. 

No,  no;  he  would  remain  at  the  farm  and 
spend  the  time  as  best  he  could;  and  then, 
when  this  cloud  blew  over,  he  would  re- 
turn to  London,  and  carry  with  him  (as 
she  hoped)  some  discreet  rumor  of  the  new 
work  of  her  father’s  that  he  had  praised 
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so  highly,  and  perchance  some  mention 
of  the  compliments  paid  by  the  King;  and 
if,  in  course  of  time,  the  young  gentleman 
should  make  his  way  back  to  Stratford 
again,  and  come  to  see  them  at  New  Place, 
and  if  his  pleasant  manner  and  courtesy 
proved  to  be  quite  irresistible,  so  that  she 
had  to  allow  the  wizard's  prophecy  to  come 
true  in  spite  of  herself,  why,  then,  it  was 
the  hand  of  fate,  and  none  of  her  doing, 
and  she  would  have  to  accept  her  destiny 
with  as  good  a grace  as  might  be. 

As  she  was  going  into  the  town  she  met 
Tom  Quiney.  He  was  on  the  other  side 
of  the  roadway,  and  after  one  swift  glance 
at  her,  he  lowered  his  eyes,  and  would 
have  passed  on  without  speaking.  And 
then  it  suddenly  occurred  to  her  that  she 
would  put  her  pride  in  her  pocket.  She 
knew  quite  well  that  her  maidenly  digni- 
ty had  been  wounded  by  his  suspicions, 
and  that  she  ought  to  let  him  go  his  own 
way  if  he  chose.  But,  on  the  other  hand 
(and  this  she  did  not  know),  there  was  in 
her  nature  an  odd  element  of  what  might 
be  called  boyish  generosity — of  frankness 
and  common-sense  and  good  comradeship. 
And  these  two  had  been  very  stanch  com- 
rades in  former  days,  each  being  in  a cu- 
rious manner  the  protector  of  the  other; 
for  while  she  many  a time  came  to  his  aid 
— being  a trifle  older  than  he,  and  always 
ready  with  her  quick  feminine  wit  and  in- 
genuity when*  they  were  both  of  them 
likely  to  get  into  trouble— he,  on  his  side, 
was  her  shield  and  bold  champion  by  rea- 
son of  his  superior  stature  and  his  strength, 
and  his  terrible  courage  in  face  of  bulls 
or  barking  dogs  and  the  like.  For  the 
moment  she  only  thought  of  him  as  her 
old  companion;  and  she  was  a good-na- 
tured kind  of  creature,  and  frank  and  boy- 
ish in  her  ways,  and  so  she  stepped  across 
the  road,  though  there  was  some  mud 
about. 

“Why  can’t  we  be  friends  ?”  said  she. 

“You  have  enough  of  other  friends,” 
said  he. 

It  was  a rebuff;  but  still — she  would 
keep  down  her  girlish  pride. 

“I  hope  you  are  not  going  away  from 
the  country  ?”  said  she. 

He  did  not  meet  her  look ; his  eyes  were 
fixed  on  the  ground. 

“What  is  there  to  keep  me  in  it  ?”  was 
his  answer. 

“Why,  what  is  there  to  keep  any  of  us 
in  it  ?”  she  said.  “ Heaven’s  mercy,  if  we 
were  all  to  run  away  when  we  found 


something  or  another  not  quite  to  our  lik- 
ing, what  a fine  thing  that  would  be! 
Nay,  I hope  there  is  no  truth  in  it,”  she 
continued,  looking  at  him,  and  not  with- 
out some  memories  of  their  escapades  to- 
gether when  they  were  boy  and  girL 
“ ’T would  grieve  many — indeed  it  would. 
I pray  you  think  better  of  it.  If  for  no 
other,  for  my  sake:  we  used  to  be  better 
friends.” 

There  were  two  figures  now  approach- 
ing. 

“Oh,  here  come  Widow  Clemms  and 
her  daughter,” she  said;  “a  rare  couple. 
’Twill  be  meat  and  drink  to  them  to  carry 
back  a story.  No  matter.  Now*-  fare  you 
well;  but  pray  think  better  of  it;  there 
be  many  that  would  grieve  if  you  went 
away.” 

He  stole  a look  at  her  as  she  passed  on : 
perhaps  there  was  a trifle  more  than  usu- 
al of  color  in  her  radiant  and  sunny  face, 
because  of  the  approach  of  the  two  wo- 
men. It  was  a lingering  kind  of  look 
that  he  sent  after  her;  and  then  he,  too, 
turned  and  went  on  his  way — cursing  the 
parson. 


CHAPTER  XXIV. 

A VISITOR. 

Master  Leofric  Hope,  on  leaving  Ju- 
dith, returned  to  the  farm,  but  not  to  the 
solitude  that  had  awakened  her  commis- 
eration. When  he  entered  his  room, 
which  was  at  the  back  of  the  house,  and 
facing  the  southern  horizon  (that  alone 
showed  some  streaks  of  sunlight  on  this 
gloomy  day),  he  found  a stranger  there— 
and  a stranger  who  had  evidently  some 
notion  of  making  himself  comfortable,  for 
he  had  opened  the  window,  and  was  now 
sitting  on  the  sill,  and  had  just  begun  to 
smoke  his  pipe.  His  hat,  his  sword,  and 
sword-belt  he  had  flung  on  the  table. 

For  a second  the  proper  owner  of  the 
apartment  knew  not  who  this  new  tenant 
might  be— he  being  dark  against  the  light; 
but  the  next  second  he  had  recognized 
him,  and  that  with  no  good  grace. 

“What  the  devil  brings  you  here?” 
said  he,  sulkily. 

“A  hearty  welcome,  truly!”  the  other 
said,  with  much  complacency.  “After 
all  my  vexation  in  finding  thee  out!  A 
goodly  welcome  for  an  old  friend ! But 
no  matter,  Jack — come,  hast  naught  to 
offer  one  to  drink  ? I have  ridden  from 
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Banbury  this  morning;  and  the  plague 
take  me  if  I had  not  enough  trouble  ere  I 
found  the  hare  in  her  form.  But  ’tis 
snug — ’tis  snug.  The  place  likes  me; 
though  I thought  by  now  you  might  have 
company,  and  entered  with  care.  Come, 
man,  be  more  friendly!  Will  you  not 
ask  me  to  sit  ? Must  I call  the  landlady — 
or  the  farmer’s  wife — myself,  and  beg  for 
a cup  of  something  on  so  hot  a day? 
Where  be  your  manners,  Gentleman 
Jack  ?” 

“What  the  devil  brings  you  into  War- 
wickshire ?”  the  other  repeated,  as  he 
threw  his  hat  on  the  table,  and  dropped 
into  a chair,  and  stretched  out  his  legs, 
without  a further  look  at  his  companion. 

“Nay,  ’tis  what  the  devil  keeps  thee 
here — that  is  the  graver  question — though 
I know  the  answer  right  well.  Come, 
Jack,  be  reasonable  I ’Tis  for  thy  good  I 
have  sought  thee  out.  What,  man,  would 
you  ruin  us  both  ? — for  I tell  thee,  the  end 
is  pressing  and  near.” 

Seeing  that  his  unwilling  host  would 
not  even  turn  his  eyes  toward  him,  he  got 
down  from  the  window-sill,  and  came 
along  to  the  table,  and  took  a chair.  He 
was  a short,  stout  young  man,  of  puffy 
face  and  red  hair,  good-natured  in  look, 
but  with  a curious  glaze  in  his  light  blue- 
gray  eyes  that  told  of  the  tavern  and  him- 
self being  pretty  close  companions.  His 
dress  had  some  show  of  ornament  about 
it,  though  it  was  rather  travel-stained  and 
shabby ; he  wore  jewelled  rings  in  his  ears ; 
and  the  handkerchief  which  he  somewhat 
ostentatiously  displayed,  if  the  linen  might 
have  been  whiter,  was  elaborately  em- 
broidered with  thread  of  Coventry  blue. 
For  the  rest,  he  spoke  pleasantly  and 
good-humoredly,  and  was  obviously  deter- 
mined not  to  take  offense  at  his  anything 
but  hearty  reception. 

“Hoy-day,”  said  he,  with  a laugh, 
“ what  a bother  I had  with  the  good  dame 
here,  that  would  scarce  let  me  come  in ! 
For  how  knew  I what  name  you  might 
be  dancing  your  latest  galliard  in  ?— not 
plain  Jack  Orridge,  I’ll  be  bound ! — what 
is’t,  your  worship?— or  your  lordship, 
perchance  ?— nay,  but  a lord  would  look 
best  in  the  eyes  of  a daughter  of  Will 
Shakespeare,  that  loveth  to  have  trumpets 
and  drums  going,  and  dukes  and  princes 
stalking  across  his  boards.  But  ’fore 
Heaven,  now,  Jack,”  said  he,  interrupting 
himself,  and  sending  an  appealing  look 
round  the  room,  “have  you  naught  to 


drink  in  the  house  ? Came  you  ever  to 
my  lodging  and  found  such  scurvy  enter- 
tainment ?” 

The  reluctant  host  left  the  apartment 
for  a second  or  two,  and  presently  re- 
turned, followed  by  the  farmer’s  wife, 
who  placed  on  the  table  a jug  of  small 
beer,  and  some  bread  and  cheese.  The 
bread  and  cheese  did  not  find  much  favor 
with  the  new-comer,  but  he  drank  a large 
horn  of  the  beer,  and  took  to  his  pipe  again. 

“Come,  Jack,  be  friendly,”  said  he; 

“ ’tis  for  thine  own  good  I have  sought 
thee  out.” 

“I  would  you  would  mind  your  own 
business,”  the  other  said,  with  a sullen 
frown  remaining  on  his  face. 

“Mine  and  yours  are  one,  as  I take  it, 
good  coz,”  his  companion  said,  coolly; 
and  then  he  'added,  in  a more  friendly 
way:  “Come,  come,  man,  you  know  we 
must  sink  or  swim  together.  And  sink- 
ing it  will  be,  if  you  give  not  up  this  mad- 
cap chase.  Nay,  you  carry  the  jest  too 
far,  mon  amt . ’Twas  a right  merry  tale 
at  the  beginning— the  sham  wizard,  and 
your  coquetting  with  Will  Shakespeare’s 
daughter  to  while  away  the  time ; ’twas  a 
prank  would  make  them  roar  at  the  Cranes 
in  the  Vintry ; and  right  well  done,  I doubt 
not — for,  in  truth,  if  you  were  not  such  a 
gallant  gentleman,  you  might  win  to  a 
place  in  the  theatres  as  well  as  any  of 
them;  but  to  come  back  here  again — to 
hide  yourself  away  again — and  when  I 
tell  you  they  will  no  longer  forbear,  but 
will  clap  thee  into  jail  if  they  have  not 
their  uttermost  penny — why,  ’tis  pure 
moonshine  madness  to  risk  so  much  for 
a jest!” 

>i“I  tell  thee  ’tis  no  jest  at  all!”  the  oth- 
er said,  angrily.  “In  Heaven’s  name, 
what  brought  you  here  ?” 

“ Am  I to  have  no  care  of  myself,  then, 
that  am  your  surety,  and  have  their  threats 
from  hour  to  hour  ?” 

He  laughed  in  a stupid  kind  of  way, 
and  filled  out  some  more  beer  and  drank 
it  off  thirstily. 

“ We  had  a merry  night,  last  night,  at 
Banbury,” said  he.  “I  must  pluck  a hair 
of  the  same  wolf  to-day.  And  what  say 
you?  No  jest?  Nay,  you  look  sour 
enough  to  be  virtuous,  by  my  life,  or  to 
get  into  a pulpit  and  preach  a sermon 
against  fayles  and  tick-tack,  as  wiles  of 
the  devil.  No  jest  ? Have  you  been  over- 
thrown at  last — by  a country  wench? 
Must  you  take  to  the  plough,  and  grow 
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turnips  ? Why,  I should  as  soon  expect  to 
see  Gentleman  Jack  consort  with  the  Fins- 
bury archers,  or  go  a-ducking  to  Islington 
ponds!  Our  Gentleman  Jack  a farmer! 
The  price  of  wheat,  goodman  Dickon  ? — 
how  fatten  your  pigs  ?— will  the  fine  wea- 
ther last,  think  you?  Have  done  with 
this  foolery,  man!  If  all  comes  to  the 
worst,  ’twere  better  we  should  take  to  the 
road,  you  and  I,  and  snip  a purse  when 
chance  might  serve.” 

“You?”  said  his  companion,  with  only 
half-concealed  contempt.  4 4 The  first  click 
of  a pistol  would  find  you  behind  a hedge.” 

“Why,  old  lad,”  said  the  other  (who 
did  not  seem  to  have  heard  that  remark, 
during  his  pouring  out  of  another  hornful 
of  beer),  “I  know  you  better  than  you 
know  yourself.  This  time,  you  say,  ’tis 
serious — ay,  but  how  many  times  before 
hast  thou  said  the  same  ? And  ever  the 
wench  is  the  fairest  of  her  kind,  and  a 
queen!  For  how  long? — a fortnight! — 
perchance  three  weeks.  Oh,  the  wonder 
of  her ! And  ’tis  all  a love- worship ; and 
the  praising  of  her  hands  and  ankles ; and 
Tom  Morley’s  ditty  about  a lover  and  his 
lass, 

‘That  through  the  green  corn  fields  did  pass 
In  the  pretty  spring-time, 
Ring-n-ding-ding  !* 

Ay,  for  a fortnight;  and  then  Gentleman 
Jack  discovers  that  some  wench  of  the 
Bankside  hath  brighter  eyes  and  freer  fa- 
vors than  the  country  beauty,  and  you 
hear  no  more  of  him  until  he  has  ne’er  a 
penny  left,  and  comes  begging  his  friends 
to  be  surety  for  him,  or  to  write  to  his 
grandam  at  Oxford,  saying  how  virtuous 
a youth  he  is,  and  in  how  sad  a plight. 
Good  Lord,  that  were  an  end !— should  you 
have  to  go  back  to  the  old  dame  at  last, 
and  become  tapster — no  more  acting  of 
your  lordship  and  worship  — what  ho, 
there ! thou  lazy  knave,  a flask  of  Rhen- 
ish, and  put  speed  into  thy  rascal  heels!” 

The  cloud  on  his  companion’s  face  had 
been  darkening. 

4 4 Peace,  drunken  fooll”  he  muttered — 
but  between  his  teeth,  for  he  did  not  seem 
to  wish  to  anger  this  stranger. 

44 Come,  come,  man,”  the  other  said, 
jovially,  4 4 unwitch  thee!  un witch  thee! 
Fetch  back  thy  senses.  What  ? — wouldst 
thou  become  a jest  and  by- word  for  every 
tavern  table  between  the  Temple  and  the 
Tower  ? Nay,  I can  not  believe  it  of  thee, 
Jack.  Serious  ? Ay,  as  you  have  been 


twenty  times  before.  Lord,  what  a foot 
and  ankle ! — and  she  the  queen  o’  the  world 
— the  rose  and  crown  and  queen  o’  the 
world — and  the  sighing  o’  moonlight 
nights — 

4 Mignonne,  tant  je  vout  aime% 

Mai '*  vout  ne  wCaimez  pat' — 

and  we  are  all  to  be  virtuous  and  live 
cleanly  for  the  rest  of  our  lives ; but  the 
next  time  you  see  Gentleman  Jack,  lo, 
you,  now! — ’tis  at  the  Bear -house;  his 
pockets  lined  with  angels  wrung  from  old 
Ely  of  Queenhithe;  and  as  for  his  com- 
pany-—Lord  ! Lord ! And  as  it  hath  been 
before,  so  ’twill  be  again,  as  said  Solomon 
the  wise  man ; only  that  this  time — mark 
you  now,  Jack— this  time  it  were  well  if 
you  came  to  your  senses  at  once ; for  I tell 
thee  that  Ely  and  the  rest  of  them  have 
lost  all  patience,  and  they  know  this  much 
of  thy  Stratford  doings,  that  if  they  can 
not  exactly  name  thy  whereabout,  they 
can  come  within  a stone’s- cast  of  thee. 
And  if  I come  to  warn  thee— as  is  the  of- 
fice of  a true  friend  and  an  old  companion 
— why  shouldst  thou  sit  there  with  a sulky 
face,  man?  Did  I ever  treat  thee  so  in 
Fetter  Lane  ?H 

While  he  had  been  talking,  a savory 
odor  had  begun  to  steal  into  the  apart- 
ment, and  presently  the  farmer’s  wife  ap- 
peared, and  proceeded  to  spread  the  cloth 
for  dinner.  Her  lodger  had  given  no  or- 
ders; but  she  had  taken  his  return  as  suf- 
ficient signal,  and  naturally  she  assumed 
that  his  friend  would  dine  with  him.  Ac- 
cordingly, in  due  course,  there  was  placed 
on  the  board  a smoking  dish  of  cow-heel 
and  bacon,  with  abundance  of  ale  and 
other  garnishings;  and  as  this  fare  seem- 
ed more  tempting  to  the  new-comer  than 
the  bread  and  cheese,  he  needed  no  pressing 
to  draw  his  chair  to  the  table.  It  was  not 
a sumptuous  feast;  but  it  had  a beneficial 
effect  on  both  of  them — sobering  the  one, 
and  rendering  the  other  somewhat  more 
placable.  Master  Leofric  Hope— as  he  had 
styled  himself — was  still  in  a measure  taci- 
turn ; but  his  guest— whose  name,  it  ap- 
peared, was  Francis  Lloyd— had  ceased  his 
uncomfortable  banter;  and  indeed  all  his 
talk  now  was  of  the  charms  and  wealth 
of  a certain  widow  who  lived  in  a house 
near  to  Gray’s  Inn,  on  the  road  to  Hamp- 
stead. He  had  been  asked  to  dine  with 
the  widow;  and  he  gave  a magniloquent 
description  of  the  state  she  kept — of  her 
serving-men,  and  her  furniture,  and  her 
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plate,  and  the  manner  in  which  she  enter- 
tained her  friends. 

44  And  why  was  I,”  said  he — “ why  was 
poor  Frank  Lloyd — that  could  scarce  get 
the  wherewithal  to  pay  for  a rose  for  his 
ear — why  was  he  picked  out  for  so  great  a 
favor  ? Why,  but  that  he  was  known  to 
be  a friend  of  handsome  Jack  Orridge. 
‘Where  be  your  friend  Master  Orridge, 
now  ?’  she  says,  for  she  hath  sometimes  a 
country  trick  in  her  speech,  hath  the  good 
lady.  4 Business,  madam— affairs  of  great 
import,’  I say  to  her,  ‘keep  him  still  in 
the  country.’  Would  I tell  her  the  wolves 
were  waiting  to  rend  you  should  you  be 
heard  of  anywhere  within  London  city  ? 
4 Handsome  Jack,  they  call  him,  is't  not 
so  ?’  says  she.  Would  I tell  her  thou 
wert  called  1 Gentleman  Jack  ?’  as  if  thou 
had$t  but  slim  right  to  the  title.  Then 
says  she  to  one  of  the  servants,  4 Fill  the 
gentleman's  cup.’  Lord,  Jack,  what  a 
sherris  that  was  I — ’twas  meat  and  drink ; 
a thing  to  put  marrow  in  your  bones — 
cool  and  clear  it  was,  and  rich  withal — 
cool  on  the  tongue  and  warm  in  the  stom- 
ach. ’Fore  Heaven,  Jack,  if  thou  hast  not 
ever  a cup  of  that  wine  ready  for  me  when 
I visit  thee,  I will  say  thou  hast  no  more 
gratitude  than  a toad.  And  then  says  she 
to  all  the  company  (raising  her  glass  the 
while),  4 Absent  friends’ ; but  she  nods  and 
smiles  tome,  as  one  would  say:  4 We  know 
whom  we  mean;  we  know.’  Lord,  that 
sherris,  Jack ! I have  the  taste  of  it  in 
my  mouth  now ; I dream  o’  nights  there 
is  a jug  of  it  by  me.” 

“Dreaming  or  waking,  there  is  little 
else  in  thy  head, ’’said  the  other;  “nor  ih 
thy  stomach,  either.” 

“ Is  it  a bargain,  Jack  ?”  he  said,  looking 
up  from  his  plate  and  regarding  his  com- 
panion with  a fixed  look. 

44  A bargain  ?” 

“I  tell  thee  ’tis  the  only  thing  will 
save  us  now.”  This  Frank  Lloyd  said 
with  more  seriousness  than  he  had  hither- 
to shown.  “Heavens,  man,  you  must 
cease  this  idling;  I tell  thee  they  are  not 
in  the  frame  for  further  delay.  ’Tis  the 
Widow  Becket  or  the  King's  highway, 
one  or  t'other,  if  you  would  remain  a free 
man ; and  as  for  the  highway,  why,  ’tis  an 
uncertain  trade,  and  I know  that  Gentle- 
man Jack  is  no  lover  of  broken  heads. 
What  else  would  you  ? Live  on  in  a hole 
like  this  ? Nay,  but  they  would  not  suf- 
fer you.  I tell  you  they  are  ready  to  hunt 
you  out  at  this  present  moment.  Go  be- 


yond seas  ? Ay,  and  forsake  the  merry 
nights  at  the  Cranes  and  the  Silver  Hind  ? 
When  thy  old  grandam  is  driven  out  of 
all  patience,  and  will  not  even  forth  with 
a couple  of  shillings  to  buy  you  wine  and 
radish  for  your  breakfast,  ’tis  a bad  case. 
Wouldst  go  down  to  Oxford  and  become 
tapster  ? — Gentleman  Jack,  that  all  of  them 
think  hath  fine  fat  acres  in  the  west  coun- 
try, and  a liue  of  ancestors  reaching  back 
to  Noah  the  sailor  or  Adam  gardener. 
Come,  man,  unwitch  thee!  Collect  thy 
senses.  If  this  sorry  jest  of  thine  be  grow- 
ing serious — and  I confess  I had  some 
thought  of  it,  when  you  would  draw  on 
Harry  Condell  for  the  mere  naming  of 
the  wench’s  name — then,  o’  Heaven’s 
name,  come  away  and  get  thee  out  of  such 
foolery  1 I tell  thee  thou  art  getting  near 
an  end,  o’  one  way  or  another ; and  wouldst 
thou  have  me  broken  too,  that  have  ever 
helped  thee,  and  shared  my  last  penny 
with  thee?” 

44  Broken?”  said  his  friend,  with  a laugh. 
44  If  there  be  any  in  the  country  more  bro- 
ken than  you  and  I are  at  this  moment, 
Frank,  I wish  them  luck  of  their  fortunes. 
But  still  there  is  somewhat  for  you.  You 
have  not  pawned  those  jewels  in  your  ears 
yet.  And  your  horse— you  rode  hither, 
said  you  not  ? — well,  I trust  it  is  a goodly 
beast,  for  it  may  have  to  save  thee  from 
starvation  ere  long.” 

“Nay,  ask  me  not  how  I came  by  the 
creature,”  said  he,  “but  ’tis  not  mine,  I as- 
sure ye.” 

“Whose,  then?” 

Master  Frank  Lloyd  shrugged  his  shoul- 
ders. 

“If  you  can  not  guess  my  errand,” said 
he, 4 4 you  can  not  guess  who  equipped  me.” 

44  Nay,”  said  his  friend,  who  was  now  in 
a much  better  humor, 4 4 read  me  no  riddles, 
Frank.  I would  fain  know  who  knew  thee 
so  little  as  to  lend  thee  a horse  and  see  thee 
ride  forth  with  it.  Who  was’t,  Frank  ?” 

His  companion  looked  up  and  regarded 
him. 

“The  Widow  Becket,”  he  answered, 
coolly. 

44  What?”  said  the  other,  laughing.  “Art 
thou  so  far  in  the  good  darae's  graces,  and 
yet  would  have  me  go  to  London  and  mar- 
ry her?” 

44  ’Tis  no  laughing  matter,  Master  Jack, 
as  you  may  find  out  ere  long,”  the  other 
said.  “The  good  lady  lent  me  the  horse, 
’tis  true;  else  how  could  I have  come  all 
the  way  into  Warwickshire?— ay,  and  lent 
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me  an  angel  or  two  to  appease  the  villain 
landlords.  I tell  thee  she  is  as  bounti- 
ful as  the  day.  Lord,  what  a house  I — 
I'll  take  my  oath  that  Master  Butler  hath 
a good  fat  capon  and  a bottle  of  claret  each 
evening  for  his  supper — if  he  have  not,  his 
face  belieth  him.  And  think  you  she  would 
be  niggard  with  Handsome  Jack?  Nay, 
but  a gentleman  must  have  his  friends ; ay, 
and  his  suppers  at  the  tavern,  when  the 
play  is  over;  and  store  of  pieces  in  his 
purse  to  make  you  good  company.  Why, 
man,  thy  fame  would  spread  through  the 
Blackfriars,  I warrant  you : where  is  the 
hostess  that  would  not  simper  and  ogle  and 
court'sy  to  Gentleman  Jack,  when  that  he 
came  among  them,  slapping  the  purse  in 
his  pouch  ?” 

“Tis  a fair  picture,”  his  friend  said. 
“Thy  wits  have  been  sharpened  by  thy 
long  ride,  Frank.  And  think  you  the  bux- 
om widow  would  consent,  were  one  to  make 
bold  and  ask  her  ? Nay,  nay ; ’tis  thy  dire 
need  hath  driven  thee  to  this  excess  of 
fancy.” 

For  answer  Master  Lloyd  proceeded  to 
bring  forth  a small  box,  which  he  opened, 
and  took  therefrom  a finger  ring.  It  was 
a man’s  ring,  of  massive  setting;  the  stone 
of  a deep  blood  red,  and  graven  with  an 
intaglio  of  a Roman  bust.  He  pushed  it 
across  the  table. 

“The  horse  was  lent,”  said  he,  darkly. 
“That— if  it  please  you— you  may  keep 
and  wear.” 

“What  mean  you  ?”  Leofric  Hope  said, 
in  some  surprise. 

“‘I  name  no  thing,  and  I mean  no 
thing,’ ’’said  he,  quoting  a phrase  from  a 
popular  ballad.  “ If  you  understand  not, 
’tis  a pity.  I may  not  speak  more  plainly. 
But  bethink  you  that  poor  Frank  Lloyd 
was  not  likely  to  have  the  means  of  pur- 
chasing thee  such  a pretty  toy,  much  as 
he  would  like  to  please  his  old  friend. 
Nay,  canst  thou  not  see,  Jack?  ’Tis  a 
message,  man ! More  I may  not  say.  Take 
it  and  wear  it,  good  lad ; and  come  back 
boldly  to  London;  and  we  will  face  the  har- 
pies, and  live  as  free  men,  ere  a fortnight 
be  over.  What  ? — must  I speak  ? Nay,  an’ 
you  understand  not,  I will  tell  no  more.” 

He  understood  well  enough ; and  he  sat 
for  a second  or  two  moodily  regarding  the 
ring;  but  he  did  not  take  it  up.  Then  he 
rose  from  the  table,  and  began  to  walk  up 
and  down  the  room. 

“Frank,”  said  he,  “couldst  thou  but 
see  this  wench — ” 


“Nay,  nay,  spare  me  the  catalogue,” 
his  friend  answered,  quickly.  “I  heard 
thee  declare  that  Ben  Jonson  had  no 
words  to  say  how  fair  she  was  : would 
you  better  his  description  and  overmaster 
him  ? And  fair  or  not  fair,  ’tis  all  the 
same  with  thee;  any  petticoat  can  be- 
witch thee  out  of  thy  senses:  Black  Al- 
maine  or  New  Almaine  may  be  the  tune, 
but  ’tis  ever  the  same  dance ; and  such  a 
heaving  of  sighs  and  despair! — 

‘Thy  gown  was  of  the  grassy  green. 

Thy  sleeves  of  satin  hanging  by; 

Which  made  thee  be  our  harvest  queen— 
And  yet  thou  wouldst  not  love  me.’ 

’Tis  a pleasant  pastime,  friend  Jack;  but 
there  comes  an  end.  I know  not  which 
be  the  worse,  wenches  or  usurers,  for 
landing  a poor  lad  in  jail;  but  both  to- 
gether, Jack— and  that  is  thy  case — they 
are  not  like  to  let  thee  escape.  ’Tis  not  to 
every  one  in  such  a plight  there  cometh 
a talisman  like  that  pretty  toy  there:  be- 
shrew  me,  what  a thing  it  is  in  this  world 
to  have  a goodly  presence!” 

He  now  rose  from  the  table  and  went  to 
the  door,  and  called  aloud  for  some  one 
to  bring  him  a light.  When  that  was 
brought,  and  his  pipe  set  going,  he  sat 
him  down  on  the  bench  by  the  empty 
fire-place,  for  the  seat  seemed  comforta- 
ble, and  there  he  smoked  with  much  con- 
tent, while  his  friend  continued  to  pace 
up  and  down  the  apartment,  meditating 
over  his  own  situation,  and  seemingly  not 
over  well  pleased  with  the  survey. 

Presently  something  in  one  of  the 
pigeon-holes  over  the  fire-place  attracted 
the  attention  of  the  visitor;  and  having 
nothing  better  to  do  (for  he  would  leave 
his  friend  time  to  ponder  over  what  he 
had  said),  he  rose  and  pulled  forth  a little 
bundle  of  sheets  of  paper  that  opened  in 
his  hand  as  he  sat  down  again. 

“What’s  this,  Jack  ?” said  he.  “Hast 
become  playwright  ? Surely  all  of  this 
preachment  is  not  in  praise  of  the  fair 
damsel’s  eyebrows  ?” 

His  friend  turned  round ; saw  what  he 
had  got  hold  of,  and  laughed. 

“That,  now,”  said  he,  “were  some- 
thing to  puzzle  the  wits  with,  were  one 
free  to  go  to  London.  I had  some  such 
jest  in  mind;  but  perchance  ’twas  more 
of  idleness  that  made  me  copy  out  the 
play.” 

“ ’Tis  not  yours,  then  ? Whose  ?”  said 
Master  Frank  Lloyd,  looking  over  the 
pages  with  some  curiosity. 
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“Whose?  Why,  ’tis  by  one  Will 
Shakespeare,  that  you  may  have  heard 
of.  Would  it  not  puzzle  them,  Frank  ? 
Were  it  not  a good  jest,  now,  to  lay  it  be* 
fore  some  learned  critic  and  ask  his  wor- 
ship's opinion  ? Or  to  read  it  at  the  Sil- 
ver Hind  as  of  thy  writing  ? Would  not 
Dame  Margery  weep  with  joy  ? Out 
upon  the  Mermaid  1 — have  we  not  poets  of 
our  own  ?” 

He  had  drawn  near,  and  was  looking 
down  at  the  sheets  that  his  friend  was  ex- 
amining. 

“I  tell  thee  this,  Jack,”  the  latter  said, 
in  his  cool  way,  “there  is  more  than  a 
jest  to  be  got  out  of  a play  by  Will 
Shakespeare.  Would  not  the  booksellers 
give  us  the  price  of  a couple  of  nags  for  it 
if  we  were  pressed  so  far  ?” 

“Mind  thine  own  business,  fool  I”  was 
the  angry  rejoinder;  and  ere  he  knew 


what  had  happened  his  hands  were 
empty. 

And  at  that  same  moment,  away  over 
there  in  Stratford  town,  Judith  was  in 
the  garden,  trying  to  teach  little  Bess 
Hall  to  dance,  and  merrily  laughing  the 
while.  And  when  the  dancing  lesson 
was  over  she  would  try  a singing  lesson; 
and  now  the  child  was  on  Judith's  shoul- 
der, and  had  hold  of  her  bonny  sun-brown 
curls. 

“Well  done,  Bess;  well  done!  Now 
again — 

1 The  hunt  in  up — the  hunt  in  up — 

Awake,  my  lady  dear  / 

0 a mom  in  spring  is  the  sweetest  thing 
Cometh  in  all  the  year  P 

Well  done  indeed!  Will  not  my  father 
praise  thee,  lass ; and  what  more  wouldst 
thou  have  for  all  thy  pains  ?” 


FROM  THE  MOUNTAIN-TOP. 

Dear  World,  looking  down  from  the  highest  of  heights  that  my  feet  can  attain, 
I see  not  the  smoke  of  your  cities,  the  dust  of  your  highway  and  plain ; 

Over  all  your  dull  moors  and  morasses  a veil  the  blue  atmosphere  folds, 

And  you  might  be  made  wholly  of  mountains  for  aught  that  my  vision  beholds. 


Dear  World,  I look  down,  and  am  grateful  that  so  we  all  sometimes  may  stand 
Above  our  own  every-day  level,  and  know  that  our  nature  is  grand 
In  its  possible  glory  of  climbing;  in  the  hill-tops  that  beckon  and  bend 
So  close  over  every  mortal  he  scarcely  can  choose  but  ascend. 

Though  here,  O my  World,  we  miss  something — the  sweet  multitudinous  sound 
Of  leaves  in  the  forest  a-flutter,  of  rivulets  lisping  around,  \ 

The  smell  of  wild  pastures  in  blossom,  of  fresh  earth  upturned  by  the  plough — 
The  uplands  and  all  the  green  hill  sides  lead  the  way  to  the  mountain’s  brow. 

One  world;  there  is  no  separation;  the  same  earth  above  and  below; 

Up  here  is  the  river’s  cloud-cradle;  down  there  is  its  fullness  and  flow; 

My  voice  joins  the  voice  of  your  millions  who  upward  in  weariness  grope, 

And  the  hills  bear  the  burden  to  heaven — humanity’s  anguish  and  hope! 


Dear  World,  lying  quiet  and  lovely  in  a shimmer  of  gossamer  haze, 

Beneath  the  soft  films  of  your  mantle  I can  feel  your  heart  beat  as  I gaze; 

I know  you  by  what  you  aspire  to,  by  the  look  that  on  no  face  can  be 
Save  in  moments  of  high  consecration;  you  are  showing  your  true  self  to  me. 


Dear  World,  I behold  but  your  largeness;  I forget  that  aught  petty  or  mean 
Ever  marred  the  vast  sphere  of  your  beauty,  over  which  as  a lover  I lean; 
And  not  by  our  flaws  will  God  judge  us;  His  love  keeps  our  noblest  in  sight: 
Dear  World,  our  low  life  sinks  behind  us;  we  look  up  to  His  infinite  height! 
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I. 

ILLIAM  RUFUS  once  built  himself 
a great  banqueting  hall. 

When  he  ascended  the  throne  of  his 
father,  William  the  Conqueror,  two  royal 
palaces  came  into  his  hands,  which  were 
destined  to  play  a conspicuous  part  in  the 
future  history  of  England.  They  were 
both  on  the  north  side  of  the  Thames. 
One  was  just  outside  the  walled  city  of 
London,  and  stood  directly  upon  the  wa- 
ter’s edge.  The  other  was  several  miles 
further  up  the  river,  on  a low  meadow  isl- 
and, which  lay  quite  secluded,  close  un- 
der the  well -wooded  river -shore.  The 
crooked  stream  made  one  of  its  abrupt 
curves  midway  between  them,  in  this  in- 
stance as  sharp  as  a right  angle,  so  that, 
in  ascending  it  from  London,  the  battle- 
ments of  the  one  had  long  gone  out  of 
sight  before  the  turrets  of  the  other  came 
into  view.  The  city  palace  was  really 
part  of  a castle  which  had  been  built  on 
the  foundation  of  an  old  Roman  citadel. 
The  country  palace  was  almost  the  wing 
of  a monastery,  which  had  risen  on  the 
site  of  an  ancient  Saxon  church.  When 
Rufus  arrived  on  the  scene  the  castellated 
palace  was  new  and  still  unfinished,  just 
as  it  had  been  left  by  the  Conqueror;  but 
the  monastic  establishment — palace,  con- 
vent, and  abbey  in  a single  pile — stood 
complete,  just  as  it  had  been  built  by  the 
Conqueror’s  predecessor. 

He  determined  to  distinguish  himself 
upon  both  of  them,  and  he  did,  but  in 
the  diverse  fashion  which  might  have  been 
expected  from  the  two  opposite  sides  of 
his  character.  William  Rufus  is  general- 
ly most  vividly  remembered  on  account 
of  his  fatal  adventure  with  an  arrow  in 
the  New  Forest,  but  his  best  claim  to  pre- 
sent recollection  lies  in  the  two  very  strik- 
ing additions  which  he  made  to  these  roy- 
al edifices,  both  of  which  additions  are  ex- 
tant, and  one  of  which — the  one  we  are 
now  interested  in — met  with  quite  as  ac- 
cidental an  experience  as  the  arrow,  in 
glancing  from  the  direction  of  its  immedi- 
ate aim,  and  thereby  doing  excellent  serv- 
ice to  the  state.  The  arrpw  went  to  the 


Editor’s  Note. — The  Magazine  is  indebted  to  the 
courtesy  of  George  Scharf,  Esq.,  Keeper  of  the  Na- 
tional Portrait  Gallery,  London,  for  assistance  in 
selecting  the  most  authentic  and  characteristic  por- 
traits of  English  historical  personages  for  the  illus- 
tration of  this  article. 
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heart  of  but  one  tyrant;  the  Hall  knocked 
over  a whole  dynasty  of  such. 

Rufus  first  took  hold  of  the  unfinished 
fortress  with  all  the  military  vigor  which 
was  his  wont,  completing  the  circuits  of 
its  walls,  building  a huge  council-cham- 
ber, and  carrying  up  the  great  white  tow- 
er whose  image  is  still  reflected  in  the  bo- 
som of  the  Thames.  But  what  interests 
us  especially  now  is  the  nature  of  the 
“improvement”  which  this  reckless  and 
notorious  personage  thought  it  desirable 
to  make  in  its  monastic  companion  on  the 
island  up  the  river. 

As  we  may  well  suppose,  the  associa- 
tions and  traditions  of  this  meadow  isle 
were  rather  too  holy  to  be  much  to  his 
taste.  It  bad  been  the  seat  of  a church 
for  three  or  four  hundred  years.  Not 
very  long  before,  King  Edgar  and  the  fa- 
mous Dunstan  had  turned  the  church  into 
a Benedictine  monastery,  and  enriched  it 
with  lands  and  gold.  King  Canute,  when 
he  came  along,  had  shown  a grave  and 
good  disposition  by  making  it  his  royal 
abode,  and  putting  himself  and  his  court- 
iers on  the  best  of  terms  with  the  abbot 
and  monks.  All  of  these  facts,  together 
with  some  superstitions,  working  a divine 
enthusiasm  into  St.  Edward’s  soul,  led 
him  to  decide  that  this  should  be  the  site 
of  the  grandest  minster  which  England 
had  ever  seen,  dedicated,  like  its  predeces- 
sor, to  St.  Peter. 

Canute’s  palace  having  been  burned 
down,  the  Confessor  built  another  in  its 
place.  Before  this,  however,  he  had  razed 
the  old  monastery  to  the  ground,  and  be- 
gan that  great  minster  the  memories  of 
whose  magnificence  continue  to  this  day. 
He  devoted  to  it  a tenth  of  all  his  sub- 
stance. When  finished,  it  stood  up  a stu- 
pendous Norman  pile,  looking  as  if  one 
of  the  great  Continental  abbeys  had  been 
taken  up  bodily  and  set  down  on  English 
soil.  The  rude  and  heavy  Saxon  church- 
es retired  into  insignificance  before  its 
massive  semicircular  arcades,  its  great 
square  bell  towers,  its  rich  carvings,  and 
its  stained  windows.  As  to  the  palace, 
which  stood  between  its  eastern  apse  and 
the  main  channel  of  the  river,  we  know 
not  how  it  appeared,  except  that  it  must 
have  partaken  somewhat  of  the  same  style 
under  a castellated  form.  Fitz-Stephen,  a 
hundred  years  after,  speaks  of  it  as  “ex- 
alting its  head  and  stretching  wide — an 
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incomparable  structure,  furnished  with 
bastions  and  a breastwork.” 

It  was  very  natural  in  the  Conqueror, 
with  his  claim  to  the  throne  under  the 
will  of  the  Confessor,  to  feel  at  home  un- 
der the  familiar  Norman  pile,  and  to  de- 
cide that  this  should  be  the  place  where 
he  would  establish  his  court  and  receive 
the  fealty  of  his  subjects. 

But  a change  came  over  all  of  the  Con- 
fessor's and  much  of  the  Conqueror’s 
dream  when  William  Rufus  took  up  his 
quarters  here.  This  sovereign,  instead 
of  devoting  one-tentli  of  all  his  substance 
to  the  Church,  would  have  taken  all  its 
tenths  from  it  if  he  could.  Instead,  also, 
of  giving  his  attention  to  the  civil  duties 
of  his  post,  conciliating  his  new  subjects, 
and  prudently  administering  the  laws,  he 
employed  his  leisure,  when  not  quarrel- 
ling with  somebody,  in  the  wildest  festiv- 
ity and  profligacy  which  his  royal  prerog- 
atives could  open  a field  for.  The  abbot 
and  monks  hard  by  stood  aghast,  and  so 
did  after  a while  the  archbishops  and  bish- 
ops all  over  the  kingdom,  for  besides  this 
devil’s  dance  under  their  very  noses,  he 
laid  his  rapacious  hand,  without  stint  and 
everywhere,  on  their  sacred  funds.  He 
did  not  shrink  from  taking  even  their 
golden  shrines  and  silver  chalices.  Re- 
ligion was  a scorn  to  him,  and  the  monks 
a derision. 

After  a while  the  building  fever  set  in 
with  him  again.  He  had  reared  a tower, 
known  to  this  day  as  “The  Tower,”  in 
the  other  palace:  what  should  he  have 
here  ? He  evidently  scouted  the  whole 
concern  as  it  stood,  and  projected  a brand- 
new  palace  on  the  grandest  possible  scale. 
It  was  to  cover  the  green  meadows  and 
gardens  on  the  north  of  the  present  one, 
and  put  the  Abbey  out  of  sight  behind  it  to 
any  one  coming  up  the  river.  What 
would  be  more  consistent  with  his  charac- 
ter than  that  he  should  build  a banquet- 
ing hail ! The  Confessor  had  begun  with 
a church.  But  now  the  Church  itself 
should  blush  for  what  he  was  going  to 
put  up  on  this  holy  ground.  He  deter- 
mined to  make  it  a rival  also  to  the  Ab- 
bey both  in  size  and  splendor.  None  of  the 
records  intimate  that  he  set  about  it  ex- 
actly with  such  a purpose,  but  the  event 
justifies  the  surmise. 

A banqueting  hall  in  itself  was  nothing 
new  or  out  of  keeping.  Every  baronial 
castle  had  one.  This  old  palace  had  a 
large  one.  Such  an  apartment  was  often 


useful  as  a hall  of  business.  But  Rufus 
never  dreamed  of  public  business  on  the 
Conqueror  s scale.  He  had  a magnificent 
soul,  but  it  ran  all  into  a hunger  for  glory 
and  a thirst  for  pleasure.  Before  his  new 
temple  of  Bacchus  and  Venus — for  it  was 
nothing  more — the  old  Abbey,  having  red- 
dened to  the  ears  for  shame,  was  next  to 
turn  pale  with  indignation.  Through  the 
open  windows  of  the  Hall  the  chanting 
monks  should  hear  the  outbursts  of  royal 
revelry  and  voices  in  ribald  song.  No 
greater  congregation  should  the  abbot  get 
into  the  one  than  the  king  would  put  into 
the  other. 

As  we  say,  the  event  gives  color  to 
this  suggestion.  The  building  was  fully 
two  hundred  and  forty  feet  long,  nearly 
seventy  feet  wide,  and  proportionately 
high.  Whether  in  derision,  or  only  to 
follow  the  Angevine  fashion  of  the  time, 
its  style  was  ecclesiastical:  a noble  nave 
divided  by  heavy  round  columns  from 
long-drawn  aisles  on  either  side.  With 
dimensions  so  close  upon  those  of  the  Ab- 
bey as  it  then  was,  its  first  aspect  must 
have  been  that  of  a church  on  a cathedral 
scale.  It  was  enough  to  make  the  Con- 
fessor turn  in  his  shrine. 

Turlogh  O’Brien,  King  of  Ireland,  get- 
ting wind  of  this  great  project  of  a palace, 
seut  over  a fine  present  of  oak  from  the 
oak  forests  of  Shillelagh.  The  generous 
Irishman  would  have  held  his  hand  if  he 
had  known  that  Rufus,  not  long  before, 
had  been  taking  a look  at'his  own  domin- 
ions, from  a rock  on  the  coast  of  Wales, 
with  the  shout,  “ That  ..country  shall  be 
mine!  my  ships  shall  bridge  across  that 
sea!”  This  was  an  ominous  interchange, 
in  view  of  the  way  in  which  the  shillelagh 
has  played  its  part  over  the  heads  of  Brit- 
ish counsels  ever  since. 

At  the  end  of  two  years,  in  1099,  Rufus 
returned  from  Normandy  to  find  his  Hall 
ready  for  his  inspection.  He  strode  into 
it  with  a throng  of  steel-clad  barons  at 
his  heels.  To  his  nobles  its  size  was  stu- 
pendous. Their  own  halls  were  but  clos- 
ets beside  it.  Some  of  them  exclaimed 
that  “it  was  too  large;  larger  than  it 
should  have  been.”  But  the  king  declared 
that  “it  was  not  half  so  large  as  it  should 
have  been,  and  that  it  was  only  a bed- 
chamber in  comparison  with  the  building 
he  intended  to  make.” 

Before  wo  go  on,  the  reader  must  form 
an  idea  of  how  this  remarkable  edifice 
stood  in  relation  to  the  architectural  group 
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at  that  time  presented  to  the  eye.  It  will 
help  him  in  imagining*  the  scenes  which 
afterward  took  place  within  and  around  it. 
If  he  will  place  himself  at  the  north — that 
is,  down  the  river,  as  it  happened  to  flow 
just  here — he  will  have  the  Abbey  extend- 
ing westward  on  the  right,  and  the  old 
palace  in  a cluster  on  the  left,  with  an 
inclosed  quadrangle,  partly  wall,  partly 
cloister,  connecting  them.  The  Great  Hall 
of  William  Rufus  stands  forward  of  these, 
its  front  gable  facing  him,  and  its  rear  ga- 
ble abutting  partly  upon  the  palace,  part- 
ly upon  this  palace  yard.  It  is  therefore 
at  right  angles  with  the  Abbey.  Rufus 
has  laid  out  in  front  of  it  a new  quadran- 
gle, around  which  the  new  palace  build- 
ings are  to  rise.  Other  buildings  did,  in 
the  course  of  ages,  gather  about  it,  but 
not  those  of  his  palace.  Yet  now,  after 
the  lapse  of  nearly  eight  centuries,  this 
open  space  in  front  of  the  Hall  is  still 
called  “the  New  Palace  Yard.” 

The  red-haired  monarch  held  only  one 
banquet  in  his  new  Hall.  He  kept  his 
Whit -Sunday  festival  in  it,  not,  one 
might  be  sure,  in  the  Abbey.  We  may 
imagine  his  convivial  court  and  retainers 
in  full  and  multitudinous  session  round 
groaning  boards,  loaded  heavily  with  gi- 
gantic joints,  after  the  barbaric  Norse  fash- 
ion, flowing  with  whole  casks  of  wine,  but 
the  courtiers  themselves  costumed  after 
the  pink  of  Norman  refinement,  in  long 
robes  and  trailing  mantles,  long  hair  curl- 
ed with  hot  irons,  and  long-peaked  shoes 
turned  up  like  rams’  horns,  carousing, 
trolling  drinking-songs,  listening  to  jest- 
ers and  troubadours,  gambling,  quarrel- 
ling, and  what  not ! 

Very  soon  after  that,  while  his  eyes  and 
cheeks  were  aflame  with  the  wine-cup,  but 
while  also  in  pursuit  of  a more  manly 
banquet  under  the  rafters  of  the  New 
Forest,  the  arrow  of  Sir  Walter  Tirrel 
laid  him  dead  under  a greenwood  tree, 
and  what  was  left  of  him  was  marched, 
to  the  tune  o^the  Church,  though  to  the 
scandal  of  the  time,  into  the  consecrated 
precincts  of  Winchester  Abbey,  the  tower 
of  which  very  properly  toppled  over  upon 
him  soon  afterward.  He  and  King  Ca- 
nute now  share  the  same  stone  coffin. 
Their  bones  are  strange  bedfellows. 

n. 

His  brother  and  successor,  Henry  the 
First,  found  his  hands  full.  The  year 
1100  opened  a new  era,  not  only  in  Eng- 


land, but  in  the  Great  Hall.  The  tables 
were  now  to  be  laid  for  the  long  historic 
banquet  of  the  state:  the  tables  of  eight 
centuries,  thronged  by  the  figures  of  thirty 
generations!  Rufus  had  builded  better 
than  he  knew. 

Had  Rufus  and  his  brother  Henry  been 
rolled  into  one,  the  Conqueror  would  have 
come  again.  But  the  heritage  of  his  pow- 
erful nature  had  been  divided  between 
them,  and  now,  for  the  first  time  since 
his  death,  his  prudence,  foresight,  and  wis- 
dom in  civil  administration  were  to  ap- 
pear. 

The  ship  of  state  at  that  time  was  a 
crank-sided  concern,  trying  to  keep  its 
balance  as  well  as  to  make  headway  in  a 
channel  made  treacherous  and  tumultu- 
ous by  two  opposing  tides:  the  spirit  of 
Norman  baronism  on  one  side,  and  the 
spirit  of  Anglo-Saxon  freedom  on  the  oth- 
er. Rufus  had  plunged  through  the  dif- 
ficulty in  the  spirit  of  his  celebrated  say- 
ing, when  once  crossing  to  Normandy  in 
a storm,  “Kings  never  drown!”  Henry 
took  the  helm  at  the  moment  of  impending 
shipwreck,  and  by  one  adroit  turn  in  his 
course  saved  both  his  throne  and  his  peo- 
ple. He  married  Edith,  the  fair  Saxon  de- 
scendant of  Alfred.  Then  the  vessel  right- 
ed itself.  It  was  safe  from  his  barons. 

What  a banquet  was  now  held  at  her 
coronation  and  marriage  festival  in  the 
Hall ! for  virtually  the  whole  Saxon  people 
sat  down  to  it.  “ Never,”  says  Palgrave, 
“since  the  battle  of  Hastings  had  there 
been  such  a joyous  day  as  when  Queen 
Maud  [her  Norman  name],  the  descendant 
of  Alfred,  was  crowned  in  the  Abbey  and 
feasted  in  the  Great  Hall.”  By  the  Nor- 
man nobles  “the  marriage  was  regarded,” 
says  Macaulay,  “ as  a marriage  between  a 
white  planter  and. a quadroon  girl  would 
now  be  regarded  in  Virginia.”  But  “ God- 
ric,”  as  they  called  the  kfng,  and  “Godi- 
va,”  as  they  called  the  queen,  presided 
that  day  at  a marriage  feast  which  united 
his  house  with  the  English  people  forever. 

The  centuries  began  in  round  numbers — 
November  11, 1100 — on  that  auspicious  eve. 
The  Saxons  who  crowded  Uie  vast  hall, 
and  looked  into  Edith's  fair  face  beneath 
its  cloud  of  golden  hair,  saw  perhaps  only 
the  triumph  of  her  race  in  her  place  on 
the  dais  beside  her  Norman  lord.  They 
saw  Alfred,  “the  darling  of  England,” 
again  on  the  throne,  and  his  blood  again 
descending  through  the  line  of  their  fu- 
ture kings.  Hardly  deeper  than  this  could 
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But  &lith  bad  *n>mio  with  the  >*tnio«-  j who  hudvmved  them  by  the  principles  he 
of  destiny  around  her  She  had  | had  implanted  among  them,  who  had  in- 
epwik  ft*w*i  the  eourt  of  tire  ' vmimkwi(l  ! epired  i uoiii  wih  a reverence  for  the  Law. 
|5pai Kcto .V  She.  the  .datiglitfti*  of  life  \ All  IhteyWas  mystically  written  on  that 
srtn’ iclalcolm.  Oamnore,  whce.hun«elf  .<li/juj  > :<wcch  dovoat  face,  becausCit  was  written 
been  iYj?srx>mi  to  ting  eiwvti  ou.  ilm  '*  * in  the*  fact  that  she  W4s  there.  The-  Nor* 

of  lfyteM  at  J$eone--tfcm  MGtu<  which  bore  a I man  vftu*  slowly  to  retirtfy  ilk*  Saxon  was 

t$b> to  rule.  The  ban- 

•'ami.' iionsfl.iixt.iori  «f  England;  und  in  her  mmi or  Edith,  Queen  of  lv^:h»nd%;  wm  a. 
apj^araneo  here;  even  as  a princess  of  yQtnalmtvd  consequences  nod  prophecies 
Swiiavui,  phoyra*  au  iinjHy>>^nimitlaagh:  ; for  England;  It  was  it  forecast  bf  the  . 
ter  of  dt^uny.  She  had  lu’ourrbt  with  her]  oonmatipw  of  the  peopled 
tho  first  iutlux  of  (bat  Celtic  blood  v hioh  | 
m ’■lire-  hundred  ye^rs  |rr% > > b 

dicsted  Sc*^&fr  ‘ bgbgtikh 

throne,  How  much  ’vdai* 


c^hfehny  hcr^/hdo  sri  of 


~^.who  can  read  the .pr*&ag«3  of  her  ap- 
'Pm fine:  theire  m tjife- light  event*  |$jaf 
1m*vc  come,  She  brought  with  her,  in 


Fifty-four  years  from  that  daj%  He»ry 


banquet,  the  hot  u)m1  i>p 1 i tod  tpa/dto*  of  the 
TOiJm,  . 

No  w hfood  waif  to  tell  Mio  Chnqneroi; 


^u^hnwith  ltoe?  now  h&a  Mhr 

«£^fosthe  meroiyy  of  iui^^i(>sig3  Who toi$;  30  ftnfus's  banpn^Ung  Hhll  WHa 


V (ft.  1 411.-2? 


gle 


Vff 

i*f 


'vv  ‘ V' : V ’ w 

$ * > vjj  ^ /St  a ,V  Ww#  />!? 

f#4wi^ 


» .-  . ^ ‘.o.A  ■ 


?>v  vV<  v ^ -vY 
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'vritiyuog'  her  race  with  brr  tte  spirit  \ nnd  King  .S.  it  red  hud  n<»t  h>tb  eojne  into 
and' power  as  well  ns  tin*  memory  'of  thy-  j the  Jueirt  ami  brain  of  this  icon  me  young 
**&&'**&  i nionarch'  fur  nau*rhl.  He  wrought  u met 


y a: 

» 

"-e:- 
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tending  his  power  to  reach  the  necessities 
of  his  subjects.  And  one  of  the  sublimes! 
ideals  that  we  hare  of  the English ->&;w£r- 
eign  to-day  U that  he  virtually  sUs^ujkMi 
every  judgment  -seat,  ite;' 

Hence  the  worth i * court*  >has  k>ug  tlja&y 
dialed  |teelf  from  the  km#’*  jiaiae*,  &44 

/ao w;de$tg^mle».  every  wtoe^  1x4b-  & hfrU  of 

justice  and  him  who  presides  in  itr  It  is 
the  glamour  of  this  name.  which  at  this 
pdmt  we  seif  ^athoring:  aalxrfttt  the  Great; 
Hall  of  William  Rufus:  the  %'fcopurt,*  m 
the  sense  which  even  r&publibs  can  me 
dersUuid,  had  now  begun  to  crystalline 
within  the^tvuli.s.  Here  the  Roman  cod# 
wjiteti  l he  Norm#**'  brought  oyer,  hen? 
the  $axon  priu>ipfea!:U)  w hich  th^  people 
were  to  blend  themselves  triors  and 
map*.  htg^iher  in  age  after  age,  for  here 
Irlenry  the  Second  laid  the 
in  a distributive  system  of  courts;  of  that 
science  of  jurispnAdenee  whose  practical 
mi^rsIrAiHnre  became  Afterward  m in* 
wrought  with  the  building  that  the.  inbtfv 
Ai  Westminster  .HalV!  grew  intri  & pOjpniar 
name  far  the  law  Iteelf 

The  courts  wore  still  amlnilatory,  fob 
Imviuutlm  king  wWreyer  he journeyed  in 
MW  kingdom,  mid  wore  not  permanently 
fikrtl  5h  the  Hall  until  several  reigns  later, 
i>V*t  ihetr  places  had  been  iafeem.  and  we 
.shall  not  he  antkdpatiug  any  important 
details  if  we  give  at  this  ^iinJr  PalgraveV 
ptoiVu^  ^^  the  interior,  ;■':'  ’’  ‘ ' ‘ 

•.'•''  ..The  edt lice  and  the  ttebunals/'  he  say*. 
reflated  pmjpprlati.^  upon 

ftaeh.  other,  ^ pen.  the  bigVv  dais  sk»o4  ■ 
the  tehfe  of  marble'  Atone ; Jtere  ajrtfce  foe* 
of  the  monarch  sat  the  iclmuo^ll^r  and  his 
clerks  Vhett  the  te&l  Opened,  ^ud  the 
public  function  annexed  to  the  higbed 
emblem  of  judicial  authority,  the  sover- 
eign’s symbolical  representation,  tv&s  |#K 
iuVtted w a t'the'virorcl  pf  the  fcln'gv  inti*  acoti- } formed.  Here*  also,  in  ifte  earliest 
aerated  Chamber  of  Justice.  It.  was. the  I did  the  king  in  person,  or  those  judges 
tested  fort  wiihia  dte-w^lisof  diA>  reign  of  . whp  held  their  places  before  the  'king  him*  • 
law  in  ,ll»e  realm,  self,  exercise  the  supreme  criminal  pidiea 

Titi*'  fa*h  revives  the  wmmi&eute  of  lure.  Kveh  after  all  the  changes  in  oiif 
KaU>  wiKm'  i% the  jijrjspnidehee  there  ate  still  pti„rpi.^for 
adroitted  extension  of  t he  palaa?  poople-  which  llte  Chancery  and  die  Kiagfs  Bench 
•vurd.  tie-  gate  - at  which  the  people  enter-  art?  one. 

ed  into,  the  'prtehnee*  of  the  kjAg,  to  find  41  At  th&  entrance  of  the  Hall,  on  thr 
Who  edtter  at  the  head  of  the  table  to  tfcft  rfde,  yott  passetl  the-Exchei^^i  Xifc 
tvidch  In*  hail  ipyited  tfierti , what  waa  piay  ytet.  see  over  the ^ doorway  the  gm- 

rprite  psiTallr  he  seftl  at  jud^  tesqm?  of  th^  with  the^iktui 

metit,  adiulru^ti-ring  the  ja  ^ it> thcn» , One  verste  in  which  hits ^ duty  is  described.  On 
of  ihii  attoihii  t ; pic  turn*  tve-  ho  va  of  an  the  right  aye  the  judges  of  tile 

early  EngUih  king  is  asva  |Tidgev  die  head  \ Pleas.  They  wm'  not  llx^d  in  the  Ball 
»f  a ^apx^rne  trihtiuiil,  m the  act  f fmmux)gatK>ri  of  M^tea  Ctorta; 


?ir>*RV  u. 

ynim  ib*  ttoz*  n i FonWr<»un. 
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tifeath,  *ccu ri ty ur  najkk 

Here  oven  tire  d^tltiies  of  1 fm  iiatlon  teem- 

of  ewytis  su>& 


whdu  link**  fan?  gcmt  courts  could  take  life  betv/ee«  the. 
up  e^eh  Vk  aligned  position ^ and  inclose  sceptres  tm  the  one  baud, .•aud  ilio  weight 
itself  Jtehtiid  a talurtrode  or  seat  itself  of  a x^ojUels  happiness  am)  wealth  o.u  file 
upon  a;  jilaffoem;  and  trend;  no  more  otbei*. 

upon  thfr  ruotnisje«& of ife aimeltii^ni  ■$&&'■  Wh at  a betieli  rtf  elianVoVbvr«  tin d chief 
royal  t«n  uqueiing:  rooni  *>r  puMie  Wiceitin# 

hall  than  *v  ^ v.8i^i^*r  Bacon, 

could  fchtldge  t he  catfeedmL  It  . '^nd  ' ..|J61t.:4yd-’  -^Vke,  and 

will  iiow  be  w>c&&&jy  for  the  re/afler  i<<  -Ifcfcb&fleUl,  and  11»urk*’w,  ;uh)  Eblon  — we 
carry  them  in  his  mixul  hi  *nxy  &nb&*picnt  \ hare  not  poonV  to  nfuu#  them  alb 
depiction  of  the  ^specialiy  the  i •;  Let  us  retuvu  p.o  w to  Henry  the  Second , 

two  indiums,  which  pecnpied  the  upper  i engaged  in.  the  supreme  and  chai^ctenstlc 
end  — the  Court  of  {.%ymu>ry  on  Ids  right,  ’ conflict  of  his  rei&tt—iv  conflict  Which 
the  Court  of  Kiiigis  Bench  oji  hi».  ^ftv  .shook: . Euglah&Mts  he  reached  out  his 
This  orrang'emen  t,  by  wfa  id*  $ U four  oof  \t  ys 
Were  in  session  under  the  same  roof  and  in 

sig'ht  of  one  another,  continued  until  the  vtfSfififa&h 

ly^rortatipii  of  George  the  Fourth  f when;  r 

the  Hull  was  cleared  fodh.e  most  epiendid 
and  costly  banquet  ever  held  in  H—ra.bato 
quel  in  the  blaze  of  which  all  ite  ancient 

m:V‘  " 


uses  of  every  kind  -panm  ioatbetMl; 

HtiW  taw  (liar  uameago  t^ack  material 
cireumstttooes ! The.^'N>nrl.'’ii.s  we  has’e 
seen,  to  the  lung  s pn'laco;  the  “King's 
Bench,  “ to  the  marb^!  g|aJ>,  three  feet  wide 
ami  utficteeu. . . feet . was  then 

raised  <m  it  conapiehous  platftinn,  but 
which  now  lies  buried  umier  the  pkv<y 
meat  beneath;  tt»«  “ Chancerg,”  to  the 
cro-sseil  timber- work,  or  laifticc— 
which  fram  time  tmratunnrM  hud  sought 
to  guard  from  intrusion  itegitf-.ted  preo'iitH; 
th»v‘l  EKchfiquer/’ t«.»  the  t&bte  covered  with 
checkered  work,  on  wtiich  the  officers  re- 
ceivctl  ami  coanted  the  revenues  of  the 
kingdom ; the*  ‘Common  Pleas,*’  to  the  fact 
that  a tribunal  was  first  seen  in  the  Hall 
where  the  “ Oomumns”  might  bring  their 
own  rootrovetsios  for  adjustmeut— court 
which  h.«u>.  been  well  called  “the  most 

Stood y ;piU*|r -of  the  kingd- >m 's  franchises. ! ’ 

how  U?i  the,  ii»»giua- 
tion  its  w'e  look  from  this  pmjst  Down  ite 
ciate  'bf  Jigfea  undertho  dark  mof  of.  Pai- 

tpiitedL  jpd|^\grandjy  bewigged,  assem- 
bling m poiwp  or  sitting  in  grave  mystery 
and  dignity  before  the  eyes  of  t lu?  erotyiia 
al$d  Jrathoretl  her*?.  The  majesty  of  roy- 
alty itself  is  riot  greater  than  ihut  rtf  these, 
':“  their  inajeslves! ' Of  the  law;  H^re  tlie 
hehl  up,  tuid  liero  they 
tremble  in  all  those  passiug  centuries. 


RICHARD  1. 

I *l  **  >.fM. 

fit  ifiiw  Sn^Wko  ;rsT  AatiquarVw, 
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precious  youth.  “My  father,  in  doing* 
it,  thinketh  it  not  more  than  heeometh 
him,  he,  being  born  of  princely  blood  only 
on  the  mother's  side,  served  me  that  am 
a king  born,  having  both  a king  to  my  fa- 
tber  and  a queen  to  my  mother!"  In  oth- 


IV. 

But  nineteen  years  after  that.  clay.  Sep- 
tember 3,  1169,  Richard  the  First,  the  bro- 
ther between  them,  who  did  his  full  share 
with  the  others  in  breaking  his  fathers 
heart,  holds  a gorgeous  banquet  in  the 


1 zxvtor* 


PARLIAMENT  OF  EDWARD  1. 


Hall  on  his  coronation  day.  His  father 
now  serves  him  by  being  out  of  the  way. 

The  rude  magnificence  of  the  scene 
comes  back  to  us  in  Ivanhoe , not  so  much 
in  the  story  as  iu  the  general  picture  there 
given  of  the  period.  The  new-made  mon- 
arch, after  a most  royal  consecration  iu 
the  Abbey,  now  sits  in  the  brilliantly 


er  words,  the  son  of  an  carl  might  well 
wait  on  the  son  of  a king!  — a remark 
worthy  of  the  eldest  brother  of  John, 
Happily  this  King  Henry  did  not  live. 

Out  of  t his  banquet  and  coronation  came 
the  assassination  of  Beeket,  for  it  was  his 
excommunicathm  of  the  prelates  which 
afterward  excited  the  rage  of  the  king. 


tL.o.M  at  mi' 
Ph*x 


liiilU  armid  all  Iwnms 

wd  u 9?j&fc  ttesevlji- 
t iy>  fej*  'Htf# ;'W* Soi  »i  wHJ  limi-s  fraefc 
rosily  dniastw  m y&tiielt 
f.ijev  iju  ’file 

sirtH*  dyfiufop-’tnt**);  m tl.it>  nmx*  •' 
si/rtt  o?  j&e  [$11x01.1  m;i*«l  only  ha 

m\  U more  , ywg&cms  *ad$i4  to 
;v.;r*v  f|V:  *iyeokir-)e  of  that  nijr.ht:  ihe  m.- 
high  flril*  til  tile  ivf> )u*r  oral, 

!&•*&& t wtfb  *e:*rlet  cloth,  loaded  with 
Yh>-udy«  of  the  feast  its-  »ihvi* 
^fdt-r  the  ligitt 
ttOKteiabm  set  wvtjfe 
oitno|>.v  ov#** 

■fa^ui  ••  ‘W$tH  Hve  •'Oytvl 

wjtlv  i\icl>  t&pestrio*:  t .te 

l»OV«rod  With  ‘‘fijpOM.  the 

t^Aouler  of  tjifc  H&H  W'lftl  i 

Hie  h*4i^r  a*n1  lltiSjn irm i i^Wt?s.  *X< i u ji* 

tU>vni  the  fluii  & h*?l>W  the 
kh‘4f  Whu.  •teiteallng  ifi 

V*(b**  fpiTu  h)j*  father.  3ik 
-;Vf  He  m Ui4  iugU  oibw?  M \m 

*£!'*&:&  jp^jl Aios  &*.i$  'ImVwr*  *»  <fcrw*3i  *>;yk 

tji  * oifhv**  &&)fc  \W 

h**!  -i tMtAriW  0/  Lvjjtuiou 

hob ^ tbir  fdl  i»;f  i^ti7vh^ 

ti*  fit  tbs  Hriir.hen  ami  Jjnvr 

fvf  thv  drWul  -hi*  fi*t**bri 


Ihh  Vtfas  a banquet  ?xt»o  of  bfajjgjtf » 

i‘)to  wl.wh  th‘.i  J!.M  r,.  I * ;},;[  »r.:»i]ej 

iri^.vfefetid  to  £liiv.  day  gtefttt; 

lias  woven  J.ho  .spirit'  of  ft  1 alb  jib?  f^ou& 
tvnnmiye,  1ml  ilm  tveid  t4M>t 

phw-e  hff:iY=.  The  -Jews  Imil  boeu 
off  fbe f>reijni?U'S  hy  e^pc^iiil  decree,  fnt  I'+v.V* 
of  eorUiUi t meii t^/’ * . But  fliejr 

stow  io  holmve 'that  iheh’  ;>:'iU^.hildje^7 
v/i>ut  so  fatr-a^  t ,hk.  Tift  p>«vt  lib fTts  Iwl 
m:*Vf.T  tliHj»^?»yed  any  ,sueh  \V.<aykik^.  Ilo 
hail  like*'.!  tlJe?«i  ;vi>  Writ  a*  tluiy  weVe  that 
'b*^  WoMkl  fitlt  eVevj  iet  thtou  Vks)!ueChn^ 
Uftn,5*f , T iui’  bn  >r^  Hioy  w are  Jt*  .-,  t h e x&o  re 
IIow  n»»w  sliouIU 
‘ ' I i«n  o Of  ilu'if  >ri|^ide.s,  vylvo  wits 
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their  ample  gabardines.  They  succeeded 
in  getting  inside  the  triple  Norman  doors 
before  they  were  detected.  We  may  be 
sure  that  the  time  they  had  chosen  was  aft- 
er the  boar’s  bead  had  gone  up  to  the  king, 
with  its  usual  flourish  of  trumpets,  and 


upon  the  intruders.  There  was  a dreadful 
scuffle  on  the  threshold,  somewhat  stifled, 
however,  lest  the  king  should  hear.  The 
crowd  outside— burghers,  yeomanry,  and 
Saxon  churls— rose  from  their  cakes  ami 
ale  to  take  part  in  it.  What  the  Lords 


T1IK  GREAT  ROOF. 
Kr<>m  Jr*wfn*  by  II.  Ifowley 


the  odor  of  swine’s  flesh  had  also  gone  up  j had  thus  begun,  the  Commons  undertook 
to  the  roof  in  the  fumes  of  the  wine,  which  i to  finish ; GuHh  laid  on  with  his  cudgel, 
had  now  begun  to  How  more  freely  than  j and  Wamba  with  a gammon  of  bacon, 
ever.  The  carousing  was  at  its  height,  j The  king  shouted  from  within,  *v  What  is 
In  another  moment  they  would  have  all  this  noise  to-day  ?v  The  door  keeper 
w rapped  their  spells  about  the  king,  when  j answered,  •“  Nothing;  only  the  boys.ro- 
all  at  once  the  pious  Templar  Sir  Briau  j joiee,  and  are  merry  at  heart  ' — for  which 
de  Beds  GuilheH..  and  the  gentle  Reginald  mendacious  statement  to  the  really  disap- 
l1  ront  de  Bumf,  or,  if  not  precisely  they.  {jointed  Crusader  he  was  after  ward  dragged 
some  of  thit  kind,  horrified  at  the  sight  | to  death  at  the  tails  of  horses.  Whence 
of  the  yellow  faces  at  the  door,  leaped  some  might  conclude  that  Isaac  of  York 
from  their  places  and  threw  themselves  was  wise  in  insisting  upon  plying  his  “ eu- 
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chantments.  ” But  what  began  that  night 
as  an  enraged  expulsion  from  the  door- 
way of  the  Hall,  ended  in  a massacre  and 
pillage  of  the  wretched  people  all  over  the 
kingdom. 

It  was  many  a day  thereafter  before  the 
realm  of  England  could  get  the  vapors  of 
this  vague  fear  of  “ enchantments’*  out  of 
its  head.  And  it  required  a long  steel- 
yard of  no  less  than  six  hundred  and  sev- 
enty years  before  the  sliding  weight  of 
justice  could  notch  itself  far  enough  along 
to  lift  away  the  dead- weight  of  that  bloody 
day  from  the  doorway  of  Westminster 
Hall.  But  when  that  hour  arrived,  the 
richest  Jew  in  England,  the  greatest  mon- 
ey-lender of  Europe,  walked  unchallenged 
across  that  self-same  threshold,  across  the 
very  area  where  Richard  and  his  barons 
had  held  their  feast,  to  take  his  seat  at 
the  higher  table  of  the  House  of  Com- 
mons, though  not  “on  the  true  faith  of  a 
Christian.” 

V. 

We  make  a long  step  now,  over  the 
reign  of  John,  into  the  closing  years  of 
Henry  the  Third.  W e look  for  the  massive 
old  Abbey  of  the  Confessor;  it  has  gone. 
But  another,  of  lighter,  richer,  more  beau- 
tiful design,  is  rising  in  its  place.  Pointed 
arches— no  longer  heavy  round  ones.  The 
new  minster  is  to  cover,  also,  a greater 
space.  But  after  thirty  years  only  the 
choir  and  transepts  are  finished.  There 
is  no  great  nave,  as  yet,  trending  westward. 
Still  Henry  has  opened  it  with  imposing 
ceremonies,  and  resepulchred  the  Confess- 
or’s bones  in  a gorgeous  shrine.  The  gray 
old  Hall  has  almost  a shabby  aspect  now, 
under  the  tall,  majestic,  cream-colored  tor- 
so of  an  abbey  which  looks  clear  over 
its  head  down  the  river.  But  the  com- 
pensation is  to  come.  A very  mountain 
of  the  nation’s  treasure  had  been  melted 
into  that  mass  of  richly  sculptured  stone. 
Bad  enough  had  it  been  to  see  the  court 
run  down  with  foreign  adventurers, to  hear 
a polyglot  of  alien  tongues  all  round  the 
palace,  to  be  taxed  for  endless  banquets 
and  pageants,  for  jesters  and  mummers, 
for  painters  and  troubadours.  But  the 
cost  of  these  had  been  nothing  to  what 
the  Abbey  had  swallowed  up.  The  king, 
who  had  not  a spark  of  royal  spirit  in 
him,  liad  stooped  to  any  meanness  in  or- 
der to  provide  himself  with  funds.  Soft 
and  flabby  enough  as  a man,  he  proved 
a very  sponge  as  a builder,  and  sucked 
church  and  state  and  people  dry  that  he 
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might  pour  the  wealth  of  the  kingdom 
over  the  Abbey  walls.  The  now  humili- 
ated Hall,  after  watching  it  all  during  these 
many  years,  was  curiously  driven  at  last 
into  developing  a mind  of  its  own.  It 
turned  out  to  be  a democratic  mind  — a 
new  experience  for  a royal  hall. 

These  following  three  incidents  will 
show  that  the  now  excited  old  Hall  is  get- 
ting its  sluggish  faculties  together.  The 
king  is  brought  down  on  his  marrow- 
bones before  it,  first  by  the  people,  next 
by  the  prelates,  last  by  the  barons. 

London  at  that  time  was  a thriving 
commercial  city,  driving  a brisk  trade  up 
and  down  the  Channel,  and  away  round 
into  the  Mediterranean.  Its  merchants 
had  grown  so  big  that  Henry  ill-natured- 
ly twitted  them  with  trying  to  be  barons. 
Their  wealth  made  them  a rich  prey  for  him 
whenever  there  was  a money  crisis  at  court. 
Their  pride,  too,  was  something  he  liked 
to  cut  down.  It  was  the  age  of  fairs — 
huge  mercantile  encampments,  held  occa- 
sionally in  different  parts  of  the  country, 
by  bishops  and  other  local  authorities,  as 
a way  of  adding  to  their  revenues.  The 
king  proposed  to  hold  what  he  called  a 
“St.  Edward’s  Fair”  in  the  meadows 
around  his  palace.  He  first  issued  a de- 
cree prohibiting  all  other  fairs  in  the  king- 
dom. Then  he  turned  upon  London,  and 
ordered  its  merchants  literally  “ tpshut  up 
shop.”  All  its  traffic  must  cease  during  the 
two  weeks  of  this  royal  sale.  The  traffic, 
therefore,  suddenly  ceased,  but,  at  his  fur- 
ther command,  broke  out  in  a huge  and 
brilliant  encampment  all  round  him  at 
Westminster.  Its  tents  and  pavilions,  fill- 
ed with  the  rich  merchandise  of  the  city, 
rolled  in  billows  along  the  river-bank, 
and  back  around  the  Abbey  and  the  Hall. 

All  might  have  gone  merrily  still,  if  not 
for  the  merchants,  for  his  Majesty.  But 
Father  Thames  rose  in  dudgeon  and  an 
inundation.  The  clouds  also  poured 
down  water.  The  meadows  became  a 
marsh,  the  tents  went  down,  the  merchan- 
dise was  ruined,  and  the  merchants  mad- 
dened. It  did  not  soften  their  tempera 
to  know  that  the  royal  spite  had  brought 
them  to  this,  as  well  as  the  royal  will. 

It  is  seldom  we  get  in  one  package  such 
a neat  piece  of  tyranny  as  this  with  such 
consequences  upon  the  mind  of  the  ty- 
rant. It  will  stand  for  a specimen.  When 
the  Londoners  at  last,  through  this  and  a 
great  deal  more  like  it,  had  been  wrought 
up  to  the  highest  pitch  of  exasperation, 
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the  great  Hall  was  called  to  his  help  by 
the  equally  frightened  and  disappointed 
king.  He  sent  for  the  citizens  to  come 
down  with  their  wives  and  families,  even 
to  their  boys  of  twelve  years  old,  in  order 
that  he  might  try  the  effect  of  an  apology 
with  tears.  And  he  did  stand  up  before  a 
crowd  of  thousands  of  them — 44  the  short, 
stout,  ungainly  old  man  with  the  blinking 
left  eye” — and  “humbly,  and  as  if  with 
rising  tears,”  entreated  their  forgiveness 
for  “his  anger,  malevolence,  and  rancor 
toward  them.” 

But  now  for  the  next  scene,  three  years 
after.  His  bishops  had  lost  confidence 
in  his  repeated  promises  to  keep  inviolate 
the  charters  of  John.  He  was  again  in 
desperate  need  of  money,  and,  in  order  to 
get  a grant  from  their  revenues,  offered 
to  take  a form  of  oath  which  confessed 
that  his  royal  word  was  worthless. 

The  ceremony  to  which  he  submitted 
was  as  appalling  as  it  was  humiliating. 
It  took  place  deep  in  the  night,  when  the 
Hall  was  wrapped  in  darkness.  All  the 
prelates  entered  in  procession,  with  the 
Archbishop  of  Canterbury  at  their  head, 
and  each  bore  a lighted  taper  in  his  hand. 
v The  barons  stood  looking  on  in  the  gloom. 
A taper  was  offered  to  the  king,  but  he 
excused  himself,  as  “he  was  no  priest,” 
but,  to  prove  his  sincerity, 4 4 he  would  keep 
his  hand,  upon  his  breast  during  the  pro- 
ceedings.” The  charters  of  King  John 
were  now  read  aloud.  Then  in  solemn 
tones  the  archbishop  pronounced  the 
anathema,  invoking  the  curse  of  Heaven 
upon  those  persons  who  in  future  should 
violate  the  two  charters  now  confirmed  by 
the  king.  Suddenly  the  Hall  was  in  dark- 
ness. Every  light  had  been  extinguished, 
and  thrown  “ stinking  and  smoking  upon 
the  ground.”  Then  again  was  heard  the 
voice  of  the  archbishop  uttering  the  dire 
malediction  that  the  souls  of  every  one 
who  infringed  the  charters  “might  thus 
be  extinguished,  and  stink  and  smoke  in 
hell!”  The  ceremony  was  thought  to  be 
over,  when  the  king  broke  the  dead  still- 
ness by  voluntarily  saying,  4 4 So,  may  God 
help  me,  I will  inviolably  observe  all  these 
things,  as  I am  a man  and  a Christian,  a 
knight  and  a crowned  and  anointed  king.” 

How  well  he  kept  the  oath  is  shown  by 
what  followed  five  years  after,  on  the  2d  of 
May,  1258. 

The  great  council  of  the  barons  was  to 
meet,  but  when  they  had  assembled  it  was, 
by  preconcert,  in  full  armor.  The  stone 


floor  rang  with  their  iron  tread.  They 
held  their  drawn  swords  in  their  hands — a 
kind  of  tapers  that  would  not  go  out. 
When  the  king  and  the  other  counsellors 
appeared,  they  sheathed  their  weapons  or 
laid  them  aside.  It  was  an  act  of  respect, 
but  the  clash  of  steel  resounded  through 
the  hall.  The  emphasis  with  which  the 
blades  went  home  showed  that  they  might 
be  forth-coming  again.  The  king  started 
back  in  alarm,  exclaiming : 4 4 What  means 
this  ? Am  I a prisoner  ?” 

“No,  sir,”  said  the  violent  Roger  Bi- 
god ; 4 4 but  your  foreign  favorites  and  your 
prodigality  have  brought  misery  upon  this 
realm.  Wherefore  we  demand  that  the 
powers  of  government  be  delegated  to  a 
committee  of  the  bishops  and  barons,  who 
may  correct  abuses  and  enact  good  laws.” 

This  high-tempered  noble  had  been  the 
first  to  speak,  but  the  real  leader  of  the 
formidable  league  was  the  king’s  own 
brother-in-law,  Simon  de  Montfort,  Earl 
of  Leicester — the  idol  of  the  people  and 
the  terror  of  the  king.  He  opened  the 
memorable  debate.  The  meeting  closed 
with  the  appointment  of  the  commission, 
with  De  Montfort  at  the  head  of  it.  It 
was  the  first  roll  of  thunder  which  be- 
tokened the  coming  storm.  It  ushered 
in  a civil  war.  The  swords  of  the  barons 
did  spring  from  their  scabbards  again, 
and  not  only  the  king,  but  Prince  Ed- 
ward, his  son,  were  prisoners.  Then,  sev- 
en years  from  that  day,  a Parliament  met 
in  this  self-same  Hall  of  William  Rufus, 
in  which,  for  the  first  time,  representa- 
tives of  the  people,  knights,  citizens,  and 
burghers,  sat  and  deliberated  with  the 
barons,  bishops,  and  abbots.  The  House 
of  Commons  was  born  l 

VI. 

Nine  years  after— August  9, 1274 — Ed- 
ward the  First,  just  returned  from  the  Cru- 
sades, having  been  crowned  in  the  Abbey, 
held  his  banquet  in  the  Hall.  Eleanor,  the 
devoted  wife  who  had  sucked  the  Saracen’s 
poison  from  his  wound,  sat  by  his  side. 
The  Hall  could  not  contain  the  hospital- 
ities of  this  coronation.  It  was  to  be  a 
banquet  of  the  people  as  well  as  of  the  no- 
bles: rich  and  poor,  high  and  low,  were 
alike  made  welcome  at  the  gates  of  West- 
minster. Great  temporary  halls  were 
built,  supplied  by  kitchens  in  the  open  air. 
Innumerable  leaden  caldrons  poured  forth 
their  steam  and  savory  odors  for  fifteen 
days.  Droves  of  oxen,  sheep,  and  swine 
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were  paddocked  close  by,  as  on  a modern 
market  day  when  a city  is  to  be  fed.  White 
wine  and  red  flowed  like  water  through 
conduits  close  by.  On  the  very  spot  where 
St.  Margaret’s  Church  now  stands,  a vast 
stable  was  built  for  the  gorgeously  capari- 
soned steeds  on  which  the  barons  and  prel- 
ates, with  their  richly  attired  retinues, 
had  likewise  come  to  the  coronation. 

On  the  first  day  of  the  banquet,  Alex- 
ander the  Third  of  Scotland,  a baron  also 
of  England,  rode  up  to  the  door  of  the 
Hall,  attended  by  one  hundred  of  his 
knights.  As  they  sprang  to  the  ground, 
their  chargers,  with  all  their  gorgeous 
housings,  were  allowed  to  dash  away 
whithersoever  they  would,  and  into  the 
possession  of  any  who  could  catch  them. 
No  sooner  had  this,  the  head  of  the  arriv- 
ing cavalcade,  vanished  in  such  an  aston- 
ishing style,  than  the  king’s  nephew,  the 
Earl  of  Cornwall,  closed  the  gap  with  an- 
other glittering  train  of  one  hundred 
knights,  and  the  same  scene  was  enacted 
again.  Then  followed  the  Earl  of  Glouces- 
ter, after  him  the  Earl  of  Pembroke,  after 
him  the  Earl  of  Warrenne,  each  in  the 
midst  of  a dazzling  retinue  of  knights, 
when  three  hundred  horses  more  were  suc- 
cessively set  loose.  In  a few  moments  the 
whole  five  hundred  wrere  careering  away 
down  the  streets  and  over  the  fields,  with 
an  excited  multitude  in  a mad  chase  after 
them. 

After  this  lordly  exhibition  of  pride, 
and  of  rather  reckless  good-will  to  the 
people— reckless  as  to  who  were  to  be  run 
over,  and  who  were  to  be  made  happy  by 
these  benefits— the  sumptuous  king  of  the 
north,  with  these  equally  sumptuous  earls, 
and  the  whole  five  hundred  knights,  went 
into  the  Hall,  moving  in  stately  procession 
to  the  upper  end,  amid  as  stately  a cere- 
mony of  reception  as  such  a costly  entrance 
deserved.  The  Scottish  king  had  come 
from  his  palace  down  the  river — since  fa- 
mous as  Scotland  Yard  — for  which  and 
his  other  possessions  in  England  he  had 
done  homage  to  the  English  king.  He 
was  in  an  acquiescent  mood  to  anything 
reasonable  that  might  be  desired,  and  it  was 
therefore  so  contrived  that  he  sat  under 
Eld  ward’s  thumb  on  the  right.  There  had 
been  great  hopes  that  Llewellyn  of  Wales 
might  also  arrive,  and  sit  under  his  thumb 
on  the  left.  But  the  wary  W elshman  was 
suspicious,  and  would  not  come.  Hence 
this  symmetrical  as  well  as  significant  ar- 
rangement was  spoiled. 


Things  went  very  well  with  the  consti- 
tution, but  not  with  the  union,  under  Ed- 
ward. He  did  noble  work  with  the  legis- 
lature, bringing  it  into  very  much  the  form 
it  has  to-day.  The  lines  of  his  policy,  so 
far,  were  ail  statesman-like,  and  ran  deep 
into  the  future.  But  when  he  put  his 
hand  on  the  lines  which  tended  to  union, 
he  seemed  to  touch  the  electric  threads  of 
fate.  Wales  yielded;  but  Scotland  ap- 
peared to  be  charged  with  the  very  genius 
of  a destiny  which  foiled  him  at  every  turn. 

The  “Hammer  of  the  Scots”  hammered 
the  nation  out  of  all  apparent  existence, 
and  yet  it  instantly  sprang  into  more  vig- 
orous life  than  ever.  The  blows  he  struck 
on  those  chords  of  fate  awoke  all  the  min- 
strelsy of  the  border  for  four  hundred 
years  to  come.  But  they  awoke  first  the 
pibroch  of  William  Wallace,  and  with  it  a 
spirit  and  power  in  that  people — and  in 
all  people  thereafter— to  a depth  which 
never  had  been  stirred  before. 

A strange  humor  was  it  in  Edward — 
looking  like  a fatality  in  his  own  nature— 
which  led  him  to  defy  even  the  very  voice 
of  prophecy,  and  place  the  “ Stone  of  Des- 
tiny” in  the  Abbey  of  Westminster,  with- 
in the  very  oaken  chair  which  was  to  be 
the  coronation  throne  of  every  sovereign 
of  England  thenceforth.  For  wherever 
that  stone  should  be  found,  so  its  ancient 
inscription  ran,  the  all-potential  force  of 
Scotland  should  be  felt.  Little  did  Ed- 
ward dream,  when  he  thus  enthroned  the 
stone,  that  a Scottish  king  should  legally 
sit  upon  it  within  three  hundred  years, 
under  the  two  nations’  unanimous  ac- 
claim ! Little  did  he  dream  that  in  a cen- 
"tury  more  a constitution  should  rise  out 
of  this  self-same  popular  spirit  he  now 
evoked,  so  interwoven  by  the  reciprocal 
working  of  one  people  upon  the  other 
that  their  union  should  come  in  the  insti- 
tutional blending  of  both! 

And  as  little  did  he  dream  that  he  was 
to  receive  in  his  own  person  the  first 
shock  of  this  fated  and  recoiling  influence 
of  Scotland  upon  his  throne.  He  received 
that  shock  in  Westminster  Hall.  When 
he  put  forth  his  hand  to  tax  the  people 
in  order  to  sustain  his  wars,  he  overstrain- 
ed the  charter  of  King  John.  Then  his 
barons  and  the  people  rose.  It  was  a pre- 
rogative lie  would  not  yield.  But  when 
Wallace  had  hurled  his  armies  out  of  the 
Highlands,  and  he  found  himself  on  the 
verge  ilso  of  a civil  war,  his  spirit  gave 
way — or  rather  his  good  sense  came  to  the 
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rescue — under  the  onset  of  the  popular 
feeling.  He  bowed  to  the  will  of  the  na- 
tion. It  was  a memorable  day  for  Eng- 
land when  its  greatest,  wisest,  proudest, 
most  patriotic  prince  stood  before  those  as- 
sembled thousands  on  a scaffold  in  front  of 
the  Hall  of  Rufus,  the  tallest  man  in  his 
dominions,  and  “every  inch  a king,”  his 
heroic  frame  trembling  in  the  agony  of 
his  pride,  his  bravo  voice  breaking  as  he 
spoke,  and  the  tears  rolling  down  his  no- 
ble, indomitable  face.  But  it  was  the  son 
of  Alfred  who  stood  there,  as  well  as  the 
son  of  the  Conqueror,  the  first  Norman 
king  with  a Saxon  name,  the  first  also 
with  an  English  spirit,  admitting  to  the 
people,  but  in  no  craven  impulse  like  his 
father,  that  he  had  done  them  wrong,  and 
promising  them  amends!  Out  of  the  sin- 
cere emotion  of  that  hour  came  the  signa- 
ture to  the  statute  of  the  confirmation  of 
the  charters.  “The  greatest  of  the  dis- 
tinctions between  a limited  and  despotic 
monarchy”  was  established.  After  this 
the  Commons  of  England  alone  were  to 
raise  the  supplies  which  should  sustain 
the  power  of  the  crown. 

What  a picturesque  finale  to  all  this  is 
now  given  us  in  the  great  Hall  1 It  comes 
to  us  tartaned  with  the  romance  of  Miss 
Porter’s  Scottish  Chiefs . The  heroic 
Wallace,  after  eight  years’  warfare  in  his 
native  mountains  with  all  the  power 
which  Edward  could  put  forth;  Wallace, 
once  the  “Protector”  of  Scotland,  still 
the  idol  of  its  people,  the  noblest  and  fore- 
most of  all  its  chieftains,  whose  name  was 
to  ring  in  both  legend  and  song  through 
the  heart  of  his  nation  for  generations  to 
come;  Wallace,  the  yellow-haired  giant, 
whose  two  - handed  claymore  had  flashed 
on  loch -side  and  hill -side  for  the  inde- 
pendence and  freedom  of  his  country  — 
was  brought  down  from  his  prison  in 
Dumbarton  Castle,  and  crowned  in  mock- 
ery with  a garland  of  oak  leaves  as  “a 
king  of  outlaws  and  robbers,”  was  dragged 
into  Westminster  Hall,  and  arraigned  be- 
fore the  judges  of  Edward  as  a traitor  to 
the  English  crown.  The  mockery  which 
crowned  him  with  such  a title  was  only 
equalled  by  the  mockery  which  tried  him 
on  such  a charge.  ‘ ‘ Traitor  I could  never 
be,”  was^bis  true  and  bold  answer,  “for  I 
was  not  a subject  to  King  Edward.” 

It  was  on  August  23, 1305,  that  he  went 
forth  from  that  door— the  door  of  liberty 
itself  to-day — condemned  to  suffer  all  the 
horrible  barbarities  of  a traitor’s  death,  a 


sacrifice  to  the  very  fatality  which  was  to 
be  the  life  and  glory  of  Scotland.  At 
that  door  he  was  tied  down  to  a hurdle, 
and  taken  to  the  elms  of  Smithfield  to  be 
hanged ; but  the  decree  of  the  bar  within, 
which  placed  his  head  on  London  Bridge, 
and  sent  his  quartered  body  to  Newcastle, 
Berwick,  Perth,  and  Aberdeen,  did  its 
fateful  work  in  rousing  his  countrymen 
again,  even  as  one  man,  to  place  the  crown 
on  the  head  of  Robert  Bruce,  as  king  of  a 
united  and  independent  Scotland. 

VII. 

We  should  be  emptying  a full  budget 
indeed  if  we  attempted  to  recount  all  the 
memorable  scenes  which  took  place  in  the 
great  Hall  of  William  Rufus.  We  have 
thus  far  selected,  as  we  went  along,  only 
those  which  had  an  especial  historical  sig- 
nificance or  romantic  interest;  scenes  also 
which  awakened  some  characteristic  of 
their  time. 

We  now  pass  over  the  reign  of  Edward 
the  Second,  and  pause  for  a moment  to 
look  about  us  in  the  reign  of  Edward  the 
Third.  There  have  been  great  changes  in 
both  the  Palace  and  the  Abbey.  The  lat- 
ter has  been  completed  to  the  end  of  the 
nave ; but  there  has  been  attached  to  the 
palace  a chapel  of  such  exquisite  archi- 
tecture, so  enriched  with  houses*  and 
lands,  so  equipped  with  its  own  chap- 
ter and  clergy,  that  the  Abbey  has  become 
jealous  of  the  beauty  and  dignity  which 
the  royal  hands  have  given  it.  It  is  the 
chapel  of  St.  Stephen’s,  as  brilliant  with- 
in, at  the  time  we  are  speaking  of,  as 
the  Sainte  Chapelle  in  Paris  is  to-day 
with  the  glory  of  polychromatic  decora- 
tion and  the  splendor  of  stained  win- 
dows. Not  for  a long  time  yet  are  its 
sculptures  and  paintings  to  be  boarded 
over,  as  they  were  in  Edward  the  Sixth’s 
day,  in  order  to  make  it  the  famous  coun- 
cil hall  of  the  House  of  Commons.  It 
stands,  like  the  Abbey,  at  right  angles  with 
the  Hall,  but  running  just  the  other  way, 
toward  the  river,  with  the  northern  comer 
of  its  western  gable  touching  the  south- 
eastern corner  of  the  Hall.  The  square 
quadrangle  of  its  cloisters  now  fills  the 
space  under  the  east  wall  of  the  Hall,  be- 
tween it  and  the  Thames.  St.  Margaret’s 
also  has  risen  under  the  shadow  of  the 
Abbey,  and  a crowd  of  other  buildings  be- 
sides—walls,  gate-houses,  almonries,  tow- 
ers—an  enormous  pile,  with  the  Abbey  for 
its  apex. 
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p^mised.  Their  arrirnl  was  like  tin. 
tirnphal  entrance?  of  a yfedon  The  wlic?je 
City,  at  Edwards  desire,  came  Oiit.  to .;$a 
thorn  honor.  The  \y  in  clows  and  ruffes 
'^ejposs  tin* streets  xyerp  hung  with  carpus, 
tapestries,  plate/  ami  glittering’  armor. 
The  trades  tilled  the  avenues  with  tin  o- 
pageantry;  King  John,  in  royal  appar*  1 
utid  mounted  on  a beautiful  cream-cob-  ' 
eimrger,  rode  in  front,  while  the  Blyc:k 
Prince  rode  behind  him,  like  an  nth 
autr  on  a little  black  hackney.  A cm  . . 
cade  of  a kWufc&nti  leti/cr**,  sent  hy  Kh;i: 
Edwatxl..  utet  them  near  London  and 
dueled  them  to  WesitnirJSt^K  wbvre;  ut 
high  tiooii,  they  dfemnutihKcl  at  tlm  &>;*?/* 
of  tlm  flall,  after  having  bwn  niiirk^e 
mi  the  way  through  the  great  caneoa^e 
of  the  people.  King  Edward  mfc  cm  his 
throne,  surrounded  W his  prelates  am 
barons.  As  soon  m£  the  doors  were  Ui'nyw.n 
open  and  the  French  king  appeared  , Mke 
dec< cemied  from  the  royal  soak  embraced 
him  with  tokens  of  . 

g ad/  lead  iug  hi  nr*  to  partake  of  a inaguifb 
ceut  banquet,  eTitertauied  him  in,  bja?  ,p^4- 
ace  foe  some  tunc  ay  his  guest/* 

vm 

Twenty  years  after  this — the  BL  • 
.Prince  “that  of  oven/’  link- 

lug  died  in  the  palace  ^ fore  his  father-  - 
4 beautiful  hoy,  ^rtroely  more  thad/^A 
vears  >>ld 


ltdped,  hart  t fainting,,  op 
i he  steps  of  his  grandfather^  throtw  hv 
' he  great  bishops  ainl  nobles  of  the  iva  i 
atxi id  the  sptencifttts  of  sued!  a txwuatiuO 
^ even  SMghiiJif  had  iibvav  seem  Thu 
bnlU&nt:  c mnpU'Xi^n  atKl  golden  hair  «%f 
Bfehiivd:  the  Would  alone 

proctuiuK^]  him  &*  tlm  $*w  tif  ' KngUvn/> 
bb>i/‘  the'  h*-r/>  of  ;:f/regy  and ; Pooh-;- 
TfmOv  also,  - w&s  f*i  bri^  iitued)  ferr  ied 

inherited  of  lirs  father^  gatlin'i 
nuu-3  spirit.  It  was  a pity  that  h is  1 
iagenet  blood  Weired  the  ovei  heatiiv^  H 
did  amid,  the  blase  .>f  these  fy\y  hoik*. 
His  barons  ami  people,  ib  fear  •*>/  run-' 
t ipif s Johh  of  Gadtiti  th« d got  up  this 
mdeent  eyhjlaitdp  of  negal  ghi^ryV  ffrMi 
the  Tower  io  the  Abbey  ami  from  f.hy 
Abbey  to  the  Hull— ey  on  to  a shower  v;i 
eorotieM  and  . ere&ts  from  tbe  cluld-sdVa 
upon  the  Lead**  of  uerowd  of  j\/yv- 
made  earls  apd  kii|ghts,,beiii. 
before  him  at  the  banquet  — in  order  t « 
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seal  by  one  overwhelming  demonstration 
his  supreme  right  to  the  throne.  Strange 
had  it  been  if  all  this  had  not,  as  it  did, 
put  the  seal  also  of  an  indelible  determi- 
nation to  rule  on  the  impressible  wax  of 
the  boy’s  now  thoroughly  overstimulated 
nature — a determination  which  afterward 
obliged  the  same  barons  and  people  to  put 
his  Great  Seal  out  of  sight. 

Even  the  rampant  chivalry  of  Edward, 
which  in  him  had  gone  into  the  Order  of 
the  Garter  and  the  Round  Table  at  Wind- 
sor, was  now  made  to  cap  this  pageant- 
ry at  Westminster  in  an  empty  spectacle 
which,  if  we  may  judge  from  its  repeti- 
tion at  every  coronation  since,  to  that  of 
George  the  Fourth,  must  have  made  a 
great  sensation  at  the  time,  even  when 
a man  in  armor  was  not  such  a curiosity 
as  now. 

Sir  John  Dymoke,  whose  family  had 
held  some  especial  privilege  of  service 
near  the  royal  person  since  the  Conquer- 
or’s day,  having  now  established  his  right 
over  all  claimants  to  this  one,  came  for- 
ward at  the  banquet  in  a style  which,  very 
far  from  intentionally,  made  chivalry  ap- 
pear what  it  actually  was  in  that  shape — 
more  pretty  to  look  at  than  powerful.  As 
the  “champion  of  England”  he  took  “ the 
best  charger,  save  one,  in  the  king’s  sta- 
bles,” and  “the  best  suit  of  armor,  save 
one,  in  the  royal  armory,”  and,  decked 
out  in  this  regal  panoply,  presented  him- 
self at  the  entrance  to  the  Hall  while  the 
banquet  was  in  progress.  Before  the 
winding  horn  of  his  heralds,  and  with  a 
great  flourish  of  clarions  and  trumpets, 
the  doors  flew  wide  open,  and  he  rode  in, 
with  his  spear-bearer  on  his  right,  and  his 
shield-bearer  on  his  left,  to  the  centre  of 
the  room,  where  he  drew  up  his  steed, 
while  the  heralds  announced,  after  anoth- 
er flourish  of  brass  instruments,  that  he, 
“John  Dymoke,  knight,  etc.,  was  ready  to 
do  battle  with  his  body  against  any  one 
who  should  gainsay  the  right  of  Richard 
the  Second  to  the  throne,”  etc.,  when, 
clash!  clang!  down  went  his  steel  gaunt- 
let upon  the  floor.  Which  safe  proceed- 
ing, in  that  presence,  was  concluded  by  a 
herald  taking  up  the  gage  and  giving  it 
back  to  him. 

The  poor  champion  doubtless  did  it 
very  well  at  the  time,  but  there  has  crept 
down  in  an  old  chronicle  a bit  of  gossip 
which,  if  known  at  the  moment,  would 
have  made  him  appear  even  more  unreal 
than  he  was.  It  seems  that  he  had  been 


ignominiously  overthrown  that  very  aft- 
ernoon by  a hand  unfriendly  to  the  hon- 
or he  had  gained.  He  had  presented  him- 
self at  the  Abbey  door  by  mistake,  and,  as 
it  happened,  just  as  a number  of  nobles 
were  coming  out  bearing  the  young  king 
in  a faint,  after  the  exhausting  services 
of  the  coronation.  They  were  headed  by 
Harry  Hotspur’s  uncle  as  Earl  Marshal, 
who,  springing  into  his  saddle,  was  order- 
ing everybody  out  of  the  way,  when  the 
apparition  of  the  champion  with  his  sup- 
porters startled  his  eyes — perhaps  his  ris- 
ibles,  if  any  such  thing  were  possible  in 
his  grim  countenance.  He  took  poor  Dy- 
moke down  from  his  high  horse  at  once, 
by  asking  “what  he  was  doing  there,” 
and  then  telling  him  “to  wait  until  the 
king  sat  down  to  dinner,”  adding,  with  de- 
risive courtesy,  that  in  the  mean  time  he 
“had  better  disarm  himself,  and  take  his 
rest  and  ease  awhile.”  The  formidable  but 
now  flustered  figure,  doubtless  with  a wry 
face  and  hot  blush  behind  his  closed  visor, 
beat  a retreat  before  this  malicious  assault 
into  some  proper  hiding,  where  lie  abode 
in  his  discomfiture  as  ho  best  could  un- 
til the  right  moment  for  ventilating  his 
valor  had  come.  The  entrance  of  the 
champion  at  subsequent  coronation  ban- 
quets seldom  escaped,  as  we  shall  take 
care  to  note  in  one  or  two  instances,  some 
such  grotesque  incongruity  to  mitigate  the 
terror  of  his  appearing. 

The  reign  of  Richard  was,  in  both  the 
banqueting  and  building  line,  the  reign  of 
Rufus  over  again.  But  he  out-Heroded 
Herod  in  thescaleof  his  household.  Hchad 
ten  thousand  servants  wearing  his  livery, 
of  whom  three  hundred  were  cooks.  He 
had  at  times  ten  thousand  guests  at  his 
table,  overflowing  the  Hall  into  the  pa! ace 
chambers  and  both  palace  yards.  He 
kept  in  his  pay  four  thousand  good  Chesh- 
ire archers,  who  were  in  constant  attend- 
ance about  his  person,  ready  to  defend  the 
imperious  and  extravagant  course  it  was 
his  will  to  pursue.  Like  his  grandfather, 
from  whom  he  inherited  his  taste  for  chiv- 
alry, he  did  not  rely  so  much  on  his  mail- 
clad  gentry,  when  it  came  to  the  point,  as 
upon  those  mercenary  yeoman  bowmen. 
The  “champion”  was  for  ornament,  not 
use.  So  long  as  he  held  this  formidable 
body-guard  in  hand,  no  man,  be  he  baron 
or  burgher,  dared  open  his  mouth— except 
to  eat  This  was  always  in  order. 

Richard  felt  that  he  must  have  the 
honor  of  vastly  improving  Rufus’s  ban- 
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queting  hall.  There  was  a curious  coin- 
cidence of  dates  which  could  hardly  have 
been  designed;  it  was  in  1097  that  Rufus 
began  to  put  up  the  Hall.  It  was  in  1397 
— exactly  three  hundred  years  later — that 
Richard  undertook  to  put  it  up  two  feet 
higher.  Pretty  much  all  that  he  did  to  it 
was  involved  in  this  increased  elevation 
of  its  walls:  with  due  reverence  for  his 
model,  he  thought  the  other  dimensions 
unsurpassable.  Not  a stone  was  unne- 
cessarily removed,  but  the  Norman  style 
was  stripped  naked  and  rubbed  down 
for  the  Gothic  vesture  which  was  to  bring 
it  into  harmony  with  the  brilliant  Abbey 
on  one  side  and  the  beauteous  St.  Ste- 
phen's on  the  other.  The  greatest  ach  ieve- 
ment  of  his  restoration  was  the  magnifi- 
cent new  roof  which  the  old  walls  were 
given  the  honor  to  sustain;  but  as  the 
two  rows  of  pillars  were  removed  in  or- 
der to  make  the  interior  one  vast  nave, 
twenty-six  mighty  shoulders  in  the  form 
of  corbels,  of  richly  sculptured  Caen  stone, 
were  furnished  the  walls  within,  and  a 
number  of  flying-buttresses  were  made  to 
press  to  their  support  on  either  side  with- 
out. A casing  of  stone  outside,  a foot  and 
a half  thick,  also  covered  the  rubble  and 
grout  work  of  Rufus,  to  make  sure  that  it 
should  not  be  crushed  by  the  extraordi- 
nary burden  which  Richard  designed  to 
put  upon  it. 

This  roof,  when  it  was  in  place,  became 
the  wonder  of  Europe.  It  is  the  aston- 
ishment of  architects  to  this  hour.  It 
was  made  to  span  the  whole  volume  of 
space  below  by  a single  spring  from  wall 
to  wall  throughout  the  whole  two  hun- 
dred and  forty  feet,  supported  not  only  by 
the  buttressed  walls,  but  by  certain  inher- 
ent elements  of  strength  developed  by  the 
interlocking  of  its  timbers  on  geometric- 
al principles.  Its  peak  is  ninety-two  feet 
above  the  pavement.  The  old  oak  of  Shil- 
lelagh was  wrought  in  with  a whole  forest 
of  Normandy  chestnut,  and  this  amaz- 
ing piece  of  joiner -work  still  hangs  in 
mid-air  as  solidly  as  it  did  five  hundred 
years  ago.  Its  intricate  massiveness  is 
made  to  look  light  and  alive  by  sculptured 
angels  under  the  hammer-beams,  flying 
horizontally  out,  head  to  head,  from  both 
sides  of  the  Hall,  each  bearing  in  his 
hands  a shield  turned  toward  the  face  of 
the  spectator  below,  with  the  arms  alter- 
nately of  Richard  and  Edward  the  Con- 
fessor. The  stone  moulding  or  string- 
course that  runs  round  the  room  still  pre- 


serves the  white  hart  couchant,  the  favor- 
ite device  of  the  banqueting  king. 

The  other  striking  addition  to  the  build- 
ing, made  necessary  by  the  now  lofty 
pointed  gable,  was  a pair  of  square,  mass- 
ive, embattled  towers  projecting  from  the 
corners  of  the  front.  These  were  pierced 
with  pointed  windows — characteristic  of 
the  whole  Hall  now — beneath  which  were 
niches  with  carved  canopies  of  stone.  In 
these  were  a series  of  statues  of  the  kings 
of  England,  standing  in  rows  above  each 
other.  In  the  carved  spandrels  of  the 
magnificent  porch,  which  displaced  the 
Norman  triple  entrance,  were  sculptured 
the  arms  of  both  the  Confessor  and  Rich- 
ard. The  anchorite  Edward  would  never 
have  so  locked  arms  with  him  in  life. 

While  the  workmen  were  crowding 
over  the  scaffolds,  and  swinging  the 
mighty  crane  which  let  down  the  pro- 
digious fabric  of  each  rafter  into  its  sock- 
ets, the  king  called  a Parliament  in  order 
to  make  another  ostentatious  exhibition 
of  his  power.  He  called  it  in  the  open 
air,  in  a temporary  building  of  wood,  roof- 
ed with  tiles,  erected  in  the  great  quad- 
rangle of  Rufus,  in  front  of  the  Hall.  This 
building  was  open  on  all  sides,  “that  all 
men  should  see  and  hear  what  was  both 
said  and  done."  His  four  thousand  arch- 
ers compassed  it  about,  “with  their  bows 
bent  and  arrows  notched  in  their  hands, 
always  ready  to  shoot."  A lofty  throne 
had  been  prepared,  on  which  he  sat, 
crowned  and  robed  and  holding  the  scep- 
tre. The  spectacle  and  proceedings  to- 
gether— the  trial  of  certain  lords— showed 
how  completely,  at  the  moment,  Parlia- 
ment was  at  his  feet,  and  how  “the  au- 
thority of  the  crown  had  superseded  every 
principle  of  the  constitution." 

He  sandwiched  the  daily  sessions  of 
this  court  between  as  many  evening  ban- 
quets, at  which  ten  thousand  guests  made 
the  welkin  ring  with  noisy  revelry.  But 
now,  as  it  proved,  he  had  strained  his 
own  bow  too  far.  His  high-strung  des- 
potism broke  in  his  hands,  and  turned 
aside.  The  banished  son  of  John  of 
Gaunt  landed  from  the  Continent  at  this 
opportune  instant,  to  recover  his  own 
unjustly  confiscated  estates,  and  found 
himself  very  willingly  swept  into  the 
new  marble  chair  of  the  Hall  by  the  es- 
tates of  the  realm. 

Richard,  like  Rufus,  had  held  but  one 
festival  in  his  redecorated  banqueting 
room,  and  in  a few  months  lay  dead  in 
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Pontefract  Castle.  The  great  Hall  passed 
again,  as  before,  into  a new  era.  The  courts 
resumed  their  places.  The  grave  trans- 
actions and  royal  festivals  of  the  realm 
took  up  their  order.  A history  now  opens 
within  it  even  more  rich  in  scenes — events 
so  representative  of  the  spirit  of  their  time 


that,  like  its  new  roof,  they  interlock  them- 
selves at  last  into  a self-sustaining  consti- 
tution, resting  on  the  self-same  ancient 
walls  of  the  kingdom,  but  no  longer  de- 
pendent on  the  interior  support  of  kings, 
because  buttressed  from  without  by  the 
whole  strength  of  the  people. 


RICHFIELD  SPRINGS. 


IT  must  be  acknowledged  that  American 
watering-places  do  not  lead  the' world. 
We  are,  in  fact,  in  this  respect  far  behind 
our  European  cousins.  Natural  sanitary 
centres  abound  among  us,  but  their  min- 
eral waters  and  other  remedial  influences 
have  received  but  little  careful  considera- 
tion. Probably  a large  majority  of  the 
European  spas  have  the  advantage  of  gov- 
ernmental support,  by  which  their  proper 
maintenance  and  improvement  are  in- 
sured. The  development  of  our  springs  is 
accomplished  by  private  enterprise  in  the 
face  of  State  and  communal  indifference; 
and  this  management  lacks  that  liberali- 
ty which  is  engendered  by  community 
of  interest.  In  Germany  and  France  few 
remedial  agents  are  more  carefully  stud- 
ied and  highly  esteemed  than  natural 
spring  waters.  Here  we  employ  them 
empirically,  if  at  all,  and  are  skeptical  as 
to  their  value.  We  fail  to  appreciate  the 
benefit  gained  or  the  danger  incurred  by 
their  proper  or  improper  administration. 
There  is  not,  to  my  knowledge,  in  all 
New  York  State  a sanitary  resort  at  any 
of  our  many  watering-places  where  accu- 
rate records  are  kept  of  the  number  and 
kind  of  cases  treated,  where  the  methods 
and  effects  of  treatment  are  noted,  and 
the  results  of  experience  tabulated  for  re- 
ference. The  medical  profession  is  great- 
ly to  blame.  Among  our  medical  schools 
balneology  as  a subject  of  systematic  study 
is  entirely  neglected.  It  has  no  place  in 
the  various  curricula,  and  in  the  text-books 
is  slighted  or  ridiculed.  Hence  among 
physicians  as  among  the  laity,  in  respect 
to  the  relative  therapeutic  merits  of  our 
springs,  there  exists  that  gross  ignorance 
which  accounts  for  the  hap  hazard  way  in 
which  mineral  waters  arc  prescribed  by 
our  doctors  and  taken  by  their  patients. 
This  practice  is  attended  by  great  danger. 
Health  and  disease  are  so  akin,  and  our 
physical  natures  are  so  dissimilar,  that  the 
same  cold  baths  that  cure  an  Augustus 


may  prove  fatal  to  a Marcell  us.  Ill-advised 
invalids  go  the  rounds  of  our  springs,  and 
only  discover  when  too  late  that  an  aggra- 
vation of  their  disease  is  the  result  of  their 
health-seeking  efforts. 

“So  from  that  spring  whence  comfort  seemed  to 
come, 

Discomfort  swells.” 

An  accurate  knowledge  of  the  chemical 
constitution  and  the  therapeutic  value  of 
mineral  waters  is  essential  to  their  ration- 
al employment.  The  medical  faculty  ap- 
preciate this  fact;  for  their  own  sake  and 
the  good  of  the  public  they  ought  invaria- 
bly to  act  thereupon.  The  State,  being 
naturally  interested  in  the  development 
of  all  its  resources,  can,  not  unlikely,  be  in- 
fluenced to  encourage,  through  its  indefat- 
igable “ Board  of  Health,”  any  reasonable 
plan  for  the  scientific  investigation  and  im- 
provement of  its  mineral  springs.  Could 
this  be  done,  we  would  obtain  a guide  to 
our  water-cures  invaluable  both  to  physi- 
cian and  patient. 

Within  the  boundaries  of  New  York 
State  there  are,  with  but  few  exceptions, 
examples  of  all  the  different  varieties  of 
springs.  They  appear  in  nearly  every 
county,  and  emerge  from  almost  every 
species  of  rock.  Among  them  the  sul- 
phur springs  greatly  preponderate.  Many 
are  utilized  to  a greater  or  less  degree  in 
the  treatment  of  disease.  To  one  who 
visits  any  one  of  these  so-called  sanitaria 
the  thought  is  apt  to  occur,  how  vastly 
superior  the  natural  are  to  the  artificial 
attractions,  and  yet  how  dependent  the 
former  are  upon  the  latter  for  facilities 
for  practical  usefulness ! From  a medical 
stand  point  the  results  attained  at  none  of 
these  localities  have  been  entirely  satis- 
factory. Approaching  more  closely  than 
any  other  to  our  notion  of  a sanitary  wa- 
tering-place is  Richfield  Springs— its  nat- 
ural attractions  being  inferior  to  few,  and 
its  artificial  surroundings  vastly  superior 
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to  most.  Richfield  has  long  enjoyed  a 
very  considerable  popularity  as  a sum- 
mer resort.  During  the  winter  it  is  a dull 
little  village  of  about  twelve  hundred  in- 
habitants ; in  the  summer  it  becomes  a 
gay  little  town  of  twenty-five  hundred  or 
three  thousand  people.  Its  location  in 
the  northwest  portion  of  Otsego  County, 
high  up  among  the  hills  between  the  Mo- 
hawk and  Susquehanna  valleys,  its  facil- 
ities for  easy  drainage  and  water  supply, 
the  great  variety  and  picturesque  nature 
of  its  scenery,  are  natural  features  of  this 
resort  hardly  secondary  in  importance  to 
its  salubrious  climate  and  healing  waters. 
To  these  have  been  added  good  accommo- 
dations for  man  and  beast  which  few  of 
our  large  cities  can  equal,  and  a bill  of 
health  so  clean  as  to  put  most  of  our  vil- 
lage sanitary  bureaus  to  the  blush. 

To  many  a traveller  the  greatest  charm 
of  Richfield  is  the  spirit  of  generous  hos- 
pitality and  good  fellowship  with  which 
he  is  received  at  hotel  and  cottage,  and 
made  welcome  in-doors  and  out  by  a 
choice  company  of  delightful  people. 

During  the  season  of  1882  the  number 
of  visitors  was  from  ten  to  twelve  thou- 
sand. Seventy  per  cent,  are  pleasure- 
seekers,  who  drink  the  water  or  take  the 
baths  as  a matter  of  experiment,  or  be- 
cause it  is  perhaps  the  correct  thing  to  do. 
Five  or  ten  per  cent,  of  the  visitors  are 
really  invalids,  whose  sole  object  in  com- 
ing is  to  try  the  water-cure  under  the 
best  obtainable  advice.  Most  of  these  fre- 
quent the  smaller  hotels  and  cottages,  al- 
though some  prefer  the  gay  life  and  ex- 
citement of  the  large  hotels.  They  may 
be  seen  frequently  during  the  day,  usually 
early  in  the  morning  or  late  in  the  fore- 
noon, waiting  their  turn  at  the  spring  to 
get  their  prescribed  portion  of  cold  or 
warmed  sulphur  water.  Some  only  drink 
the  water,  taking  from  one  to  twelve  or 
more  glasses  each  day,  but  the  majority 
take  a course  of  from  ten  to  twenty-five 
warm  or  hot  baths  as  well.  From  one  to 
seven  baths  a week  are  administered,  ac- 
cording to  the  effect  produced  or  desired. 
After  the  course  is  completed,  the  patients 
either  continue  with  the  internal  use  of 
the  water  alone,  or  are  advised  to  leave 
the  springs  for  a while,  and  return  later 
in  that  or  during  the  next  season.  Then 
bathers  are  counselled  to  rest  awhile  after 
bathing,  eat  plain  food  at  regular  set 
hours,  go  to  bed  early,  rise  early,  and 
take  plenty  of  light  exercise. 


Those  who  are  the  most  susceptible  to 
the  beneficial  influences  of  treatment  are 
those  who  are  most  in  sympathy  with 
their  surroundings.  This  point  deserves 
special  consideration  in  the  treatment  of 
rheumatics,  who  so  largely  preponderate 
among  the  invalided  visitors  at  our  sul- 
phur springs.  Your  rheumatic  patient  is 
essentially  a nervous  one;  he  is  keenly 
alive  to  every  external  influence.  Pure 
air  is  as  much  more  relished  by  him  when 
inhaled  amid  scenes  of  natural  beauty  as 
is  a good  meal  when  tastefully  served. 
He,  to  the  utmost,  feels  the  good  effect  of 
a judicious  change  in  climate  and  in  all 
his  household,  business,  and  social  rela- 
tions. Is  his  home  life  monotonously 
tiresome,  he  requires  something  stimula- 
ting; is  it  full  of  excitement,  he  needs  sed- 
ative influences.  The  dull  life  and  the 
gay  each  is  benefited,  the  one  by  a touch 
of  color,  the  other  by  a bit  of  gray. 

In  relation  to  a health  resort,  wo  must 
remember  that  the  good  effects  of  air  and 
water  may  be  neutralized  in  the  case  of 
many  by  a dreary  monotony  of  scenery 
and  unattractive  environments,  food,  and 
company.  Success  waits  upon  any  water- 
ing-place at  which  artificial  attractions 
are  disposed  and  conducted  so  as  to  devel- 
op and  utilize  natural  resources  in  ac- 
cordance with  good  taste  and  the  general 
requirements  of  the  invalid.  It  is  this 
happy  combination  of  effects  that  proves 
the  good  fortune  of  Richfield. 

There  is  one  artificial  attraction  at  Rich- 
field that  appeals  to  all  of  us  as  of  the  ut- 
most importance:  I mean  good  drainage. 

Its  present  system  of  water  supply  and 
sewerage  is  not  perfect,  but  is  surprising- 
ly satisfactory.  Fresh  spring  water  is 
supplied  to  hotels,  cottages,  and  many 
of  the  village  houses;  provision  is  made 
for  the  rapid  carrying  off  of  surface  wa- 
ter and  all  forms  of  sewage;  no  unclean 
beasts  are  allowed  within  the  village  bor- 
ders during  the  warm  season,  and  the  sug- 
gestions made  by  the  State  Board  of  Health 
are  carried  out  in  every  way  practicable 
to  promote  the  salubrity  of  the  township 
and  the  health  of  its  inhabitants. 

Many  people  ascribe  the  benefit  they  re- 
ceive at  Richfield  to  the  change  in  climate. 

A climate  that  is  varied  by  the  regular 
succession  of  seasonable  climatic  changes 
is  the  most  consonant  with  perfect  devel- 
opment. A seasonable  change  of  climate 
may  act  both  as  a prophylactic  and  a cur- 
ative remedy.  Either  the  new  order  of 
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things  is  more  compatible  with  the  state 
of  one’s  system,  a lurking  diathesis  is  sup- 
pressed or  subdued  by  necessary  changes 
in  the  mode  of  living,  or,  under  new  influ- 
ences, our  old  diseases  become  more  ame- 
nable to  previously  disappointing  reme- 
dies. The  climate  of  Richfield  affects  vis- 
itors at  once — inducing  some  to  depart, 
but  more  to  remain.  The  mean  tempera- 
ture of  spring  is  calculated  to  be  40°  F.,  of 
summer,  68°  F.,  of  autumn,  50°  F.,  and  of 
winter,  23°  F.,  making  the  mean  of  the 
year  about  45°  F.  Thus  the  temperature 
is  low,  and  though  on  rare  occasions  in 
summer  the  mercury  rises  above  90°  F., 
it  remains  at  that  point  but  a very  short 
time  during  mid-day;  the  nights  are  al- 
most invariably  cool,  and  frequently  ne- 
cessitate the  use  of  blankets  in  midsum- 
mer. The  barometric  mean  is  estimated 
at  about  28^  inches;  the  air  is  dry,  pure, 
sweet,  and  exhilarating;  electrical  dis- 
turbances are  not  infrequent;  sunshine 
predominates  greatly  over  shadow;  and 
the  prevailing  winds  are  westerly  and 
southwesterly,  following  along  up  the 
course  of  the  Susquehanna  River,  which 
has  its  source  in  several  of  the  small  lakes 
in  the  vicinity.  The  village  is  1300  feet 
above  sea-level,  and  is  surrounded  by  hills 
rising  300  or  400  feet  above  the  plain. 
The  soil  is  sandy,  with  a slight  admixture 
of  clay,  and  the  adjacent  country-side  is 
parcelled  out  into  trim  farms,  with  here 
and  there  a patch  of  woodland.  Thus  we 
have  virtually  a mountainous  climate 
characterized  by  pure,  cool,  dry  air.  The 
changes  in  the  temperature  are  some- 
times sudden  and  great,  but,  owing  to  the 
elevation,  this  variability  is  not  so  trying 
to  delicate  constitutions  as  it  would  be  on 
the  sea-coast,  while  to  the  more  robust  it 
acts  as  a stimulant. 

From  one  high  point — “Rum  Hill” — 
there  may  be  seen  the  waters  of  five  lakes, 
two  of  these,  Otsego  and  Canaderaga,  be- 
ing pretentious  both  in  size  and  beauty. 
The  ground  is  fertile,  its  nature  being  par- 
ticularly adapted  to  the  cultivation  of  the 
hop  vine,  and  yields  a generous  return 
to  labor.  The  purity  of  the  atmosphere, 
which  reminds  one  of  the  Adirondacks, 
is  insured  by  the  elevation  and  character 
of  the  soil  and  surrounding  country,  and 
the  electrical  and  other  changes  to  which 
the  air  is  subject.  Therapeutically,  cer- 
tain general  principles  may  be  enunci- 
ated. Among  the  great  classes  of  ca- 
tarrhal, pulmonary,  and  rheumatic  dis- 


eases which  seem  to  be  subject  to  similar 
meteorological  laws,  the  dry  and  bracing 
air  of  our  hilly  interiors  is  best  adapted  to 
ultra -susceptible  and  nervo- sanguineous 
subjects;  the  insensitive  and  phlegmatic 
do  better  in  the  more  stimulating  air  of 
the  sea,  and,  as  a rule,  the  dweller  at  the 
sea-coast  finds  greater  relief  among  the 
hills  than  those  coming  from  the  far  in- 
terior. This  is  well  illustrated  at  Rich- 
field, which  enjoys  its  greatest  popularity 
among  people  who  live  along  the  Atlantic 
sea-board.  But  among  these  the  recent 
convalescent  from  an  acute  disease  may 
find  the  change  too  radical,  unless  his 
muscular  tone  is  so  far  restored  as  to  re- 
spond freely  to  the  stimulus  of  the  hill  air 
which  invites  him  to  exercise.  He  whose 
heart  is  better  than  his  legs  needs  the  se- 
renity of  mind  and  repose  of  body  which 
are  nowhere  so  readily  attained  as  upon  the 
open  sea.  The  overworked  brain  and  un- 
strung nerve  are  refreshed  and  invigorated 
among  the  hills;  but  he  whose  malady  is 
of  a serious  organic  nature  is  chilled  and 
depressed,  and  had  best  remain  away.  It 
is,  however,  to  the  great  army  of  the  bil- 
ious that  this  climate  is  of  the  most  value. 
Here  they  find  in  the  “keen  and  eager” 
air  a stimulant  to  all  their  vital  energies, 
which  stirs  up  their  portal  circulation, 
and  thereby  removes  the  digestive  disturb- 
ances consequent  upon  passive  congestion. 

The  greatest,  though  apparently  not  the 
most  highly  prized,  attraction  at  Richfield 
is  the  sulphur  water.  The  springs  are 
numerous,  and  although  it  is  not  quite 
true  that  “within  this  mile  break  forth  a 
thousand  springs,”  yet  it  is  true  that  with- 
in a radius  of  a mile  there  are  about  a 
score.  Of  this  water  much  is  said,  some- 
thing is  known,  and  a good  deal  is  ima- 
gined. It  is  called  a sulphur  water  on  ac- 
count of  its  strong  impregnation  with  sul- 
phuretted hydrogen.  It  probably  ascends 
from  a great  depth,  and  obtains  its  many 
mineral  ingredients  from  the  various 
strata  of  rock  and  the  soil  through  which 
it  percolates.  Like  most  all  sulphuretted 
waters,  those  of  Richfield  are  nominally 
classed  as  thermal  waters,  since  the  tem- 
perature, 48°  F.,  is  several  degrees  higher 
than  the  mean  of  temperature  of  the  vil- 
lage. 

The  exact  chemical  constitution  of  the 
water  has  of  late  been  made  the  subject 
of  investigation,  and  at  the  instance  of 
I.  K.  Proctor,  Esq.,  a new  and  important 
analysis  has  been  made.  The  water  test- 
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ed  is  from  what  is  known  as  the  Great 
White  Sulphur  Spring.  It  is  not  proba- 
ble that  there  exists  any  very  essential 
difference  in  the  composition  of  the  water 
as  derived  from  the  various  springs  in  the 
immediate  vicinity. 

Many  of  the  ingredients  are  common 
to  many  mineral  waters,  the  difference  in 
their  relative  proportion  and  association 
with  other  minerals  accounting  for  their 
various  effects. 

No  one  element  is  thought  to  be  char- 
acteristic of  the  Richfield  water,  nor  does 
the  combination  altogether  account  for  its 
efficacy  in  a certain  class  of  cases.  Where- 
in lies  its  special  therapeutic  power  is  a 
matter  of  speculation.  One  learned  gen- 
tleman will  tell  you  that  the  sulphuretted 
hydrogen  acts  as  an  antidote  to  the  rheu- 
matic poison;  a second  believes  that  the 
minerals  are  associated  in  just  the  right 
proportion  to  stimulate  digestion  and  as- 
similation, and  promote  all  the  necessary 
alterative  changes  necessary  to  limber  up 
a stiff  joint  or  clear  out  a torpid  liver;  a 
third  pins  his  faith  to  the  well-known 
anti-malarial  influence  of  sulphur;  and 
so  on.  They  agree  about  as  well  as  the 
learned  usually  do.  However,  inexplica- 
ble as  it  may  be,  the  good  results  of  treat- 
ment in  properly  selected  cases  can  not 
be  denied.  In  this  all-important  selec- 
tion, too,  personal  experience  is,  and  must 
remain,  a great  guide ; and  I do  not  under- 
value it  when  saying  that,  being  re-en- 
forced  by  a complete  knowledge  of  the 
water,  it  is  far  less  fallible. 

All  sulphur  waters,  hot  or  cold,  are  un- 
doubtedly especially  useful  in  rheumatic 
diseases,  and  in  nervous  complaints  that 
are  dependent  upon,  or  more  or  less  close- 
ly allied  to,  the  rheumatic  diathesis.  As 
Ferguson  sings  of  his  favorite  “Caller 
Water,” 

M Though  joints  be  stiff  as  any  rung, 

Your  pith  wirpain  be  sairly  dung, 

Be  you  in  caller  water  flung 
Out  o’er  the  lugs, 

Twill  make  ye  supple,  swack,  and  young, 
Withouten  drugs.” 

In  similar  cases  our  sulphur  water  is 
equally  efficacious,  and  though  it  is  diffi- 
cult to  understand  its  modus  operand i,  a 
possible  or  partial  explanation  may  be 
given.  Such  cases  are  almost  invariably 
dependent  upon  or  complicated  by  some 
form  of  that  peculiar  concatenation  of  dis- 
agreeable symptoms  called  “biliousness,” 
the  pathology  of  which  can  no  more  read- 


ily be  described  than  by  saying  that  it 
is  a state  of  congestion,  more  generally 
passive  than  active,  affecting  all  or  a part 
of  the  great  digestive  organs.  People  who 
suffer  from  this  malady  are  not  partial  to 
water;  they  drink,  in  fact,  but  little;  and 
in  consequence  of  this  abstemiousness,  or 
because  of  intemperance  in  the  use  of  va- 
rious substitutes,  their  blood  becomes  “too 
thick,”  as  it  is  popularly  termed.  Set  all 
these  people  to  drinking  freely  of  pure 
Croton  or  any  other  indifferent  water, 
let  them  take  it  hot  or  cold,  before,  dur- 
ing, or  after  meals,  as  they  prefer,  and 
ninety-nine  out  of  every  one  hundred  is 
benefited  by  the  process.  According  as 
one  is  a sanitarian,  a chemist,  or  a mala- 
rialist  will  he  give  the  credit  to  the  hy- 
gienic, the  solvent,  or  the  antiseptic  prop- 
erties of  aqua  pura. 

In  some  way  water  as  water  is  a useful 
remedy.  It  promotes  both  the  processes 
of  growth  and  decay,  and  is  to  be  used  as 
a stimulant  to  one  or  the  other,  or  both, 
in  order  to  maintain  the  normal  equi- 
librium and  restore  it  when  lost.  The 
quantity  administered  should  be  propor- 
tionate to  the  strength  of  the  patient. 

Besides  the  medicinal  effect  of  water, 
there  is  also  to  be  considered  its  hygienic 
influence.  The  skin  does  not  receive  the 
amount  of  attention  which  it  deserves  by 
reason  of  its  complex  relations  to  the  econ- 
omy as  an  organ  of  secretion,  excretion, 
respiration,  and  absorption,  and  as  a cov- 
ering and  protection  to  the  rest  of  the 
body.  Cleanliness,  though  ranking  high 
as  a virtue  and  a conservator  of  individu- 
al health,  is  neglected,  or  at  least  not  cul- 
tivated, by  many  of  the  godly  as  well  as 
of  the  ungodly. 

This  is  true  to  a great  extent  among  the 
young.  Instead  of  the  bath  being  con- 
sidered as  much  of  a comfort  as  a good 
table  and  an  easy  bed,  to  be  enjoyed 
every  day,  it  is  regarded  quite  too  gen- 
erally as  a troublesome  necessity  to  be  en- 
dured as  seldom  as  common  decency  will 
permit.  The  face  and  hands,  being  ex- 
posed to  public  gaze,  are  cleansed  each  day, 
but  the  rest  of  the  surface  of  the  body  is 
frequently  allowed  to  act  as  a sort  of  re- 
ceiver-general for  all  the  filth  that  tries  to 
get  both  in  and  out  of  the  body  for  a 
week’s  time.  When  the  great  washing 
and  soaking  does  occur — generally  Satur- 
day night  or  Sunday  morning,  the  effect 
of  the  necessary  prolonged  immersion  in 
hot  soapy  water  is  oftentimes  so  start- 
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ling  and  unpleasant  that  the  natural  re- 
pugnance of  the  victim  to  the  bath  is  apt 
to  be  increased  by  a prejudice  that  his 
system  is  constitutionally  intolerant  of 
water.  Can  it  be  a matter  of  wonder  that 
a course  of  baths,  one  every  day  or  two 
for  three  or  four  weeks,  should  benefit 
people  of  this  state  of  mind  and  body  ? 
The  frequent  and  judicious  application  of 
water,  followed  by  brisk  rubbing  or  mas- 
sage, stimulates  the  integument  to  in- 
creased activity,  and,  pari  passu , pro- 
motes the  vitality  of  all  the  underlying 
structures.  This  effect  is,  no  doubt,  in- 
creased by  the  presence  in  the  water  of  or- 
ganic and  mineral  agents  whose  medicinal 
influence  acts  directly  upon  local  and  re- 
flexively  upon  constitutional  disorders. 

The  chemical  analysis  of  the  Richfield 
water,  as  made  by  Professor  C.  F.  Chand- 
ler, Ph.D.,  is  as  follows: 

Analysis. 


formed.  In  disease  such  drugs  may  be 
considered  natural  remedies.  It  is  to  the 
alkalinity  of  the  Carlsbad  waters  that 
their  success  is  in  great  part  attributable; 
and  there  is  a suggestion  as  to  the  rela- 
tionship of  various  diseases  contained  in 
the  exaggerated  statement  that  these  wa- 
ters are  equally  efficacious  in  biliousness, 
lithaemia,  and  diabetes. 

Filtering  up  through  deep  strata  of  cal- 
careous formations,  the  Richfield  water 
contains  so  large  a per  cent,  of  lime  that  it 
may  well  be  called  a calcic-sulphur  water. 
This  mineral,  while  rendering  the  water 
unpleasant  for  the  toilet,  and  somewhat 
indigestible,  forms  the  basis  of  an  exten- 
sive and  varied  therapeutic  action.  In 
disorders  of  digestion  and  nutrition,  and 
in  conditions  of  retarded  or  defective  ossi- 
fication consequent  upon  a scrofulous  or 
tuberculous  cachexy  in  the  young  or  old, 
the  various  salts  of  lime  are  very  valua- 
ble natural  medicinal  agents.  Chemical- 
ly they  exercise  antacid  and  anti-fermen- 
tative  properties,  mechanically  they  sup- 
ply a deficiency  existing  in  the  system, 
and  dynamically  they  stimulate  the  pow- 
ers of  assimilation. 

The  next  most  noticeable  mineral  ingre- 
dient is  magnesium,  which  exists  both  as 
a bicarbonate  and  sulphate.  The  latter  is 
the  well  known  Epsom  salt.  Magnesium 
has  but  slight  action  upon  the  liver,  its 
chief  influence  being  exerted  upon  the  in- 
testinal tract,  and  medicinally  it  is  pe- 
culiarly useful  in  rheumatic  and  other 
disturbances  attended  by  undue  acidity  of 
the  digestive  secretions. 

Sodium  combined  with  sulphur  and 
chlorine  is  also  present.  Sodium  exists 
normally  in  the  bile  as  an  essential  ele- 
ment in  that  vastly  important  secretion  of 
the  liver.  This  fact  aids  us  to  understand 
the  efficacy  of  the  water  in  bilious  disor- 
ders, in  plethora,  in  dyspepsia  accompa- 
nied by  uric  acid  gravel,  and  in  some 
forms  of  the  gouty  disease.  The  alkaline 
and  irritant  action  of  sodium  also  en- 
hances the  value  of  the  water  in  a large 
proportion  of  simple  skin  diseases. 

Potash  and  lithium  are  principally  use- 
ful in  the  water  as  alkalies,  and  the  influ- 
ence of  the  minute  proportions  of  alumi- 
na, iron,  barium,  and  strontium,  though 
perhaps  not  inconsiderable,  must  remain 
hypothetical. 

Perhaps  the  most  important  element  is 
the  sulphuretted  hydrogen  gas,  whose  sug- 
gestive flavor  and  volcanic  odor  have  given 


One  United  States  gallon  of  231  cubic  inches  con- 
tains : 


Hydrosulphate  of  sodium  . . . 

drains. 
..  1.7189 

44  “ calcium  . . . 

. . 0.0908 

Sulphate  of  lime 

..  112.3379 

u 44  potash 

. . 1,6666 

44  44  strontium 

. . 0.0105 

44  44  barium 

. , trace. 

44  44  magnesia 

. . 5.1498 

Hvdrosulphite  of  soda 

. . 0.3801 

Bicarbonate  of  magnesia 

44  44  iron 

. . 31.7403 

trace. 

Phosphate  of  lime 

. . 0.0067 

Chloride  of  sodium 

. . 0.5249 

44  44  lithium 

. . 0.0165 

Alumina 

. . trace. 

Silica 

..  0.6415 

Total 

..  154.2835 

Sulphuretted  hydrogen . . . 14.206  cubic  inches. 

The  reaction  of  the  water  is  alkaline. 
This  fact  is  important  in  estimating  the 
relative  value  of  its  various  features,  inas- 
much as  the  alkalies  are  deservedly  popu- 
lar as  medicinal  agents.  This  alkalinity 
is  due  to  the  presence  of  sodium,  potassi- 
um, and  lithium.  Whatever  the  defini- 
tion of  their  effect,  antacid,  alterative,  or 
specific,  it  is  certain  that  many  diseases  de- 
pendent upon  hepatic  engorgement  or  the 
rheumatic  diathesis  are  relieved  by  the 
administration  of  alkalies.  Alkalies  are 
important  as  natural  elements  of  the  body. 
They  enter  actively  into  the  composition 
of  the  blood  and  bile,  the  saliva  and  pan- 
creatic juice,  and  consequently  need  to  be 
maintained  in  proper  proportion  in  order 
that  the  various  functions  of  digestion 
may  be  regularly  and  healthfully  per- 
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the  WttteV  ite  In  il^  emic^To- 1 tef,  Thu&>  while  including  a large  class, 

tatted  forx.it  it  is  totally  brespiralfle,  but  a ;%c  most  exclude  an  equal  number,  whose 
poisonous  dose  may  be  beneficially  taken  suiYerings  are  the  result  of  a diseased  ae 
medicinally  if  largely  dilated,  as  in  this  uen  in  organs  not  specially  foterested  in 
water.  It  then  takes  rafik  ivs  a more  or  toltHuba*  Thus  some  forms  rhebma 
\vm  energetic  stimulant,  acting  promptly  tism  and  gout  may  be  traced  to  u ue:nr- 
a|n>u  both  blood  and  nerve*  its  thera*  or«s  origin;  a large  number  of  nerv»>w 
peuiic  effects-  in  rheumatic  and  ^rofulqus  conditfoxis  are  mjjiismatic,  and  many  slab 
d )s»uHters  di M mtter  to  its  stimulating  diseases  are  purely  loi?aI.  I wall  not 
aeitem  tkaiv  to  that  so*ne  eases  are  not  tnucli  ve 

any  inhoivut'  power  ti%  a specific.  'Under  lie  wed  by  the  use  of  the  Richfield  water, 
its  intiuefice  Ihe  y^rious  vital  processes  are  but  that  it  is  not  es^iecially  indie; tied,  and 
■ fori  H toted » good  to  rm-to  easily  absorbed  that  the  resulteato  in  .general,  umsalisfac* 
and  -ml  mom  readily  el iminated,  health  U>ry.. 

ei i c o urtured . a n il  d mtase  controlled.  Chronic  rheumatism) , jmdibularlj:  that 

Uuhonic  aerdf  gas  is  present  in  combi-  form  in  which  the  muscles  imd  Tie  ryes 
nuhf.-n.  Ah  the  waterscape*  from  the  rather  than  the  join  to  are  the- chief  mtYi*- 
xpr/og.  this  dinsrily es  \i$  odHuaValas-  &%' respond?  readily  -to  Irvine  at  as  up< 

relations.  and  bubble*  up  to  the  surface,  plied  at  Richfield,  in  a ioss ■dpgiy.e,  also. 
It  is  excwimgto  common  ip  rnmerui  wa-  success  is  attained  m rhetowstffer  gfriak  <«r 


as  eczema  ivlfdacne,  boils,  old  wounds,  and 
mdolent  tileei'JSyhfo  ofUndiih^ 
the  dbstinatc  psoriasis  and  licfei  are 
often  grmtl.y  benefited.  The  warm  \te ito 
ah  me  are  sidlicient,  as*  a '.-rule.;. hut  if  syinj4* 
fonts  nl  bilious  iudigest ion  arn  piwhnetib 
I would  advise  the  moderate  drinking  of 
the  water  as  well. 

Sulphur- water  treatment  is  high!} 
vaunted  in  paralysis,  but  is  only  apphea 
ble  kv  llmse  eases  that  result  from  defect 
ivn  vn trition,  especially  wlu>u  eugendereil 
by  a gouty  or  rbe i i matte  dispost ti m.  If 
iht  cause  be  sttoxmspfoui  or  # fcrebral  h&ion, 
more  )b  likely  to  e.umfo. 

In  nerve  diakndranka  dependent  upon 

^ treat 

rtnmt  can  be  suec^fuil y.  tfppUed  < 

I can  ;.uyt  speak  so  favorably  of  the  re- 
sults r«t . ttoalmeut  as.  applied  to  ehtorthal 
disease  Rut  there  are  forms  of  nasal, 
ph^ryn^d,  laryngeal,  and  bronchial  ca- 
tiua'b  A-h  oacterizexl  hyaiMciifui  of  the  mu- 
cous, mcmbrtiuf*  resulting  from  a mala  real 
or  rheumatic  habit,  Such  eases  urc  aiue- 
tuble  to  the  attenuating  iniiticuce  of  the 
wak'is;  and  the  same  is  true,  under  simi- 
lar conditions,  of  dyspepsia  and  chronic 
diarrhoea.  Generally  those  catarrhs  that 
ato  congestive,.  and  attended  by  profuse 
mucous  discharges,  are  only  benefited 
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when  the  water  produces  a laxative  effect 
upon  the  intestinal  tract. 

Irritable  conditions  of  the  stomach, 
duodenum,  and  liver,  induced  by  irregu- 
lar or  intemperate  habits  in  eating  or 
drinking,  and  the  many  nerve  disturb- 
ances secondary  thereto,  are  almost  inva- 
riably ameliorated.  Gall  stones  are  un- 
affected. 

In  diabetes,  in  inflammation  of  the  kid- 
ney, and  in  phthisis  this  water  is  inappro- 
priate, and  very  little  is  to  be  expected 
from  its  use  in  uterine  diseases,  unless 
symptoms  of  a gouty  or  rheumatic  con- 
stitution co-exist. 

In  all  cases  the  waters  should  be  used 
cautiously.  Excellent  medical  advice  may 
be  obtained  of  the  resident  physicians, 
whose  constant  experience  with  the  water 
makes  them  expert  in  its  use. 

As  drugs  are  often  observed  to  lose 
their  effect  upon  the  system,  and  their  in- 
termittent rather  than  continuous  exhi- 
bition is  attended  by  the  most  gratifying 
results,  so,  in  regard  to  mineral  waters,  I 
am  inclined  to  thiuk  that  the  biennial 
visitor  to  our  health  resorts  is  apt  to  de- 
rive more  benefit  than  the  regular  habitui. 
I have  also  observed  that  alter  visiting 
the  .springs  the  benefit  received  may  be 
developed,  fostered,  and  fixed  by  free  ex- 
posure to  the  strongly  stimulating  air  of 
the  sea,  after  which  one  may  wisely  re- 
turn to  the  hills.  Arising  from  this  ob- 
servation is  the  custom  of  many  to  spend 
the  early  summer  season  in  the  highlands, 
and  reserve  the  sea-shore  or  a sea  trip  till 
later,  and  vice  versa. 

Though  so  well  prepared  to  minister  to 
the  wants  of  a large  class  of  invalids, 
Richfield  is  in  great  need  of  a thoroughly 
equipped  and  properly  conducted  sanita- 
rium, in  which  guests  can  not  only  re- 
ceive the  best  of  advice,  but  be  encouraged 
and  assisted  in  acting  thereon,  and  where 
the  severest  tests  can  be  applied  to  the 
water  and  climate  systems  of  cure  for  the 
benefit  of  patients  present  and  to  come. 
There  is  a good  prospect  that  ere  long 
such  an  institution  will  be  established,  and 
provided  with  every  convenience  for  a 
winter  residence.  Many  visitors  find  it 
desirable  to  remain  late  in  the  season; 
and  in  appropriate  cases  a sojourn  at 
the  springs  during  the  cold  season  may 
well  prove  advantageous. 

At  present,  also,  the  bathing  facilities 
are  deficient  and  unattractive.  The  rows 
of  cell-like  bath  apartments  remind  one  of 


the  whited  sepulchre,  and  instead  of  pre- 
senting every  possible  allurement,  are  so 
plain  and  primitive  in  their  appointments 
as  to  repel  one.  Immediately  after  bath- 
ing one  ought,  by  rights,  to  rest  in  com- 
fort, be  exposed  to  air  whose  temperature 
is  carefully  regulated,  and  be  surrounded 
by  influences  calculated  to  promote  re- 
pose of  mind  and  serenity  of  heart.  To 
supply  this  want  a plan  is  projected  to 
erect  an  elaborate  establishment  that  will 
rival  any  to  be  seen  abroad,  and  furnish 
every  appliance  for  the  satisfaction  of  the 
physician  and  the  comfort  of  the  bather. 

It  is  to  be  hoped  that  the  authorities  of 
Richfield  will  grow  in  grace  and  wisdom, 
and  that  the  spirit  of  enterprise  manifest- 
ed by  them  in  the  adornment  of  their 
charge  thus  far  may  grow  with  its  growth, 
until  its  streets  shall  be  immaculate,  its 
walks  without  a flaw,  its  water  supply  in- 
exhaustible, and  its  drainage  perfect;  un- 
til all  its  waste  places  shall  be  recovered, 
its  water-courses  improved,  and  its  crook- 
ed places  made  straight.  Plans  for  a pub- 
lic park  ought  to  engage  their  early  atten- 
tion, and  the  erection  of  a building  for 
public  consort  would  naturally  follow. 

It  has  recently  been  said  of  Saratoga 
that  it  is  a resort  for  fashionable  people, 
instead  of  a fashionable  resort  for  inva- 
lids, and  that  it  has  not  maintained  its  de- 
served reputation  as  a remedial  water- 
ing-place. Richfield,  I think,  tends  in  the 
same  direction ; but  if  she  will  but  make 
her  springs  the  centre  of  attraction,  and 
round  about  them  carry  out  all  improve- 
ments suggested  by  wisdom  and  good  taste, 
she  may  hope  for  a future  justifying  her 
name,  and  rival  Saratoga,  not  perhaps  as  a 
centre  of  summer  fashion,  but  as  a sani- 
tary resort  for  both  the  gay  votaries  of 
fashion  and  the  dejected  victims  of  a mor- 
bid civilization.  Of  the  many  other  sul- 
phur springs  in  the  State,  those  at  Clif- 
ton, Avon,  and  Sharon  are  the  most 
prominent.  These  waters,  while  strongly 
resembling  those  of  Richfield  in  their  im- 
pregnation with  sulphuretted  hydrogen 
and  the  presence  of  lime  salts,  differ  from 
them  and  from  each  other  in  some  impor- 
tant particulars.  More  exhaustive  anal- 
yses, especially  of  the  Clifton  and  Avon 
waters,  are  very  much  needed. 

The  Clifton  water  contains  a much 
larger  proportion  of  the  laxatives  sul- 
phates of  magnesium  and  sodium  than 
that  of  Richfield  or  Sharon,  though  not  so 
much  as  that  of  Avon,  and  much  more  of 
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the  chlorides  than-;  Richfield  or  Sharon,  and  for  the,  systematic-  application  of;  #*&; 
though  no  mow  than  Avon.  It  therefore  plmr- wafer  treatment,  alone  and  in  com 
Vis  applicable.  to  » similar  class'  of  diseases  t»i nation  with  various  other  method*  x>! 
as  the  RJehUeld  water,  with  this  general  cure.  Some  of  the  house  regulations  seem 
qualification*  that  it  w especially  itKlka-  rather  oppressive  to  the  invalid  who  dv- 
lh\.  in  gouty  , rheumatic,  or  scrofulous  sires  to  enliven  the  pioiiotony  Incident  to 
cases  characterised'  bv  congestion  of  the  life  in  a water-cure  by  unrestrained  indul 
macon*  passages,  with  a tendency  to  copi-  genee  in  social  pleasures.  but  a re  nut  hi 
ous discharges  therefrom.  ail  luipleasani  to  those  win;  find  enjoy 

The  \taiers  of  Avoir  itre  uadouhteiUy  of  merit  in  t he  religious  per/orinaiuei^  .*df 
very  fine  quality.  They  are  more  laxa-  duty.  Capable  physicians  are  *u  domstant 
tive.iiiKh  owing .to.’  the  presence  of  a sraaR-  attendance^ 

er  amount  of  lime,  are  less  uuligeatiblo,  At  Avon  the  best  results  are  not  attain 
than  any  of  the  ; they  are; ox  .useful  edj  for  wan  t of  disinterested  xnaudgemeoi 

hr  gencrstl  Hieumaik  chsoriJer^  as  ariy,  qf  the  spring  pj^reriyy  .Ycfd^iiy.:&*bfcn 
and  of  scarcely  less  value  5 n ciiiarrlvil  malic  vcUotiuc&o  recall  plea?vn;i  rreolles 
complifea^jons  thab  the  Glifhiti  wiildr;  tipns  of  the  hittftrfikfe  the'  uiv 

while  In  conditions  they  have  conventional  society,  and  wltoh-soxne  wu- 

* special  mnediat  valh^  depaudeut  per-  ters  fhat  haW  tnatle  popular  iqv 

http*  upon  the  iodine  they  contain.  many  years;. .and  when,  tm  fody  twinges 

' The  Blrnrou  water  ri  the,  weakest  of  all  of  his  faithful  eitkoiy,  will  Ubhjc  kmgittg' 
hiiikixmily:'  ifco\igi±/i\  couf/tf  a$  much  Tyriof  the  he&oiiful  (ieM&W  VMMjv  ' Thfcr$ 
lime  as  that  of  RhdrfifrUL  ; Its  most  mv  arc  here  i \vu  w&tenwre  vsteldiriimeuLv 
f*>riam>  ingredient  is  Urn  sulphate;  of  iudgte  under  competent  .toedieai.  d'itt>cUon,  Hint. 
flpsium:  and  this,  together  with  soiktler  furnhh  IhmiM  fcdtl'  Aa^y 

of  the  chlorides,  produces  a commodaiious  and  well  arranged  thera 
.p^:rnblpk-rt-ce -fo';  the  Gfifton.  vriuers  and  to  pentie  appUauces  foil  yteitiiig 
jibe  Virginia  ’ 'White  Sulplur/.Avate,  ami  The  spring^  of  Bh&mo  are  Lea  u it  fully 
renders  its*  use  appH^riaic  rirkuttitari^^»  shxtatol  hi  tha  hitl  ;cou.o,t^ 
tat  Q,tdiv>^pccially ih. Hum  jfo  which  a )$$$■  County,  miW 4iiutes  distant 
energvaie  i>tedidba^  action  is  derirablr.  hundred;  feet  «Wrc\  the  Moha  wk  Valkov, 
lores pectivc their  waters,  th  -sc  resorts  and.  twenty- two  utiles  end  of  Ricbtieidv 
:^^nf  nLany  ^tractive  features.  Bomv  of  t heather  sulphur  Avuim- in  opr 

C ! if  tori  Springs;  ha#  its  wel!  - estate  Mvcd  State,  of  which  I can  not  speak,  may  In 
.tkmtavimri*  open  the  entire  year,  where  ev-  fore  long  demand.  our  earnest  mmsidyriv 
srytlimg  i*  pervaded  by  a religious  at  nuts-  tion,  but  at  present,  for  w^iit  of  a.  proper 
. phm*,  ;(nd  fn>tluug  iione  except  upon  buri-  sciexitiOc’  busi^  for  popular  interest,  Un*:. 
:,nm/pnnotph^  Here  facilities  are  offer-  usefulness  h nt*c.oss.;Lri.lyy  iliotigh  unfortu 
ed  for  ix  peyf cc? ly  quiet  and  regular  life,  luitely ; ch>ct3 Ui.scn i>e* i 


THE  GARDEN  OF  FAAIR 

“The  irardendaod  of  fa  mu  lies  between  Wattmlla  and  tbe  ^ea.  * vut  m?  iutt  Vott 

Won.DPT  thWa  v^hk  m f?iC'  ga»'vit*n  of  f«trnev  May  ‘be  -sav^ti  '-h'yf  $ 

V\  ihuti  UiUe  o\  viiu  frmtd  thul  grow  Ami  fant  to  lev  f»hort*  UiAy  bold ; 

h aUi-J'?  ^heiv»  grrt(»^s  feiog  low,  lh»: .may'  s?*£  thd  applet  ef  gold; 

iA  dehis  tlikt  arc  iiovt-r  the  »ame?  Oh  _wh*y  anintler  indovd  on  that  strand 

»:p  fit*  futit  of  the  nwfhl  ?6o  Oa:  v.uon  the  .lavs  aro  heJiihMl, 

VAJoh^  fifou  renek  Uipi*©  floweri*,  •■■:  Alni  t)i_o  tnas t^r's ^ foof  ate  h‘A 

Amt  Mi  ci  «!:'.•  shmuA  1>«mVois,  Wlioiy  *miy  the  ^o«ls  mu*  tieid, 

CUhn  bomo  of  tli»>  bird ■ und  tlw  btw  '.Aod  efuchov  tho  goih  have  tvijlvd, 

pat3xwurr  cotnpas^  eau  *.  Then  be  wlm  ehuig  to  tbo  k»?trl, 

Ah.mv  mur»t  them  fimi  1.1  u:  ^hore,  \or  ;vu(>hin>«-<l  m tUind  d,<i\  love,. 

ihfwXAt  dm  fret  aiui  the  mar  Nor  TMinieii.  for  the  apples,  i»or  ^hove 

'W^ivfCf  tbu  niailod  waters  tirtioH,  Witii  *■  yyurtjinij  'ife*.  iou?r  ft^l, 

hot  >>c,  **b<»  cling  to  A *jw*\  Sees  tlie  of  oU!ivi«»rt  rhe. 

vo  btC.i  by  n knotted  n;ri‘\  Ami  to  ijfcftg  l«im  die-vit. 

And  ve.,^b  in  bi^  rX*efot  bore.  While  tfoo  face  of  tint  tvr^r^  a frown, 

S'»«*  ^iw?5tibn  his  wiy  of  > > < ,Ami  am  vanifheil  the  gohUk*  vyes. 
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NATURE’S  SERIAL  STORY. 

IX. 


WHO  remembers  when  his  childhood 
ceased  ? Who  can  name  the  hour 
when  buoyant,  thoughtless,  half-reckless 
youth  felt  the  first  sobering  touch  of  man- 
hood, or  recall  the  day  when  he  passed 
over  the  summit  of  his  life,  and  faced  the 
long  decline  of  age  ? As  imperceptibly 
do  the  seasons  blend  when  one  passes  and 
merges  into  another.  There  were  traces 
of  summer  in  May,  lingering  evidences  of 
spring  far  into  June,  and  even  in  sultry 
July  came  days  in  which  the  wind  in  the 
groves  and  the  chirp  of  insects  at  night 
foretold  the  autumn. 

The  morning  that  followed  the  thunder- 
shower was  one  of  warm,  serene  beauty. 
The  artillery  of  heaven  had  done  no  ap- 
parent injury.  A rock  may  have  been 
riven  in  the  mountains,  a lonely  tree 
splintered,  but  homes  were  safe,  the  warm 
earth  wras  watered,  and  the  air  purified. 
With  the  dawn,  Amy’s  bees  were  out  at 
work,  gleaning  the  last  sweets  from  the 
white  clover  that  was  on  the  wane,  from 
the  flowers  of  the  garden,  field,  and  forest. 
The  roserv  yielded  no  honey:  the  queen 
of  flowers  is  visited  by  no  bees.  The 
sweet-brier,  or  eglantine,  belonging  to 
this  family  is  an  exception,  however,  and 
if  the  sweets  of  these  wild  roses  could  be 
harvested,  an  Ariel  would  not  ask  for 
daintier  sustenance. 

White  and  delicate  pink  hues  charac- 
terize the  flowers  of  early  spring.  In 
June  the  wild  blossoms  emulate  the  skies, 
and  blue  predominates.  In  July  and  Au- 
gust many  of  the  more  sensitive  in  Flora’s 
train  blush  crimson  under  the  direct  gaze 
of  the  sun.  Yellow  hues  hold  their  own 
throughout  the  year,  from  the  dandelions 
that  first  star  the  fields  to  the  golden-rod 
that  flames  until  quenched  by  frost  and 
late  autumn  storms. 

During  the  latter  part  of  June  the  an- 
nual roses  of  the  garden  were  in  all  stages 
and  conditions.  Beautiful  buds  could  be 
gleaned  among  the  developing  seed  recep- 
tacles and  matured  flowers  that  were  cast- 
ing their  petals  on  every  breeze.  The 
thrips  and  the  disgusting  rose-bug  were 
also  making  havoc  here  and  there.  But 
an  untiring  vigilance  watched  over  the  ros- 
ery.  Morning,  noon,  and  evening  Webb 
cut  away  the  fading  roses ; and  Amy  soon 
learned  to  aid  him,  for  she  saw  that  his 
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mind  was  bent  on  maintaining  the  roses 
in  this  little  nook  at  the  highest  attain- 
able point  of  perfection.  It  is  astonish- 
ing how  greatly  nature  can  be  assisted 
and  directed  by  a little  skilled  labor  at  the 
right  time.  Left  to  themselves,  the  su- 
perb varieties  in  the  rosery  would  have 
spent  the  remainder  of  the  summer  and 
autumn  chiefly  in  the  development  of 
seed-vessels,  and  in  resting  after  their  first 
bloom.  But  the  pruning-knife  had  been 
too  busy  among  them,  and  the  thoroughly 
fertilized  soil  sent  up  supplies  that  must 
be  disposed  of.  As  soon  as  the  bushes 
had  given  what  may  be  termed  their  first 
annual  bloom  they  were  cut  back  half-way 
to  the  ground,  and  dormant  buds  were 
thus  forced  into  immediate  growth.  Mean- 
while the  new  shoots  that  in  spring  had 
started  from  the  roots  were  already  load- 
ed with  buds,  and  so  by  a little  manage- 
ment and  attention  the  bloom  would  be 
maintained  until  frosty  nights  should 
bring  the  sleep  of  winter.  No  rose-bug 
escaped  Webb’s  vigilant  search,  and  the 
foliage  was  so  often  sprayed  by  a garden 
syringe  with  an  infusion  of  white  helle- 
bore that  thrips  and  slugs  met  their  de- 
served fate  before  they  had  done  any  in- 
jury. Thus  for  Mrs.  Clifford  and  Amy 
was  maintained  a supply  of  these  exqui- 
site flowers,  which  in  a measure  became  a 
part  of  their  daily  food. 

Nature  was  culminating.  On  every 
side  was  the  fulfillment  of  its  innumer- 
able promises.  The  bluebird,  with  the 
softness  of  June  in  his  notes,  had  told  his 
love  amid  the  snows  and  gales  of  March, 
and  now,  with  unabated  constancy,  and 
with  all  a father’s  solicitude,  he  was 
caring  for  his  third  nestful  of  fledge- 
lings. Young  orioles  were  essaying  flight 
from  their  wind -rocked  cradles  on  the 
outer  boughs  of  the  elms.  Plicebe-birds, 
with  nests  beneath  bridges  over  running 
streams,  had  nevertheless  the  skill  to  land 
their  young  on  the  banks.  Nature  was 
like  a vast  nursery,  and  from  gardens, 
lawns,  fields,  and  forest  the  cries  and  calls 
of  feathered  infancy  were  heard  all  day, 
and  sometimes  in  the  darkness,  as  owls, 
hawks,  and  other  night  prowlers  added  to 
the  fearful  sum  of  the  world’s  tragedies. 
The  cat -birds,  that  had  built  in  some 
shrubbery  near  the  house,  had  by  the  last 
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agreeable  traits.  I’ve  learned  that  the 
gossips  in  yonder  bushes  have  some  ex- 
cellent qualities,  and  I suppose  you  find 
that  this  is  true  of  the  gossips  among  your 
patients.” 

“Yes,”  replied  the  doctor,  laughing. 
“But  the  human  gossips  draw  the  more 
largely  on  one's  charity;  and  if  you  knew 
how  many  pestiferous  slugs  and  insects 
your  neighbors  in  the  shrubbery  have  al- 
ready destroyed,  the  human  genus  of  gos- 
sip would  suffer  still  more  in  compar- 
ison.” 

That  Amy  had  become  so  interested  in 
these  out-of-door  neighbors  turned  out  to 
their  infinite  advantage,  for  one  morning 
their  excited  cries  of  alarm  secured  her  at- 
tention. Hastening  to  the  locality  of  their 
nest,  she  looked  upon  a scene  that  chilled 
the  blood  in  her  own  veins.  A huge 
black-snake  suspended  his  weight  along 
the  branches  of  the  shrubbery  with  entire 
confidence  and  ease,  and  was  in  the  act 
of  swallowing  a fledgeling  that,  even  as 
Amy  looked,  sent  out  its  last  despairing 
peep.  The  parent  birds  were  frantic  with 
terror,  and  their  anguish  and  fearless  ef- 
forts to  save  their  young  redeemed  them 
forever  in  Amy’s  eyes. 

“Webb!”  she  cried,  since,  for  some  rea- 
son, he  ever  came  first  to  her  mind  in  an 
emergency.  It  so  happened  that  he  had 
just  come  from  the  hay  field  to  rest  awhile 
and  prepare  for  dinner.  In  a moment  he 
was  at  her  side,  and  followed  with  hasty 
glance  her  pointing  finger. 

“Come  away,  Amy,”  he  said,  as  he  look- 
ed at  her  pale  face  and  dilated  eyes.  “ I 
do  not  wish  you  to  witness  a scene  like 
that;”  and  almost  by  force  he  drew  her  to 
the  piazza.  In  a moment  he  was  out  with 
a breech-loading  gun,  and  as  the  smoke 
of  the  discharge  lifted,  she  saw  a writhing 
sinuous  form  fall  heavily  to  the  earth. 
After  a brief  inspection  Webb  came  to- 
ward her  in  smiling  assurance,  saying: 
“The  wretch  got  only  one  of  the  little 
family.  Four  birds  are  left.  There,  now, 
don't  feel  so  badly.  You  have  saved  a 
home  from  utter  desolation.  That  sure- 
ly will  be  a pleasant  thing  to  remember.” 

“What  could  I have  done  if  you  had 
not  come  ?” 

“I  don't  like  to  think  of  what  you 
might  have  done — emulated  the  mother 
bird,  perhaps,  and  flown  at  the  enemy.” 

“ I did  not  know  you  were  near  when  I 
called  your  name,”  she  said.  “It  was  en- 
tirely instinctive  on  my  part;  and  I be- 


lieve,” she  added,  musingly,  looking  with 
a child’s  directness  into  his  eyes,  “that 
one's  instincts  are  usually  right;  don't 
you  ?” 

He  turned  away  to  hide  the  feeling  of 
intense  pleasure  caused  by  her  words,  but 
only  said,  in  a low  voice.  “ I hope  I may 
never  fail  you,  Amy,  when  you  turn  to 
me  for  help.”  Then  he  added,  quickly, 
as  if  hastening  away  from  delicate 
ground:  “ While  those  large  black-snakes 
are  not  poisonous,  they  are  ugly  custom- 
ers sometimes.  I have  read  of  an  in- 
stance in  which  a boy  put  his  hand  into 
the  hole  of  a tree  where  there  had  been  a 
bluebird's  nest,  and  touched  the  cold 
scales  of  one  of  these  snakes.  The  boy 
took  to  his  heels,  with  the  snake  after 
him,  and  what  would  have  happened  it  is 
hard  to  say  had  not  a man  plowing  near 
come  to  the  rescue  with  a heavy  ox-whip. 
What  I should  fear  most  in  your  case 
would  be  a nervous  shock  had  the  snake 
even  approached  you,  for  you  looked  as  if 
you  had  inherited  from  Mother  Eve  an 
unusual  degree  of  hate  for  the  reptile.” 

The  report  of  the  gun  had  attracted  Alf 
and  others  to  the  scene.  Amy,  with  a 
look  of  smiling  confidence,  said:  “Per- 
haps you  have  rescued  me  as  well  as  the 
birds.  I can’t  believe,  though,  that  such 
a looking  creature  could  have  tempted 
Eve  to  either  good  or  evil and  she  en- 
tered the  house,  leaving  him  in  almost  a 
friendly  mood  toward  the  cause  of  the  cat- 
birds’ woe. 

Alf  exulted  over  the  slain  destroyer, 
and  even  Johnnie  felt  no  compunction  at 
the  violent  termination  of  its  life.  The 
former  with  much  sportsman-like  impor- 
tance  measured  it,  and  at  the  dinner  ta- 
ble announced  its  length  to  be  a little  over 
four  feet. 

“By-th e-way,”  said  Webb,  “your  ad- 
venture, Amy,  reminds  me  of  one  of  the 
finest  descriptions  I ever  read ;”  and  jump- 
ing up,  he  obtained  from  the  library  Bur- 
roughs's account  of  a like  scene  and  res- 
cue. ‘ ‘ I will  just  give  you  some  glimpses 
of  the  picture,”  he  said,  reading  the  follow- 
ing sentences : “ ‘ Three  or  four  yards  from 
me  was  the  nest,  beneath  which,  in  long 
festoons,  rested  a huge  black-snake.  I cau 
conceive  of  nothing  more  overpoweringly 
terrible  to  an  unsuspecting  family  of  birds 
than  the  sudden  appearance  above  their 
domicile  of  the  head  and  neck  of  this  arch- 
enemy. One  thinks  of  the  great  myth, 
of  the  tempter  and  the  cause  of  all  our 
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tion  was  attracted  by  a slight  movement 
of  my  arm;  eying  me  an  instant  with  that 
crouching,  utter,  motionless  gaze  which  I 
believe  only  snakes  and  devils  can  assume, 
he  turned  quickly,’  ” etc. 

Amy  shuddered,  and  Mrs.  Clifford  look- 
ed a little  troubled  that  the  scene  in  Eden 
should  be  spoken  of  as  merely  a “ myth.” 
When  she  was  a child,  Paradise  Lost  had 
been  her  story-book,  and  the  stories  had 
become  real  to  her.  Burt,  however,  not  to 
be  outdone,  recalled  his  classics. 

“By-the-way,”  he  said,  “I  can  almost 
parallel  your  description  from  the  Iliad 
of  Homer.  I won’t  pretend  that  I can 
give  you  the  Greek,  and  no  doubt  it  would 
be  Greek  to  you.  I’ll  get  even  with  you, 
Webb,  however,  and  read  an  extract  from 
Pope’s  translation,”  and  he  also  made  an 
excursion  to  the  library.  Returning,  he 
said,  “Don’t  ask  me  for  the  connection,” 
and  read : 

“ ‘Straight  to  the  tree  his  sanguine  spires  he  roll’d, 

And  curl’d  around  in  many  a winding  fold. 

The  topmost  branch  a mother-bird  possess’d; 

Eight  callow  infants  filled  the  mossy  nest; 

Herself  the  uinth:  the  serpent  as  he  hung 

Stretched  his  black  jaws,  and  crashed  the  crying 
young ; 

While  hovering  near,  with  miserable  moan, 

The  drooping  mother  wail’d  her  children  gone. 

The  mother  last,  as  round  the  nest  she  flew, 

Seiz’d  by  the  beating  wing,  the  monster  slew'.’  ” 

4 4 Bravo !”  cried  Leonard.  4 4 1 am  now 
quite  reconciled  to  your  four  years  at  col- 
lege. Heretofore  I had  thought  you  had 
passed  through  it  as  Sbadrach,  Meshach, 
and  Abednego  passed  through  the  fiery 
furnace,  without  even  the  smell  of  fire 
upon  their  garments,  but  I now  at  last  de- 
tect a genuine  Greek  aroma.” 

“I  think  Burt’s  quotation  very  pat,” 
said  Amy,  “and  I could  not  have  be- 
lieved that  anything  written  so  long  ago 
would  apply  so  marvellously  to  what  I 
have  seen  to-day.” 

“Marvellously  pat  indeed,”  said  Leon- 
ard. “And  since  your  quotation  has  led 
to  such  a nice  little  pat  on  your  classical 
back,  Burt,  you  must  feel  repaid  for  your 
long  burning  of  the  midnight  oil.” 

Burt  flushed  slightly,  but  he  turned 
Leonard's  shafts  with  smiling  assurance, 
and  said:  “Amply  repaid.  I have  ever 
had  an  abiding  confidence  that  my  educa- 
tion would  be  of  use  to  me  at  some  time.” 

The  long  days  grew  hot,  and  often  sultry, 
but  the  season  brought  unremitting  toil. 
The  click  of  the  mowing-machine,  soften- 
ed by  distance,  came  from  field  after  field. 


As  the  grain  in  the  rye  grew  plump  and 
heavy,  the  heads  drooped  more  and  more, 
and  changed  from  a pale  yellow  to  the 
golden  hue  that  announced  the  hour  of 
harvest.  In  smooth  and  level  fields  the 
reaping-machine  also  lightened  and  expe- 
dited labor,  but  there  was  one  upland  slope 
that  was  too  rough  for  anything  except 
the  old-fashioned  cradle.  On  a breezy 
afternoon  Amy  went  out  to  sketch  the 
harvesters,  and  from  the  shade  of  an  ad- 
jacent tree  to  listen  to  the  rhythmjcal 
rush  and  rustle  as  the  blade  passed  through 
the  hollow  stalks,  and  the  cradle  dropped 
the  gathered  wealth  in  uniform  lines. 
Almost  immediately  the  prostrate  grain 
was  transformed  into  tightly  girthed 
sheaves.  How  black  Abram’s  great  paw 
looked  as  he  twisted  a wisp  of  straw, 
bound  together  the  yellow  stalks,  and 
tucked  under  the  end  of  his  improvised 
rope! 

Webb  was  leading  the  reapers,  and  they 
had  to  step  quickly  to  keep  pace  with  him. 
As  Amy  appeared  upon  the  scene  he  had 
done  no  more  than  doff  and  wave  his  hat 
to  her,  but  as  the  men  circled  round  the 
field  near  her  again,  she  saw  that  her  ac- 
quaintance of  the  mountain  cabin  was 
manfully  bringing  up  the  rear.  Every 
time  before  Lumley  stooped  to  the  sweep 
of  his  cradle  she  saw  that  he  stole  a glance 
toward  her,  and  she  recognized  him  with 
cordial  good-will.  He  too  doffed  his 
hat  in  grateful  homage,  and  as  he  paused 
a moment  in  his  honest  toil,  and  stood 
erect,  he  unconsciously  asserted  the  man- 
hood that  she  had  restored  to  him.  She 
caught  his  attitude,  and  he  was  the  subject 
of  her  sketch.  Rude  and  simple  though  it 
was,  it  would  ever  recall  to  her  a pleasant 
picture — the  diminishing  area  of  standing 
rye,  golden  in  the  afternoon  sunshine,  with 
light  billows  running  over  it  before  the 
breeze,  Webb  leading  with  the  strong  as- 
sured progress  that  would  ever  character- 
ize his  steps  through  life,  and  poor  Lum- 
ley, who  had  been  wronged  by  generations 
that  had  passed  away,  as  well  as  by  his 
own  evil,  following  in  an  honest  emula- 
tion which  she  had  evoked. 

As  far  as  possible  the  prudent  Leonard, 
who  was  comraander-in-chief  of  the  har- 
vest campaign,  had  made  everything  snug 
before  the  Fourth  of  July,  which  Alf 
ushered  in  with  untimely  patriotic  fervor. 
Almost  before  the  first  bird  had  taken 
its  head  from  under  its  wing  to  look  for 
tho  dawn,  he  had  fired  a salute  from  a 
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Newburgh;  The  iUy  hade  tm it  -'ifv  hi  chur- 

> f acter  for  sultriness.  Even  in  the  early  morning  the  air  was 

languid  and  the  heat  oppressive.  The  sun  was  but  a few 
hours  high  before  the  song  of  the  birds  almost  ceased,  with 
the  exception  of  the  somewhat  sleepy  whistling  of  the  orioles. 
They  are  half-tropical  in  nature  as  well  as  plumage,  and  their  manner  during  the 
heat  of  the  day  is  like  that  of  languid  Southern  beauties.  They  kept  Hitting  here  and 
there  through  their  leafy  retirement  in  a mild  form  of  restlessness,  exchanging  soft 
notes— pretty  nonsense,  no  doubt— which  often  terminated  abruptly,  as  if  they  had 
not  energy  enough  to  complete  the  brief  strain  attempted, 

Alf  with  his  Chinese  crackers  and  his  cannon,  and  Johnnie  and  Ned  with  their 
torpedoes,  kept  things  lively  during  the  forenoon,  but  their  elders  were  disposed  to 
lounge  and  rest.  The  cherry-trees,  laden  with  black  and  white  ox-hearts,  were  visited. 
One  of  the  former  variety  was  fairly  sombre  with  the  abundance  of  its  dark  hued 
fruit,  and  Amy’s  red  lips  grew  purple  Burt  threw  her  down  the  largest  and  ripest 
from  the  topmost  boughs.  Webb,  carrying  a little  basket  lined  with  grape-vine 
leaves,  gleaned  the  long  row  of  Antwerp  raspberries.  The  first  that  ripen  of  this  kind 
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are  the  finest  and  most  delicious,  and  their 
strong  aroma  announced  his  approach  long 
before  he  reached  the  house.  His  favorite 
Triomphe  de  Gand  strawberries,  that  had 
supplied  the  table  three  weeks  before,  were 
still  yielding  a fair  amount  of  fruit,  and 
his  mother  was  never  without  her  dainty 
dish  of  pale  red  berries,  to  which  the  sun 
had  been  adding  sweetening  with  the  ad- 
vancing season  until  nature’s  combination 
left  nothing  to  be  desired. 

By  noon  the  heat  was  oppressive,  and 
Alf  and  Ned  were  rolling  on  the  grass  un- 
der a tree,  quite  satiated  for  a time  with 
two  elements  of  a boy’s  elysium,  fire- 
crackers and  cherries.  The  family  gath- 
ered in  the  wide  hall,  through  the  open 
doors  of  which  was  a slight  draught  of 
air.  All  had  donned  their  coolest  cos- 
tumes, and  their  talk  was  quite  as  languid 
as  the  occasional  notes  and  chirpings  of 
the  birds  without.  Amy  was  reading  a 
magazine  in  a very  desultory  way,  her 
eyelids  drooping  over  every  page  before  it 
was  finished,  Webb  and  Burt  admiring 
the  exquisite  hues  that  the  heat  brought 
into  her  face  and  the  soft  lustre  of  her 
eyes.  Old  Mr.  Clifford  nodded  over  his 
newspaper  until  his  spectacles  clattered 
to  the  floor,  at  which  they  all  laughed 
and  asked  for  the  news.  His  invalid 
wife  lay  upon  the  sofa  in  dreamy,  pain- 
less repose.  To  her  the  time  was  like  a 
long  quiet  nooning  by  the  way-side  of 
life,  with  all  her  loved  band  around  her, 
and  her  large  dark  eyes  rested  on  one  and 
another  in  loving,  lingering  glances — 
each  so  different  yet  each  so  dear!  Sensi- 
ble Leonard  was  losing  no  time,  but  was 
audibly  resting  in  a great  wooden  rock- 
ing-chair at  the  farther  end  of  the  hall. 
Maggie  only,  the  presiding  genius  of  the 
household,  was  not  wilted  by  the  heat. 
She  flitted  in  and  out  occasionally,  look- 
ing almost  girlish  in  her  white  wrapper. 
She  had  the  art  of  keeping  house,  of  ban- 
ishing dust  and  disorder  without  becom- 
ing an  embodiment  of  dishevelled  disor- 
der herself.  No  matter  what  she  was  do- 
iug,  she  always  appeared  trim  and  neat, 
and  in  the  lover-like  expression  of  her  hus- 
band’s eyes,  as  they  often  followed  her, 
she  had  her  reward.  She  was  not  de- 
ceived by  the  semi-torpid  condition  of  the 
household,  and  knew  well  what  would  be 
expected  in  a Fourth-of-Julv  dinner.  Nor 
was  she  disappointed.  The  tinkle  of  the 
bell  at  two  o’clock  awakened  unusual  an- 
imation, and  then  she  had  her  triumph. 
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Leonard  beamed  upon  a hind-quarter  of 
lamb  roasted  to  the  nicest  turn  of  brown- 
ness. A great  dish  of  champion-of-Eng- 
land  pease,  that  supreme  product  of  the 
kitchen-garden,  was  one  of  the  time-hon- 
ored adjuncts,  while  new  potatoes,  dug 
for  the  first  time  that  day,  had  half  thrown 
off  their  mottled  jackets  in  readiness  for 
the  feast.  Nature  had  been  Maggie’s 
handmaid  in  spreading  that  table,  and 
art,  with  its  culinary  mysteries  and  combi- 
nations, was  conspicuously  absent.  If  Eve 
had  had  a kitchen  range  and  the  Garden  of 
Eden  to  draw  upon,  Adam  could  scarcely 
have  fared  better  than  the  Clifford  house- 
hold that  day.  The  dishes  heaped  with 
strawberries,  raspberries,  cherries,  and 
white  grape-currants  that  had  been  gath- 
ered with  the  dew  upon  them  might  well 
tempt  the  most  blast  resident  of  a town  to 
man’s  primal  calling. 

Before  they  reached  their  iced  tea,  which 
on  this  hot  day  took  the  place  of  coffee, 
there  was  a jar  of  thunder  on  the  air. 

“I  knew  it  would  come,”  said  old  Mr. 
Clifford.  “We  shall  have  a cool  night, 
after  all.” 

“ A Fourth  rarely  passes  without  show- 
ers,” Leonard  remarked.  “ That’s  why  I 
was  so  strenuous  about  getting  all  our  grass 
and  grain  that  was  down  under  cover  yes- 
terday.” 

“You  are  not  the  only  prudent  one,” 
Maggie  added,  complacently.  ‘ ‘ I’ve  made 
my  currant  jelly,  and  it  jellied  beautifully: 
it  always  does  if  I make  it  before  the  Fourth 
and  the  showers  that  come  about  this  time. 
It’s  queer,  but  a rain  on  the  currants  after 
they  are  fairly  ripe  almost  spoils  them  for 

jelly.” 

The  anticipations  raised  by  the  extreme 
sultriness  were  fulfilled  at  first  only  in  part. 
Instead  of  a heavy  shower  accompanied 
by  violent  gusts,  there  was  a succession 
of  tropical  and  vertical  down-pourings, 
with  now  and  then  a sharp  flash  and  a rat- 
tling peal,  but  usually  a heavy  monotone 
of  thunder  from  bolts  flying  in  the  distance. 
One  great  cloud  did  not  sweep  across  the 
sky  like  a concentrated  charge,  leaving  all 
clear  behind  it,  as  is  so  often  the  case,  but 
as  if  from  an  immense  reserve  Nature  ap- 
peared to  send  out  her  vapory  forces  by 
battalions.  Instead  of  the  long  siesta 
which  she  had  promised  herself,  Amy  spent 
the  afternoon  in  watching  the  cloud  scen- 
ery. A few  miles  southwest  of  the  house 
was  a prominent  highland  that  happened 
to  be  in  the  direct  line  of  the  successive 
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zag  channels,  and  not  infrequently  a fork- 
ed bolt  would  blaze  earthward.  Aeeompa- 
Qyipg  these  vivid  and  central  effects  were 
constant  illuminations  o f jdieet-1  i gh tn in g 
all  round  the  horizon,  and  the  night  prom- 
ised to  be  a carnival  of  thunder  showers 
throughout  the  land.  The  extreme  heat 
continued,  and  was  rendered  far  more  op- 
pressive by  the  humidity  of  the  air. 

The  awful  grandeur  of  the  cloud  scen- 
ery at  last  so  oppressed  Amy  that  she 
sought  relief  in  Maggie's  lighted  room. 
As  we  have  already  seen,  her  sensitive  or- 
ganization was  peculiarly  affected  by  an 
Atmosphere  highly  charged  with  electri- 
city. She  was  not  re-assured;  for  Leonard 
inadvertently  remarked  that  it.  would  take 
"u  rousing  old-fashioned  storm  to  cool 
and  clear  the  air," 

“ Why.  Amy, "exclaimed  Maggie,  “ how 
pale  you  are ! and  your  eyes  shine  as  if 
some  of  the  lightning  had  got  into  them.’’ 

" I wish  it  was  morning/1  said  the  girl. 
u Such  a sight  oppresses  me  like  a great 
foreboding  of  evil  ;’’  and.  with  a restless- 
ness she  could  not  control,  she  went  down 
to  Mrs.  Clifford's  room.  She  found  Mr. 
Clifford  fanning  the  invalid,  who  was 
almost  faint  from  the  heat.  Aniv  took 
liis  place,  and  soon  had  the  pleasure  of 
seeing  her  charge  dropoff  into  quiet  slum- 
ber. As  Mr*.  Clifford  was  very  weary  also, 
Amy  left  them  to  their  rest,  and  went  to 
the  sitting-room,  where  Webb  was  read 
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ing.  Burt  had  fallen  asleep  on  the  lounge 
in  the  hall.  Leonard  \s  prediction  prom- 
ised to  come  true.  The  thunder  muttered 
nearer  and  nearer,  but  it  was  a sullen, 
slow,  remorseless  approach  through  the 
absolute  silence  and  darkness  without,  and 
therefore  was  tenfold  more  trying  to  one 
nervously  apprehensive  than  a swift,  gusty 
storm  would  have  been  in  broad  day. 

Webb  looked  up  and  greeted  her  with 
a smile.  His  lamp  was  shaded,  and  the 
room  shadowy,  so  that  he  did  not  note 
that  Amy  was  troubled  and  depressed. 

’ Shall  1 read  to  you  ?'  he  asked.  “ I am 
running  over  Hawthorne's JSnglish  Note 
Boohs  again." 

‘‘  Yes,"  she  said,  in  a low  voice;  and  she 
sat  down  with  her  hack  to  the  windows, 
through  which  shone  momentarily  the 
glare  of  the  coming  tempest.  He  had  not 
read  a page  before  a long,  sullen  peal 
rolled  across  the  entire  arc  of  the  sky, 

“ Webb,"  faltered  Amy,  and  she  rose  ami 
took  an  irresolute  step  toward  him. 

His  preoccupation  was  gone  iustardly. 
Never  had  lie  heard  sweeter  music  than 
that  low  appeal,  to  which  the  deep  echoes 
in  the  mountains  formed  a strange  accom- 
paniment. He  stepped  to  her  side,  took 
her  hand,  arid  found  it  cold  and  trem- 
bling. Drawing  her  within  the  radiance 
of  the  lam [i,  he  saw  how  pale  she  was,  and 
that  her  eyes  were  dilated  with  nervous 
dread. 
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“Webb,” she  began  again,  “do  you — 
do  you  think  there  is  danger  ?” 

“No,  Amy,” he  said,  gently;  “there  is 
no  danger  for  you  in  God’s  universe.” 

“Oh,  that  frightful  glare  1”  and  she 
buried  her  face  on  his  shoulder.  1 ‘ W ebb,  ” 
she  whispered,  “won’t  you  stay  up  till 
the  storm  is  over  ? And  you  won’t  think 
me  weak  or  silly  either,  will  you  ? In- 
deed I can’t  help  it.  I wish  I had  a little 
of  your  courage  and  strength.” 

“ I like  you  best  as  you  are,”  he  said; 
“and  all  my  strength  is  yours  when  you 
need  it.  I understand  you,  Amy,  and 
well  know  you  can  not  help  this  nervous 
dread.  I saw  how  these  electrical  storms 
affected  you  last  February,  and  such  expe- 
riences are  not  rare  with  finely  organized 
natures.  See,  I can  explain  it  all  with  my 
matter-of-fact  philosophy.  But,  believe 
me,  there  is  no  danger.  Certainly  I will 
stay  with  you.  What  would  I not  do  for 
you  t”  he  could  not  help  adding. 

She  looked  at  him  affectionately  as  she 
said,  with  a child’s  unconscious  frankness : 
“I  don’t  know  why  it  is,  but  I always  feel 
safe  when  with  you.  I often  used  to  wish 
that  I had  a brother,  and  imagine  what  he 
would  be  to  me ; but  I never  dreamed  that 
a brother  could  be  so  much  to  me  as  you 
are.  Oh,  Webb!”  and  she  almost  clung 
to  him,  as  the  heavy  thunder  pealed  near- 
er than  before. 

Involuntarily  he  encircled  her  with  his 
arm,  and  drew  her  nearer  to  him  in  the 
impulse  of  protection.  She  felt  his  arm 
tremble,  and  wholly  misinterpreted  the 
cause.  Springing  aloof,  she  clasped  her 
hands,  and  looked  around  almost  wildly. 

“ Oh,  Webb!”  she  cried,  “ there  is  dan- 
ger. Even  you  tremble.” 

Webb  was  human,  and  had  nerves  also, 
but  all  the  thunder  that  ever  roared  could 
not  affect  them  so  powerfully  as  Amy’s 
head  bowed  upon  his  shoulder,  and  the 
appealing  words  of  her  absolute  trust. 
He  mastered  himself  instantly,  however, 
for  he  saw  that  he  must  be  strong  and 
calm  in  order  to  sustain  the  trembling 
girl  through  one  of  nature’s  most  awful 
moods.  She  was  equally  sensitive  to  the 
smiling  beauty  and  the  wrath  of  the  great 
mother.  The  latter  phase  was  much  the 
same  to  her  as  if  a loved  face  should  sud- 
denly become  black  with  reckless  passion. 
He  took  both  her  hands  in  a firm  grasp, 
and  said : “ Amy,  I am  not  afraid,  and  you 
must  not  be.  You  can  do  much  toward 
self-control.  Come,”  he  added,  in  tones 
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almost  authoritative,  “sit  here  by  me, 
and  give  me  your  hand.  I shall  read  to 
you  in  a voice  as  quiet  and  steady  as  you 
ever  heard  me  use.” 

She  obeyed,  and  he  kept  his  word.  His 
strong,  even  grasp  re-assured  her  in  a way 
that  excited  her  wonder,  and  the  nervous 
paroxysm  of  fear  began  to  pass  away. 
While  she  did  not  comprehend  what  he 
read,  his  tones  and  expression  had  their 
influence.  His  voice,  however,  was  soon 
drowned  by  the  howling  of  the  tempest  as 
it  rushed  upon  them.  He  felt  her  hand 
tremble  again,  and  saw  her  look  appre- 
hensively toward  the  windows. 

“Amy,”  he  said,  and  in  smiling  confi- 
dence he  fixed  his  eyes  on  hers  and  held 
them. 

The  crisis  of  the  storm  was  indeed  ter- 
rific. The  house  rocked  in  the  furious 
blasts.  The  uproar  without  was  frightful, 
suggesting  that  the  Evil  One  was  in  very 
truth  the  “prince  of  the  power  of  the 
air,”  and  that  he  was  abroad  with  all  his 
legions.  Amy  trembled  violently,  but 
Webb’s  hand  and  eyes  held  hers.  i 1 Cour- 
age !”  he  said,  cheerily ; * ‘ the  storm  is  pass- 
ing.” 

A wan,  grateful  smile  glimmered  for  a 
moment  on  her  pale  face,  and  then  her 
expression  passed  into  one  of  horror. 
With  a cry  that  was  lost  in  a deafening 
crash,  she  sprang  into  his  arms.  Even 
Webb  was  almost  stunned  and  blinded  for 
a moment.  Then  he  heard  rapid  steps. 

Burt  at  last  had  been  aroused  from  the 
slumber  of  youth,  and,  fortunately  for  his 
peace,  rushed  first  into  his  mother’s  room. 
Webb  thought  Amy  had  fainted,  and  he 
laid  her  gently  on  the  lounge.  14  Don’t 
leave  me,”  she  gasped,  faintly. 

“Amy,”  he  said,  earnestly,  “I  assure 
you  that  all  danger  is  now  over.  As  I 
told  you  once  before,  the  centre  of  the 
storm  has  passed.  You  know  I never  de- 
ceived you.” 

Maggie  and  Burt  now  came  running  in, 
and  Webb  said:  “Amy  has  had  a faint 
turn.  I will  get  her  a glass  of  water.” 

This  revived  her  speedily,  but  the  truth 
of  Webb’s  words  proved  more  efficacious. 

The  gale  was  sweeping  the  storm  from  the 
sky.  The  swish  of  the  torrents  mattered 
little,  for  the  thunder  peals  died  away 
steadily  to  the  eastward.  Amy  made  a 
great  effort  to  rally,  for  she  felt  ashamed 
of  her  weakness,  and  feared  that  the  oth- 
ers would  not  interpret  her  as  charitably 
as  Webb  had  done.  In  a few  minutes  he 
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smilingly  withdrew,  and  went  out  on  the 
rear  porch  with  Leonard,  whence  they 
anxiously  scanned  the  bam  and  out-build- 
ings. These  were  evidently  safe,  wherev- 
er the  bolt  had  fallen,  and  it  must  have 
struck  near.  In  half  an  hour  there  was 
a line  of  stars  along  the  western  horizon, 
and  soon  the  repose  within  the  old  house 
was  as  deep  as  that  of  nature  without. 

Webb  only  was  sleepless.  He  sat  at 
his  open  window  and  saw  the  clouds  roll 
away.  But  he  felt  that  a cloud  deeper 
and  murkier  than  any  that  had  ever  black- 
ened the  sky  hung  over  his  life.  He  knew 
too  well  why  his  arm  had  trembled  when 
for  a moment  it  encircled  Amy.  The  deep- 
est and  strongest  impulse  of  his  soul  was 
to  protect  her,  and  her  instinctive  appeal 
to  him  had  raised  a tempest  in  his  heart 
as  wild  as  that  which  had  raged  without. 
He  felt  that  he  could  not  yield  her  to  an- 
other, not  even  to  his  brother.  Nature 
itself  pointed  her  to  him.  It  was  to  him 
she  turned  and  clung  in  her  fears.  And 
yet  she  had  not  even  dreamed  of  his  un- 
told wealth  of  love,  and  probably  never 
would  suspect  it.  He  could  not  reveal  it 
— indeed,  it  must  be  the  struggle  of  his  life 
to  hide  it — and  she,  while  loving  him  as  a 
brother,  might  easily  drift  into  an  engage- 
ment and  marriage  with  Burt.  Could 
he  be  patient,  and  wear  a smiling  mask 
through  it  all?  That  tropical  night  and 
its  experiences  taught  him  anew  that  he 
had  a human  heart  with  all  its  passionate 
cravings.  When  he  came  down  from  his 
long  vigil  on  the  following  morning  his 
brow  was  as  serene  as  the  scene  without. 
Amy  gave  him  a grateful  and  significant 
smile,  aud  he  smiled  back  so  naturally 
that  observant  Burt,  who  had  beep  a little 
uneasy  over  the  events  of  the  previous 
night,  was  wholly  relieved  from  anxiety. 
They  had  scarcely  seated  themselves  at 
the  breakfast  table  before  Alf  came  run- 
ning in,  and  said  that  an  elm  not  a hun- 
dred yards  from  the  house  had  been  splin- 
tered from  the  topmost  branch  to  the  roots. 
All  except  Mrs.  Clifford  went  out  to  look 
at  the  smitten  tree,  and  they  gazed  with 
awe  at  the  deep  furrow  ploughed  in  the 
blackened  wood. 

“It  will  live,”  said  Webb,  quietly,  as 
he  turned  away;  “it  will  probably  live 
out  its  natural  life.” 

Amy,  in  her  deep  sympathy,  looked 
after  him  curiously.  There  was  some- 
thing in  his  tone  and  manner  which  sug- 
gested a meaning  beyond  his  words.  Not 


infrequently  he  had  puzzled  her  of  late, 
and  this  added  to  her  interest  in  him. 
She  understood  Burt  thoroughly. 

Good  old  Mr.  Clifford  saw  in  the  shat- 
tered tree  only  reasons  for  profound  thank- 
fulness, and  words  of  Christian  gratitude 
rose  to  his  lips. 

The  July  sun  speedily  drank  up  the  su- 
perabundant moisture,  and  the  farm  oper- 
ations went  on  with  expedition.  The  corn 
grew  green  and  strong,  and  its  leaves 
stretched  up  to  Abram’s  shoulder  as  he 
ran  the  cultivator  through  it  for  the  last 
time.  The  moist  sultriness  of  the  Fourth 
finished  the  ox-heart  cherries.  They  de- 
cayed at  once,  to  Alf ’s  great  regret.  ‘ ‘ That 
is  the  trouble  with  certain  varieties  of 
cherries, ” Webb  remarked.  1 4 One  shower 
will  often  spoil  the  entire  crop  even  be- 
fore it  is  ripe.”  But  it  so  happened  that 
there  were  several  trees  of  native  or  un- 
grafted fruit  on  the  place,  and  these  sup- 
plied the  children  and  the  birds  for  many 
days  thereafter.  The  robins  never  ceased 
gorging  themselves.  Indeed,  they  were 
degenerating  into  shameless  gourmands, 
and  losing  the  grace  of  song,  as  were 
also  the  bobolinks  in  the  meadows.  Al- 
ready there  was  a perceptible  decline  in 
the  morning  and  evening  minstrelsy  of 
all  the  birds,  and  with  the  exception  of 
calls  and  twitterings,  they  grew  more  and 
more  silent  through  the  mid-day  heat. 
With  the  white  bloom  of  the  chestnut- 
trees  the  last  trace  of  spring  passed  away. 
Summer  reached  its  supreme  culmina- 
tion, and  days  that  would  not  be  amiss 
at  the  equator  were  often  followed  by 
nights  of  breathless  sultriness.  Early  in 
the  month  haying  and  harvest  were  over, 
and  the  last  load  that  came  down  the  lane 
to  the  barn  was  ornamented  with  green 
boughs,  and  hailed  with  acclamations  by 
the  farm  hands,  to  whom  a generous  sup- 
per was  given,  and  something  substantial 
also  to  take  home  to  their  families. 

As  the  necessity  for  prompt  action  and 
severe  labor  passed,  the  Cliffords  proved 
that  their  rural  life  was  not  one  of  plod- 
ding, unredeemed  toil.  For  the  next  few 
weeks  Nature  would  give  them  a partial 
respite.  She  would  finish  much  of  the 
work  which  they  had  begun.  The  corn 
would  mature,  the  oats  ripen,  without  fur- 
ther intervention  on  their  part.  By  slow 
but  sure  alchemy  the  fierce  suns  would 
change  the  acid  and  bitter  juices  in  the 
apples,  peaches,  plums,  and  pears  into 
nectar.  Already  Alf  was  revelling  in  the 
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harvest  apples,  which,  under  Maggie’s  cu- 
linary magic,  might  tempt  an  ascetic  to 
surfeit. 

While  Burt  had  manfully  done  his  part 
in  the  harvest  field,  he  had  not  made  as 
long  hours  as  the  others,  and  now  was 
quite  inclined  to  enjoy  to  the  utmost  a sea- 
son of  comparative  leisure.  He*  was  much 
with  Amy,  and  she  took  pleasure  in  his  so- 
ciety, for,  as  she  characterized  his  manner 
in  her  thoughts,  he  had  grown  very  sensi- 
ble. He  had  accepted  the  situation,  and  he 
gave  himself  not  a little  credit  for  his  philo- 
sophical patience.  He  regarded  himself  as 
committed  to  a deep  and  politic  plan,  in 
which,  however,  there  was  no  unworthy 
guile.  He  would  make  himself  essential  to 
Amy’s  happiness.  He  would  be  so  quiet- 
ly and  naturally  devoted  to  her  that  she 
would  gradually  come  to  look  forward  to 
a closer  union  as  a matter  of  course.  His 
fleet  home  Thunder  was  his  great  ally,  and 
in  the  long  twilight  evenings  they  explored 
the  country  roads  far  and  near.  When 
the  early  mornings  were  not  too  warm 
they  rowed  upon  the  river,  or  went  up  the 
Moodna  Creek*  for  water-lilies,  which  at 
that  hour  floated  upon  the  surface  with 
their  white  petals  all  expanded— beauti- 
ful emblems  of  natures  essentially  good. 
From  mud  and  slime  they  developed  pu- 
rity and  fragrance.  He  was  also  teach- 
ing Amy  to  be  an  expert  horsewoman, 
and  they  promised  themselves  many  a 
long  ride  when  autumn  coolness  should 
make  such  exercise  more  agreeable. 

Burt  was  a little  surprise^  at  his  tranquil 
enjoyment  of  all  this  companionship,  but 
nevertheless  prided  himself  upon  it.  He 
was  not  so  mercurial  and  impetuous  as 
the  others  had  believed  him  to  be,  but 
was  capable  of  a steady  and  undemonstra- 
tive devotion.  Amy  was  worth  winning 
at  any  cost,  and  he  proposed  to  lay  such 
a patient  siege  that  she  could  not  fail 
of  being  his.  Indeed,  with  a disposition 
toward  a little  retaliation,  he  designed  to 
carry  his  patience  so  far  as  to  wait  until 
he  had  seen  more  than  once  an  expression 
in  her  eyes  that  invited  warmer  words  and 
manner.  But  he  had  to  admit  that  time 
was  passing  and  that  no  such  expression 
appeared.  This  piqued  him  a little,  and 
he  felt  that  he  was  not  appreciated.  The 
impression  grew  upon  him  that  she  was 
very  young,  unaccountably  young  for  one 
of  her  years.  She  enjoyed  his  bright  talk 
and  merry  ways  with  much  the  same 
spirit  that  Alf's  boyish  exuberance  called 


forth.  She  had  the  natural  love  of  all 
young,  healthful  natures  for  pleasure  and 
change,  and  she  unconsciously  acted  to- 
ward him  as  if  he  were  a kind,  jolly  bro- 
ther who  was  doing  much  to  give  spice 
and  varietjr  to  her  life.  At  the  same  time 
her  unawakened  heart  was  disposed  to  take 
his  view  of  the  future.  Why  should  she 
not  marry  him  after  her  girlhood  had 
passed?  All  the  family  wished  and  ex- 
pected it,  and  surely  she  liked  him  exceed- 
ingly. But  it  would  be  time  enough  for 
such  thoughts  years  hence.  He  had  the 
leisure  and  self-control  for  good-comrade- 
ship,  and  without  questionings  she  enjoy- 
ed it.  Her  life  was  almost  as  free  from 
care  as  that  of  the  young  birds  that  had 
begun  their  existence  in  June. 

Only  Webb  perplexed  and  troubled  her 
a little.  At  this  season,  when  even  Leon- 
ard indulged  in  not  a little  leisure  and  rest, 
he  was  busy  and  preoccupied.  She  could 
not  say  that  he  avoided  her,  and  yet  it 
seemed  to  happen  that  they  were  not  much 
together.  “ I fear  I’m  too  young  and  girl- 
ish to  be  a companion  for  him,”  she  sigh- 
ed. “His  manner  is  just  as  kind  and  gen- 
tle, but  he  treats  me  as  if  I were  his  very 
little  sister.  I don’t  seem  to  have  the  power 
to  interest  him  that  I once  had.  I wish  I 
knew  enough  to  talk  to  him  as  ho  would 
like.”  And  she  stealthily  tried  to  read 
some  of  the  scientific  books  that  she  saw 
him  poring  over. 

He,  poor  fellow,  was  engaged  in  the 
most  difficult  task  ever  given  to  man— 
the  ruling  of  liis  own  spirit.  He  saw  her 
sisterly  solicitude  and  good-will,  but  could 
not  respond  in  a manner  as  natural  as  her 
own.  This  was  beyond  human  capabili- 
ty. His  best  resource  was  the  compara- 
tive solitude  of  constant  occupation.  He 
was  growing  doubtful,  however,  as  to  the 
result  of  his  struggle,  while  Amy  was 
daily  becoming  more  lovely  in  his  eyes. 

Her  English  life  had  not  destroyed  the 
native  talent  of  an  American  girl  to  make 
herself  attractive.  She  knew  instinctively 
how  to  dress,  how  to  enhance  the  charms 
of  which  nature  had  not  been  chary,  and 
Webb's  philosophy  and  science  were  no 
defense  against  her  winsomeness.  In  her 
changeful  eyes  lurked  spells  too  mighty 
for  him.  Men  of  his  caste  rarely  succumb 
to  a learned  and  aggressive  woman.  They 
require  intelligence,  but  it  is  a feminine  in- 
telligence, which  supplements  their  own. 
and  is  not  akin  to  it.  Webb  saw  in  Amy 
all  that  his  heart  craved,  and  he  believed 
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that  he  also  saw  her  fulfilling  Burt’s  hopes. 
She  seemed  to  be  gradually  learning  that 
the  light-hearted  brother  could  bring  into 
her  life  all  the  sunshine  and  happiness  she 
could  desire.  Webb  depreciated  himself, 
and  believed  that  he  was  too  grave  and  dull 
to  win  in  any  event  more  than  the  affec- 
tion which  she  would  naturally  feel  for  an 
elder  brother,  and  this  she  already  bestow- 
ed upon  him  frankly  and  unstintedly. 
Burt  took  the  same  view,  and  was  usually 
complacency  itself,  although  a week  seem- 
ed a long  time  to  him,  and  he  sometimes 
felt  that  he  ought  to  be  making  more  prog- 
ress. But  he  had  no  misgivings.  He 
would  be  faithful  for  years,  and  Amy 
could  not  fail  to  reward  such  constancy. 

Not  only  had  the  little  rustic  cottages 
which  had  been  placed  on  poles  here  and 
there  about  the  Clifford  dwelling,  and  the 
empty  tomato  cans  which  Alf,  at  Dr. 
Marvin’s  suggestion,  had  fastened  in  the 
trees,  been  occupied  by  wrens  and  blue- 
birds, but  larger  homes  had  been  taken 
for  the  summer  by  migrants  from  the 
city.  Among  these  was  a Mr.  Hargrove, 
a wealthy  gentleman,  who  had  rented  a 
pretty  villa  on  the  banks  of  the  Hudson 
a mile  or  two  away.  Burt,  with  all  his 
proposed  life-long  constancy,  had  speed- 
ily discovered  that  Mr.  Hargrove  had  a 
very  pretty  daughter.  Of  course  he  was 
quite  indifferent  to  the  fact,  but  he  could 
no  more  meet  a girl  like  Gertrude  Har- 
grove and  be  unobservant  than  could 
Amy  pass  a new  and  rare  wild  flower 
with  unregarding  eyes.  Miss  Hargrove 
was  not  a wild  flower,  however.  She  was 
a product  of  city  life,  and  was  perfectly 
aware  of  her  unusual  and  exotic  beauty. 
Admiring  eyes  had  followed  her  even  from 
childhood,  and  no  one  better  than  she 
knew  her  power.  Her  head  had  been  quite 
turned  by  flattery,  but  there  was  a saving 
clause  in  her  nature — her  heart.  She  was 
a belle,  but  not  a cold-blooded  coquette. 
Admiration  was  like  sunshine — a matter 
of  course.  She  had  always  been  accus- 
tomed to  it,  as  she  had  been  to  wealth, 
and  neither  had  spoiled  her.  Beneath 
all  that  was  artificial,  all  that  fashion  pre- 
scribed and  society  had  taught,  was  the  es- 
sential womanhood  which  alone  can  win* 
and  retain  a true  man’s  homage.  For 
reasons  just  the  reverse  of  those  which 
explained  Amy's  indisposition  to  senti- 
ment, she  also  had  been  kept  fancy-free. 
Seclusion  and  the  companionship  of  her 
father,  who  had  been  an  invalid  in  his 


later  years,  had  kept  the  former  a child 
in  many  respects,  at  a time  when  Miss 
Hargrove  had  her  train  of  admirers.  The 
city  belle  enjoyed  the  train  very  much,  but 
showed  no  disposition  to  permit  any  one 
of  its  constituents  to  monopolize  her.  In- 
deed, their  very  numbers  had  been  her  safe- 
ty. Her  attention  had  been  divided  and 
distracted  by  a score  of  aspirants,  and 
while  in  her  girlish  eyes  some  found  more 
favor  than  others,  she  was  inclined  to 
laughing  criticism  of  them  all.  They 
amused  her  immensely,  and  she  puzzled 
them.  Her  dark  and  almost  velvety 
black  eyes,  and  the  rich  color  that  came 
and  went  beneath  her  clear  brunette  com- 
plexion, suggested  a nature  that  was  not 
cold  and  unresponsive,  yet  many  who 
would  gladly  win  the  heiress  for  her  own 
sake  found  her  as  elusive  as  only  a woman 
of  perfect  tact  and  self-possession  can  be. 
She  had  no  vulgar  ambition  to  count  her 
victims  who  had  committed  themselves 
in  words.  With  her  keen  intuition  and 
abundant  experience  she  recognized  the 
first  glance  that  was  warmer  than  mere 
friendliness,  and  this  was  all  the  com- 
mittal she  wished  for.  She  loved  the  ad- 
miration of  men,  but  was  too  good-hearted 
a girl  to  wish  to  make  them  cynics  in  re- 
gard to  women.  She  also  had  the  sense 
to  know  that  it  is  a miserable  triumph 
to  lure  a man  to  the  declaration  of  a su- 
preme regard,  and  then  in  one  moment 
change  it  into  contempt.  While,  there- 
fore, she  had  refused  many  an  offer,  no 
one  had  been  humiliated,  no  one  had 
been  made  to  feel  that  he  had  been  un- 
worthily trifled  with.  Thus  she  retained 
the  respect  and  good-will  of  those  to  whom 
she  might  easily  have  become  the  embod- 
iment of  all  that  was  false  and  heartless. 
She  had  welcomed  the  comparative  seclu- 
sion of  the  villa  on  the  Hudson,  for,  al- 
though not  yet  twenty,  she  was  growing 
rather  weary  of  society  and  its  exactions. 
Its  pleasures  had  been  tasted  too  often ; its 
burdens  were  beginning  to  be  felt.  She 
was  a good  horsewoman,  and  was  learn- 
ing, under  the  instruction  of  a younger 
brother,  to  row  as  easily  and  gracefully 
on  the  river  as  she  danced  in  the  ball- 
room, and  she  found  the  former  recrea- 
tion more  satisfactory  from  its  very  nov- 
elty. 

Burt  was  well  aware  of  these  out-of- 
door accomplishments.  Any  one  inclined 
to  rural  pleasures  won  his  attention  at 
once ; and  Miss  Hargrove,  as  she  occasion- 


Digitized  by 


Gck  igle 


Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


NATURE’S  SERIAL  STORY. 


459 


ally  trotted  smartly  by  him,  or  skimmed 
near  on  the  waters  of  the  Hudson,  was  a 
figure  to  win  from  his  eyes  more  than  a 
careless  glance.  Thus  far  he  had  observed 
her  critically,  and  he  found  little  to  disap- 
prove. She  also  was  observing  him,  and 
was  quite  as  well  endowed  as  he  with 
the  power  of  forming  a correct  judg- 
ment. Men  of  almost  every  description 
had  sought  her  smiles,  but  he  did  not  suf- 
fer by  comparison.  His  tall,  lithe  figure 
was  instinct  with  manly  grace.  There 
was  a fascinating  trace  of  reckless  bold- 
ness in  his  blue  eyes.  He  rode  like  a 
centaur,  and  at  will  made  his  light  boat, 
in  which  Amy  was  usually  seated,  cut 
through  the  water  with  spray  flying  from 
its  prow.  In  Miss  Hargrove’s  present 
mood  for  rural  life  she  wished  for  his 
acquaintance,  and  was  a little  piqued  that 
he  had  not  sought  hers,  since  her  father 
had  opened  the  way. 

Mr.  Hargrove,  soon  after  his  arrival  in 
the  neighborhood,  had  had  business  trans- 
actions with  the  Cliffords,  and  had  learn- 
ed enough  about  them  to  awaken  a de- 
sire for  social  relations,  and  he  had  court- 
eously expressed  his  wishes.  Maggie  and 
Amy  had  fully  intended  compliance,  but 
the  harvest  had  come,  time  had  passed, 
and  the  initial  call  had  not  been  made. 
Leonard  was  averse  to  such  formalities, 
and,  for  reasons  already  explained,  Burt 
and  Webb  were  in  no  mood  for  them. 
They  would  not  have  failed  in  neighbor- 
liness much  longer,  however,  and  a call 
was  proposed  for  the  first  comparatively 
cool  day.  A little  incident  now  occurred 
which  quite  broke  the  ice,  and  also  some- 
what disturbed  Burt’s  serenity.  Amy  was 
not  feeling  very  well,  and  he  had  gone  out 
alone  for  a ride  on  his  superb  black  horse 
Thunder.  After  riding  a few  miles  in  a 
shady  road,  where  the  willows  interlaced 
their  branches  overhead  in  a long  Gothic- 
like arch,  he  saw  Miss  Hargrove,  mount- 
ed also,  coming  slowly  toward  him.  He 
never  forgot  the  picture  she  made  under 
the  rustic  archway.  Her  fine  horse  was 
pacing  along  with  a stately  tread,  his  neck 
curved  under  the  restraining  bit,  while 
she  was  evidently  amusing  herself  by 
talking,  for  the  want  of  a better  compan- 
ion, to  an  immense  Newfoundland  dog 
that  was  trotting  at  her  side,  and  looking 
up  to  her  in  intelligent  appreciation.  Thus 
in  her  preoccupation  Burt  was  permitted 
to  draw  comparatively  near,  but  as  soon 
as  she  observed  him  it  was  evidently  her 


intention  to  pass  rapidly.  As  she  gave 
her  horse  the  rein  and  he  leaped  forward, 
she  clutched  his  mane,  and  by  a word 
brought  him  to  a stand-still.  Burt  saw 
the  trouble  at  once,  for  the  girth  of  her 
saddle  had  broken,  and  hung  loosely  down. 
Only  by  prompt  action  and  good  horse- 
manship had  she  kept  her  seat,  and  now 
was  quite  helpless,  for  if  she  attempted  to 
dismount,  the  heavy  saddle  would  turn, 
with  unknown  and  awkward  results.  She 
had  recognized  Burt,  and  knew  that  he 
was  a gentleman ; therefore  she  patted  her 
horse  and  quieted  him,  while  the  young 
man  came  promptly  to  her  assistance.  He, 
secretly  exulting  over  the  promise  of  an 
adventure,  said,  suavely,  as  he  lifted  his 
hat, 

“ Miss  Hargrove,  will  you  permit  me  to 
aid  you  ?” 

“Certainly,”  she  replied,  smiling  so 
pleasantly  that  the  words  did  not  seem 
ungracious;  “ I have  no  other  resource.” 

He  bowed,  leaped  lightly  to  the  ground, 
and  fastened  his  horse  by  the  road-side; 
then  came  forward  without  the  least  em- 
barrassment. “Your  saddle-girth  has 
broken,”  he  said.  “ I fear  you  must  dis- 
mount. Shall  I lift  you  off  ? You  main- 
tained your  seat  admirably,  but  a very 
slight  movement  on  your  part  will  cause 
the  saddle  to  turn.” 

“I  know  that,”  she  replied,  laughing., 

“ Helplessness  is  always  awkward.  I am 
only  too  anxious  to  reach  ground  in  safe- 
ty,” and  she  dropped  the  reins  and  reach- 
ed out  her  hands. 

“ Your  horse  is  too  high  for  you  to  dis- 
mount in  that  way,”  he  said,  quietly, 
“and  the  saddle  might  fall  after  you  and 
hurt  you.  Pardon  me,”  and  he  encircled 
her  with  his  right  arm  and  lifted  her  gen- 
tly off. 

She  blushed  like  the  western  sky,  but 
he  was  so  grave  and  apparently  solicitous, 
and  his  words  had  made  his  course  seem 
so  essential,  that  she  could  not  take  offense. 
Indeed,  he  was  now  giving  his  whole  at- 
tention to  the  broken  girth,  and  she  could 
only  await  the  result  of  his  examination. 

“I  think  I can  mend  it  with  a strap 
from  my  bridle  so  that  it  will  hold  until 
you  get  home,”  he  said;  “ but  I am  sorry 
to  say  that  I can  not  make  it  very  secure. 

Will  you  hold  your  horse  a moment  ?” 

“ I am  indebted  to  Mr.  Clifford,  I think  ?” 
she  began,  hesitatingly. 

“ I am  Mr.  Clifford,  and,  believe  me,  I 
am  wholly  at  your  service.  If  you  had 
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not  been  so  good  a horsewoman  you  might 
have  met  with  a very  serious  accident.” 

“More  thanks  are  due  to  you,  I ima- 
gine,” she  replied;  “though  I suppose  I 
could  have  got  off  in  some  way.” 

“ There  would  have  been  no  trouble  in 
your  getting  off,”  he  said,  with  one  of  his 
frank,  contagious  smiles;  “ but  then  your 
horse  might  have  got  away,  or  you  would 
have  had  to  lead  him  some  distance  at 
least.  Perhaps  it  was  well  that  the  girth 
gave  way  when  it  did,  for  it  would  have 
broken  in  a few  moments  more  in  any 
event.  Therefore  I hope  you  will  tolerate 
one  not  wholly  unknown  to  you,  and  per- 
mit me  to  be  of  service.” 

“ Indeed  I have  only  cause  for  thanks. 
I have  interfered  with  your  ride,  and  am 
putting  you  to  trouble.” 

“ I was  only  riding  for  pleasure,  and  as 
yet  you  have  had  all  the  trouble.” 

She  did  not  look  excessively  annoyed, 
and  in  truth  was  enjoying  the  adventure 
quite  as  much  as  he  was,  but  she  only  said : 
“You  have  the  finest  horse  there  I over 
saw.  How  I should  like  to  ride  him !” 

“I  fear  he  would  be  ungallant.  He 
has  never  been  ridden  by  a lady.” 

“I  should  not  be  afraid  as  long  as  the 
saddle  remained  firm.  What  is  his 
name  ?” 

“ Thunder.”  At  the  sound  of  his  name 
#the  beautiful  animal  arched  his  neck  and 
whinnied.  “There,  be  quiet,  old  fellow, 
and  speak  when  you  are  spoken  to,”  Burt 
said.  “ He  is  comparatively  gentle  with 
me,  but  uncontrollable  by  others.  I have 
now  done  my  best,  Miss  Hargrove,  and  I 
think  you  may  mount  in  safety  if  you 
are  willing  to  walk  your  horse  quietly 
home.  But  I truly  think  I ought  to  ac- 
company you,  and  I will  do  so  gladly, 
with  your  permission.” 

“ But  it  seems  asking  a great  deal  of — ” 

“ Of  a stranger  ? I wish  I knew  how 
to  bring  about  a formal  introduction.  I 
have  met  your  father.  Will  you  not  in 
the  emergency  defer  the  introduction  until 
we  arrive  at  your  home  ?” 

“ I think  we  may  as  well  dispense  with 
it  altogether,”  she  said,  laughing.  “It 
would  be  too  hollow  a formality  after  the 
hour  we  must  spend  together,  since  you 
think  so  slow  a pace  is  essential  to  safety. 
Events,  not  we,  are  to  blame  for  all  fail- 
ures in  etiquette.” 

“I  was  coming  to  call  upon  you  this 
very  week  with  the  ladies  of  our  house,” 
he  began. 


“Indeed!”  she  said,  lifting  her  eye- 
brows. 

“I  assure  you  of  the  truth  of  what  I 
say,”  he  continued,  earnestly,  turning  his 
handsome  eyes  to  hers.  Then,  throwing 
his  head  back  a little  proudly,  he  added, 
“Miss  Hargrove,  you  must  know  that  we 
are  farmers,  and  midsummer  brings  the 
harvest  and  unwonted  labors.” 

With  a slight  piquant  imitation  of  his 
manner  she  said:  “My  father,  you  must 
know,  Mr.  Clifford,  is  a merchant.  Is  not 
that  an  equally  respectable  calling  ?” 

4 4 Some  people  regard  it  as  far  more  so.” 

“ Some  people  are  very  silly.  There  is 
no  higher  rank  than  that  of  a gentleman, 
Mr.  Clifford.” 

He  took  off  his  hat,  and  said,  laughingly: 
“I  hope  it  is  not  presumption  to  imagine 
a slight  personal  bearing  in  your  remark. 
At  least  let  me  prove  that  I have  some 
claim  to  the  title  by  seeing  you  safely 
home.  Will  you  mount  ? Put  your  foot 
in  my  hand,  and  bear  your  whole  weight 
upon  it,  and  none  upon  the  saddle.” 

“ You  don’t  know  how  heavy  I am.” 

“No,  but  I know  I can  lift  you.  Try.” 

Without  the  least  effort  she  found  her- 
self in  the  saddle.  “How  strong  you 
are  1”  she  said. 

“Yes,”  he  replied,  laughing.  “I  de- 
veloped my  muscle,  if  not  my  brains,  at 
college.” 

In  a moment  he  vaulted  lightly  upon 
his  horse,  that  reared  proudly,  but,  at  a 
word  from  his  master,  arched  his  neck 
and  paced  as  quietly  as  Miss  Hargrove’s 
better -trained  animal.  Burt’s  laugh 
would  have  thawed  Mrs.  Grundy’s  very 
self.  He  was  so  vital  with  youth  and 
vigor,  and  his  flow  of  spirits  so  irresist- 
ible, that  Miss  Hargrove  found  her  own 
nerves  tingling  with  pleasure.  The  epi- 
sode was  novel,  unexpected,  and  prom- 
ised so  much  for  the  future  that  in  her 
delightful  excitement  she  cast  conven- 
tionality to  the  winds,  and  yielded  to  his 
sportive  mood.  They  had  not  gone  a 
mile  together  before  one  would  have 
thought  they  liad  been  acquainted  for 
years.  Burt’s  frank  face  was  like  the 
open  page  of  a book,  and  the  experienced 
society  girl  saw  nothing  in  it  but  abound- 
ing good -nature,  and  an  enjoyment  as 
genuine  as  her  own.  She  was  on  the 
alert  for  traces  of  provincialism  and  rus- 
ticity, but  was  agreeably  disappointed  at 
their  absence.  He  certainly  was  un- 
marked, and  to  her  taste  unmarred,  by 
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the  artificial  mode  of  the  day,  but  there 
was  nothing  under-bred  in  his  manner  or 
language.  He  rather  fulfilled  her  ideal 
of  the  light-hearted  student  who  had 
brought  away  the  air  of  the  university 
without  being  oppressed  by  its  learning. 
She  saw  with  a curious  little  blending  of 
pique  and  pleasure  that  he  was  not  in  the 
least  afraid  of  her,  and  that,  while  claim- 
ing to  be  simply  a farmer,  he  unconscious- 
ly asserted  by  every  word  and  glance  that 
he  was  her  equal.  She  had  the  penetra- 
tion to  recognize  from  the  start  that  she 
could  not  patronize  him  in  the  slightest 
degree,  that  he  was  as  high-spirited  as  he 
was  frank  and  easy  in  manner,  and  she 
could  well  imagine  that  his  mirthful  eyes 
would  flash  with  anger  on  slight  provo- 
cation. She  had  never  met  just  such  a 
type  before,  and  every  moment  found  her 
more  and  more  interested  and  amused. 

It  must  be  admitted  that  his  sensations 
kept  pace  with  hers.  Many  had  found 
Miss  Hargrove’s  eyes  singularly  effective 
under  ordinary  circumstances,  but  now 
her  mood  gave  them  an  unwonted  lustre 
and  power.  Her  color  was  high,  her  talk 
animated  and  piquant.  Even  an  enemy, 
had  she  one,  would  have  been  forced  to 
admit  that  she  was  dazzlingly  beautiful, 
and  inflammable  Burt  could  not  be  indif- 
ferent to  her  charms.  He  knew  that  he 
was  not,  but  complacently  assured  him- 
self that  he  was  a good  judge  in  such 
matters. 

Mr.  Hargrove  met  them  at  the  door, 
and  his  daughter  laughingly  told  him  of 
her  mishap.  There  was  evidently  the  ut- 
most confidence  between  the  two.  He 
met  her  in  like  spirit  with  her  own,  and 
interpreted  her  unspoken  wishes  by  so 
cordially  pressing  Burt  to  remain  to  din- 
ner that  he  was  almost  constrained  to 
yield.  “You  will  be  too  late  for  your 
own  evening  meal,”  he  said,  “and  your 
kindness  to  my  daughter  would  be  ill  re- 
quited, and  our  reputation  for  hospitality 
would  suffer,  should  we  let  you  depart 
without  taking  salt  with  us.  After  all, 
Mr.  Clifford,  we  are  neighbors.  Why 
should  there  be  any  formality  ?” 

Burt  was  the  last  one  to  have  any  scru- 
ples on  such  grounds,  and  he  resolved  to 
have  his  “lark”  out,  as  he  mentally  char- 
acterized it.  Mr.  Hargrove  had  been  some- 
thing of  a sportsman  in  his  earlier  days, 
and  the  young  fellow's  talk  was  as  inter- 
esting to  him  as  it  had  been  to  his  daugh- 
ter. Fred,  her  younger  brother,  was  quite 


captivated,  and  elegant  Mrs.  Hargrove, 
like  her  daughter,  watched  in  vain  for 
mannerisms  to  criticise  in  the  breezy 
youth.  The  evening  was  half  gone  before 
Burt  galloped  homeward,  smiling  broadly 
to  himself  at  the  adventure. 

His  absence  had  caused  little  remark  in 
the  family.  It  had  been  taken  for  granted 
that  he  was  at  Dr.  Marvin’s,  or  the  parson- 
age, for  the  young  fellow  was  a great  favor- 
ite with  their  pastor.  When  he  entered  the 
sitting-room,  however,  there  was  a sup- 
pressed excitement  in  his  manner  which 
suggested  an  unusual  experience.  He  was 
not  slow  in  relating  all  that  had  happened, 
for  the  thought  had  occurred  to  him  that  it 
might  be  good  policy  to  awaken  a little  jea- 
lousy in  Amy.  In  this  effort  he  was  obliged 
to  admit  to  himself  that  ho  failed  signally. 
Even  Webb’s  searching  eyes  could  not  de- 
tect a trace  of  pique.  She  only  seemed  very 
much  amused,  and  was  laughingly  profuse 
in  her  congratulations  to  Burt.  Moreover, 
she  was  genuinely  interested  in  Miss  Har- 
grove, and  eager  to  make  heracquaintance. 

“If  she  is  as  nice  as  you  say,  Burt,”  she 
concluded,  “she  would  make  a pleasant 
addition  to  our  little  excursions  and  plea- 
sure parties.  Perhaps  she’s  old  and  bright 
enough  to  talk  to  Webb,  and  draw  him  out 
of  his  learned  preoccupation,”  she  added, 
with  a shy  glance  toward  the  one  who  was 
growing  too  remote  from  her  daily  life. 

Even  his  bronzed  face  flushed,  but  he 
said,  with  a laugh:  “She  is  evidently 
much  too  bright  for  me,  and  would  soon 
regard  me  as  insufferably  stupid.  I have 
never  found  much  favor  with  city  dames, 
or  with  dames  of  any  description,  for  that 
matter.” 

“So  much  the  worse  for  the  dames, 
then,”  she  replied,  with  a piquant  nod  at 
him. 

“Little  sisters  are  apt  to  be  partial 
judges— at  least  one  is,”  he  said,  smiling- 
ly, as  he  left  the  room.  As  he  walked  out 
in  the  moonlight  he  thought : ‘ ‘ There  was 
not  a trace  of  jealousy  in  her  face.  Well, 
why  should  there  be?  Burt’s  perfect 
frankness  was  enough  to  prevent  any- 
thing of  the  kind.  If  there  had  becu  cause 
for  jealousy,  he  would  have  beeu  reticent. 
Besides,  Amy  is  too  high-toned  to  yield 
readily  to  this  vice,  and  Burt  can  never  be 
such  an  idiot  as  to  endanger  his  prospects.” 

A scheme,  however,  was  maturing  in 
Burt’s  busy  brain  that  night  which  he 
thought  would  be  a master-stroke  of  policy. 

He  was  quite  aware  of  the  good  impression 
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that  he  had  made  on  Miss  Hargrove,  and 
he  determined  that  Amy’s  wishes  should 
be  carried  out  in  a sufficient  degree  at 
least  to  prove  to  her  that  a city  belle  would 
not  be  wholly  indifferent  to  his  attentions. 
“I’ll  teach  the  coy  little  beauty  that  others 
are  not  so  blind  as  she  is,  and  I imagine 
that  with  Miss  Hargrove’s  aid  I can  dis- 
turb her  serenity  a little  before  many  weeks 
pass.” 

But  a few  days  elapsed  before  Mr.  Clif- 
ford, with  Burt,  Maggie,  and  Amy,  made 
the  call  which  would  naturally  inaugu- 
rate an  exchange  of  social  visits.  Mr. 
Hargrove  was  especially  interested  in  the 
old  gentleman,  and  they  were  speedily  deep 
in  rural  affairs.  Maggie  was  a little  re- 
served at  first  with  Mrs.  Hargrove,  but  the 
latter,  with  all  her  stateliness,  was  a zeal- 
ous housekeeper,  and  so  the  two  ladies 
were  soon  en  rapport . 

The  young  people  adjourned  to  the  pi- 
azza, and  their  merry  laughter  and  ani- 
mated talk  proved  that  if  there  had  been 
any  constraint  it  was  vanishing  rapidly. 
Amy  was  naturally  a little  shy  at  first, 
but  Miss  Hargrove  had  the  tact  to  speed- 
ily put  her  guests  at  ease.  She  proposed  to 
have  a good  time  during  the  remainder  of 
the  summer,  and  saw  in  Burt  a means  to 
that  end,  while  she  instinctively  felt  that 
she  must  propitiate  Amy  in  order  to  accom- 
plish her  purpose.  Therefore  she  was  dis- 
posed to  pay  a little  court  to  her  on  gen- 
eral principles.  She  had  learned  that  the 
young  girl  was  a ward  of  Mr.  Clifford’s. 
What  Burt  was  to  Amy  she  did  not  know, 
but  was  sure  she  could  soon  find  out,  and 
his  manner  had  not  led  to  the  belief  that 
he  was  a committed  and  acknowledged 
lover.  She  made  no  discoveries,  how- 
ever, for  he  was  not  one  to  display  a real 
preference  in  public,  and,  indeed,  in  ac- 
cordance with  his  scheme,  she  received 
his  most  marked  attentions.  Amy  also 
both  baffled  and  interested  her.  She  could 
not  immediately  accept  of  this  genuine 
child  of  nature,  and  Amy’s  very  simplicity 
was  puzzling.  It  might  be  the  perfection  of 
well-bred  reserve,  such  complete  art  as  to 
appear  artless.  Miss  Hargrove  had  been 
in  society  too  long  to  take  anything  im- 
pulsively on  trust.  Still  she  was  charmed 
with  the  young  girl,  and  Amy  was  also 
genuinely  pleased  with  her  new  acquaint- 
ance. Before  they  parted  a horseback  ride 
was  arranged,  at  Burt's  suggestion,  for  the 
next  afternoon.  This  was  followed  by 
visits  that  soon  lost  all  formality,  boat- 
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ing  on  the  river,  other  rides,  drives,  and 
excursions  to  points  of  interest  through- 
out the  region.  Webb  was  occasionally 
led  to  participate  in  these,  but  he  usually 
had  some  excuse  for  remaining  at  home. 
He  also  was  a new  type  to  Miss  Hargrove, 

4 4 indigenous  to  the  soil,  ” she  smilingly  said 
to  herself,  4 4 and  a fine  growth  too.  With 
his  grave  face  and  ways  he  makes  a splen- 
did contrast  to  his  brother.”  She  found 
him  too  reticent  for  good-fellowship,  and 
he  gave  her  the  impression  also  that  he 
knew  too  much  about  that  which  was  re- 
mote from  her  life  and  interests.  At  the 
same  time,  with  her  riper  experience,  she 
speedily  divined  his  secret,  to  which  Amy 
was  blind.  “He  could  almost  say  his 
prayers  to  Amy,”  she  thought,  as  she  re- 
turned after  an  evening  spent  at  the  Clif- 
fords’, “and  she  doesn’t  know  it.” 

With  all  his  frankness,  Burt’s  relations 
to  Amy  still  baffled  her.  She  sometimes 
thought  she  saw  his  eyes  following  the 
young  girl  with  lover-like  fondness,  and 
she  also  thought  that  he  was  a little  more 
pronounced  in  his  attentions  to  her  in 
Amy’s  absence.  Acquaintanceship  ripen- 
ed into  intimacy  as  plants  matured  under 
the  waning  suns  of  July,  and  the  girls 
often  spent  the  night  together.  Amy  was 
soon  beguiled  into  giving  her  brief,  simple 
history,  omitting  of  course  all  reference 
to  Burt’s  passionate  declaration  and  his 
subsequent  expectations.  As  far  as  she 
herself  was  concerned,  she  had  no  expe- 
riences of  this  character  to  relate,  and  her 
nature  was  much  too  fine  to  gossip  about 
Burt.  Miss  Hargrove  soon  accepted  Amy’s 
perfect  simplicity  as  a charming  fact,  and 
while  the  young  girl  had  all  the  refine- 
ment and  intelligence  of  her  city  friend, 
the  absence  of  certain  phases  of  experience 
made  her  companionship  all  the  more  fas- 
cinating and  refreshing.  It  was  seen  that 
she  had  grown  thus  far  in  secluded  and 
sheltered  nooks  of  the  world,  and  the  ig- 
norance that  resulted  was  like  morning 
dew  upon  a flower.  Of  one  thing  her 
friend  thought  herself  assured — Burt  had 
never  touched  Amy’s  heart,  and  she  was 
as  unconscious  of  herself  as  of  Webb’s 
well-hidden  devotion.  The  Clifford  family 
interested  Miss  Gertrude  exceedingly,  and 
her  innate  goodness  of  heart  was  proved 
by  the  fact  that  she  soon  became  a favor- 
ite with  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Clifford.  She  never 
came  to  the  house  without  bringing  flow- 
ers to  the  latter— not  only  beautiful  exot- 
ics from  the  florists’,  but  wreaths  of  clema- 
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t&  bundles  rd  from  her ram- 

bles, and  water-lilies  and  catriiqubfiowers 
from  boating  excursions  up  the  Muodoa 
Cnspk- and  the  secluded  itiytod  enjoyed 
her  bniliaht  beauty  and  piquant  ways  as 
if  ah#  were  a taro  flower  herself/ 

Burt hacl entered  on  his  schema  with  the 
deepest  interest  and  with  confident  expect 
tatiin^.  Atfiitm phased/ however,  tie  found 
that  ho  could  not  pique  Amy  in  the  slight- 
wft  itfpyG'l'  that  $h$  rat^r  regarded  his 
interest  in  Muss  Ifargrove  as  the  most  n&t- 
und  tkipg  ie  the  #e  yraa 

. Tbakdoro  ft*  at  ioit  just  let 
* wiw  eonteiA  with  the. 
fact  that  the  summer  was  passing  ddigbh 
fufly-.  That  Miss.  Bh^f^ve's  dark  eyes 
same times  Quickened  itta  pulse  • strange 
Ir  did  not  trouble  him:  it  had  often  been 
^uick^nedhi^i^  When  they  were  alone, 
as J she  .sang  tohiwi  id  her  rich  cop  trail  d, 
and  lie  at  her  request  added  h&  musical 
tomtit  seemed.  p^fecily:-  natural  that  he 
sbriuld  bend  over  her  toward  the  nates  & a 
way  that  was  not  the  result  of  near-sighted- 
uess.  Burt  was  amenable  to  other  attract 
ikgte  Ilian  that  of 

Webb  wj^s;  die  ably  ^>tie  not  blind  to 
the  drift  of  events,  While  he  forbore  by 
wardor  '‘Bo  felt  ih&t  tow 

Yemenis into  the  probtetn 
of  tbtf  ^ jfjtewti  t>ie  farm  and 

garden' 'work  ntong  with  a tireless  energy 
gainst  wbfebevto  Leonard  rerbbnattiatbd. 
But  Webb  knew  that  his  most  whedesome 
antidote  far  s uspense  and  trouble  wry? 
tork.  and  good  for  all  would  coma  of  bis 
remedy.  He  toiled  long  hours  if*  the  to t 
harvest.  He  sowed  seed  which  premised 
a thousand  bushels  of  turnips,  Land  foul 
with  weeds,  or  only  half  subdued,  he:  sow- 
ed with  that  best  of  scavenger  crops,  buck- 
wheat, which  was  to  be  ploughed  Under 
as  soon  as  in.  blossom.  The  vegetable  and 
fruit  gardens  gave  him  much  occupation 
also,  and  the  table  fairly  groaned  under  the 
overabundant  supply,  while  Abram  was 
akqrj&t  daily  dispatched  tu  the  i&ndibg 
fr  P>  neighboring  markets  with  loads  m 
various  pVto ace,  fit k rowtvy  however, 
kerned  to  n^orn  hwi  hts  chief  Tec^Atkm, 
and  a place  of  rest,  and  thug  roses  in  Amy> 


y<ihr  strength,  umi  — -f orgi  v c me— you  seem 
restlessly  active,  Huvo  you  any  trouble 
in  which  mother  *0011  help  ym  fJ*  > ; 

; 4 * Toh,f#l  he  saiiif 

gently ; Mbtt£-I  hav^  tjo  imubl^  that  re- 
quires your  or  my  attention * I like- 

to  be  and  fbeee  1*  much  to  do.  I 
am  getting  the  work  toll  bAqii gi  sa  ihrt  I 
cab  take  a trip  in  Augnst,  and  not  leave 
too  much  for  Leonard  to  look  after/’ 

August  caniCv  and promise 
of  drought,  but  he  and  his  elder’  brother 
had  prov  ided  against  ih  The  young  trees 
had  been  well'  mulcted.  whiW;th©  ground 
was  moist,  and  deep,  thoroagli  ctiltivation 
rendered  the  crops  mfe  unless  the  rainless, 
period  should  be  of  Ion  gdumticui. 

Already  in  the  rustling  foliage  them 
•were  whisperings  of  autumn.  The  nights 
grew  longer,  and  were  filled  with  the 
sounds  of  insect  life.  The  robins  dhsap- 
paaml  from  about  the  bouse,  and  were 
distant  groves,  bminung  as  wild 
a*  they  hod  formerly  been  domestic,  The 
season  of  bird  song  was  over  for  the  year 
the  briok*  whistled  in  /A  languid  and  de& 
liitqry  ooc^shmajly^  and  the  smaller 
warblers  sometimes  gave  utterance  to  de- 
fective strains,  but  the  leaders  of  tbe  fea- 
thered chorus  the  thrushes,  were  silent. 
The  Havre t beds  Earned  with  iivrnmmn& 
and  jWilviatf  and  were  gay  with  gladioli, 
while  Arny  and  Clifford  exulted  ir 
the  extent  arid  variety  of  thcar  finely 
quilled  ami  ift^dike ..alters  and  dahlias. 
The  foliage  <tf  - tBa':  had  gained  Tte 

d arkest  h uost  and  th e days  passed , one  so 
like  anoth&!^  that  Na- 

ture was  taking  % sacumer  sicsta. 
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Tai;  black  ducka  flv  nereis  tbc  sky 
. s ..  \i  flo  level  -liiie,  : '• 

Tbo  great;  white  gulh  the  eibt-r  ply 
.*  ' ; , • , \ '> : With  winds' ' ^shlre.  , ' ■ 

Koiv  lng(ir  TKnr  low,  they  come  an*!  go 
;.'  'Twitt  *ky  Afid  sea; 

They  deuve  the  air,  no  boiulage  kitow4 
So  wild  MUtl  free. 

The  hhtek  duekfi  ity  in  lerel  line. 

The  white  gulls  soar  with  wxiigjj  ushme. 

The  water  raves  in  darksome  cavtif 
With  nrifuiu  ami  si*d»,, 

But  out  in  the  light  the  mighty 
VTith  jj6y  dtwU  high., 
iln  ««a  and  shore,  while,  the  water?  r^r, 
Bright ' shined  'tloy  »n)i. 

The  west  windrf  blow  anil  cUo  ’^f ' 


heitwfr^e  Om  enry  md  wonder  ot 'a'H  who 
them.  His  mother  sometimes  looked 
rd  him  cm*ioafcly.,as  he  Stil!  brought  to  h^r 


the  finest  tod  an©  day  she  sard  r. 

v Webb*  1 kwew  ^wri/ytovip;  be  m 

ttrek^s  Iwfare.  Ym  >r$  grow  trig  yory 
thiu.,  and  you  ars  wrtninly  gtXFOg  Wytod 


...  -bht;  Malls  Shiir. 
And  mic  by  one  *' 

The  black  ducks  fly  in  level  iin?t 
The  wild  wares  roll  »vdh  cre*t>»  osk'iue. 


ONLY  A RIDDLE. 


ALL  three  were  78  men.  It  was  just 
after  Commencement.  Dinsmore 
and  Ross  had  been  down  on  a flying  visit 
— not  so  very  flying  either,  for  they  staid 
a fortnight — to  Cushing,  at  his  fathers 
country-seat  on  the  Charles.  It  is  alto- 
gether doubtful  if  three  fellows  ever  had 
such  a good  time  before.  In  the  prime  of 
youth  and  health,  just  through  with  that 
long  four-years’  grind  over  at  Cambridge ; 
sheep  skins  all  snugly  tucked  away  in 
their  trunks,  the  big  load  of  pedagogic 
authority  suddenly  lifted  from  their  shoul- 
ders, it  is  no  wonder  that  the  sky  seemed 
a net-work  of  rainbows,  and  that  sunrise 
and  sunset  glowed  all  round  the  horizon. 

Those  two  bright  weeks  at  the  Cush- 
ings’ had  flown  like  magic  to  all  four.  For 
Stanley  was  counted  in;  she  made  the 
fourth,  and  had  been  in  the  thick  and  thin 
of  all  the  glad  hurly-burly.  Brother 
Dick’s  guests  were  always  her  guests,  and 
so  she  went  along— in  the  saddle,  on  the 
river,  on  the  tramp— always  one  of  the 
party,  vigor  and  courage  outweighing  the 
objection  of  petticoats. 

Besides,  Dinsmore  and  Ross  were  old 
acquaintances;  that  is,  they  had  been 
home  with  Diok  a good  many  times  dur- 
ing his  college  course,  to  dine,  or  sup,  or 
lodge,  and  thus  she  had  often  seen  them. 
Why,  yes,  seen  them,  it  may  be  said,  as 
she  had  seen  the  swallows  flitting  through 
the  air,  or  the  passing  clouds  that  shadow- 
ed her  sunny  pathway. 

Wrapped  in  sweet  matin  unconscious- 
ness, she  was  heart  and  soul  intent  on  the 
fun  alone,  and  never  troubled  her  head 
with  any  nice  analysis  of  her  two  guests. 

Perhaps  a careful  diagnosis  of  her  heart 
might  have  brought  to  light  an  unrecog- 
nized subconsciousness  that  Ross  was  for- 
ever staring  at  her  with  his  wistful  brown 
eyes,  or  continually  contriving  that  they 
two  should  bo  thrown  together.  She  seem- 
ed not  to  object  to  this,  but  none  the  less 
showed  in  various  little  ways,  all  too  evi- 
dent to  poor  Ross,  that  she  would  have 
considered  it 4 * twice  as  much  fun”  to  make 
a ring,  and  have  in  Dick  and  Dinsmore. 

Blissfully  ignorant,  however,  of  the 
havoc  she  was  daily  making  of  poor  Ross’s 
peace  of  mind,  of  the  rapture  caused  by 
her  slightest  favor,  of  the  wretchedness  by 
her  least  neglect,  she  went  gayly  on  her 
way, 

“In  maiden  meditation,  fancy-free,’1 


and  wrought  by  mere  simple  impartiality 
and  indifference  all  the  harm  that  ensues 
from  the  most  consummate  coquetry. 

The  morning  they  went  away  she 
chanced  to  be  on  the  piazza  romping  with 
the  dogs,  tousling  a big  St.  Bernard,  while 
a jealous  little  black-and-tan  stood  by 
vainly  waiting  to  be  noticed.  Flushed 
with  the  exercise,  her  hair  blown  about 
by  the  morning  breeze,  she  looked,  with 
her  tall,  willowy  figure,  like  a very  Diana 
as  she  rose  from  her  crouching  position 
and  came  gracefully  forward  to  shake 
hands  when  they  appeared  with  their 
traps.  Perhaps  it  was  the  tumult  of 
leave-taking  that  rendered  her  blind  and 
deaf  to  the  almost  painful  significancy  of 
Ross’s  manner.  At  any  rate  she  sent 
them  both  off  with  the  same  friendly 
smile  and  an  equally  hearty  hand-shake, 
saying,  frankly,  4 4 Dick  and  I shall  miss 
you  ever  so  much.” 

Nor  did  it  seem  to  occur  to  her  as  being 
of  the  slightest  consequence  that  she  hap- 
pened to  give  the  rose  from  her  belt  to 
Dinsmore,  who,  being  the  last  to  step  into 
the  carriage,  had  seen  and  asked  for  it. 

Dick  had  the  reins,  and  drove  them  to 
the  station  at  a humming  pace.  In  ten 
minutes  more  they  were  aboard  the  train 
whirling  off  to  Boston. 

Dinsmore  and  Ross  were  all  the  better 
companions  for  being  as  unlike  as  light 
and  darkness.  It  was  the  old  theory  of 
contrasts.  Dinsmore,  born  of  bony,  bil- 
ious New  England  stock,  was  yet  like  a 
“sport”  of  some  far-descending  Visigoth 
strain,  big,  broad-shouldered,  with  vigor- 
ous blunt  features,  close-clipped  tawny 
hair,  and  a ruddy  complexion— a magnifi- 
cent animal.  With  a mind,  moreover,  as 
healthy  as  his  body,  not  handicapped  with 
overmuch  wit,  sentiment,  or  imagination, 
with  clear  ideas  untainted  by  originality, 
with  convictions  halting  conveniently  in 
the  wake  of  probation,  with  excellent  rea- 
sons for  the  faith  that  was  in  him — rea- 
sons none  the  less  good  that  they  had  been 
discovered  by  somebody  else — he  was  of 
the  stuff  whence  comes  the  world’s  practi- 
cal leadership,  a man  who  at  fifty  would 
ripen  into  a bank  president  or  an  effective 
Governor  of  the  Commonwealth. 

Ross  was  at  the  antipodes  of  all  this. 
Far  less  striking  in  looks,  he  was  in  reali- 
ty far  more  handsome.  His  slight  grace- 
ful figure,  clear  olive  tints,  exquisite  aqui- 
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liw  features*  were  barely  saved  from  ef- 
feminsry  by  a vmte  look  of  power  that 
shot  from  his  eyes.  like  n javelin,  and  (old 
Kii  ^uteiyteg m*>mf  f00^  Sb*  facial  lilies 
werbteil  as  flVougli  gTrmty  bad 

g*H  the  hotter  of  lerit^ium  Hope  nail 
ixteth.  f no,  w e re  evident  1 y smgte  vkltorsin 
a breast  where  con^ienee  wa#  t he  rngniiig^ 
despot.  CoriSmentioasoe^  iteleeti,  br*V 
j Cltd  nil  pver  him /from  fits  well- brushed 
bat  ™ hi*  fiaotbodicai  &hot^&tiift$K,‘  He 

\jjj  ^tjtbbk:  pbfifoa*  Bwpdteg 

the  pet- 

test  derail  id  existence,  UIJ  as  mcp  ntteo- 
tiou  waxfe^tewcd  upon  the  tying  of  a 
xithtii *£  as  the  writing  of  . 

•/;/•://;& tftenui  wbefc  sifter 
flirirr^lnm  te  lt)\vit  that  flui  two  frteuda 
were  tiiviied  to  # yachtiog  putty  tlawA  the 
harbor  Among  the  Jadieu  ou  hoard  WaH 
ft  certain  Miss  J^m&dd,  with  whom 
Bmsmore  was 

whom  he  duly  Adftvyry- 

body  isj  Bc&Um  is  related,  it  Waa  no  gmat 
eurprise  wlrntyMis®  proved  to  be 

at*  aunt  of  Stetuley  Ctefoteg/teid  Urn  cate 
itemliim  rmiuraily  tunned  upon  their  bite 
irifit,  of  which  the  young  men  gave  an 
enthusiastic  account  •",  • /:-  / / ;;/\ 

/‘Oh  res/’  said  Miss  Brumfield/  ;inun- 
teiitly,.  */I  have  a letter  F rom  Stahl ey  tell- 
ibg  «JU  about it  1 Quite  eti  vied  ytet ' 
Miss  Bromheld  wm  .^^rwQjoejd;  sityiftb 
It,  aud  eventually  proved  to  bo  the  Jite  of 
the  party.  She  Was  oii  oldisli  yoiinj?  lady, 
sxtare.  iu  figure,  with  a look  of  miwU  ener- 
gy and  intelligence.  She  had  excellent 
manners,  an  unusual  facility  of  expres- 
sion, and.,  as  It  gradually  appeared,  was 
somewhat  formidably  informed.  Happi- 
ly, however,  she  was  adroit  enough  to  dis- 
semble her  infonnatton,  and  lot  it  strag- 
gle out  .suggesti  Vely  in  a way  that  disai-m- 
ed  criticism  and  captured  respect. 

Miss  Rromtield  had  what  ishe  ^raicefiilly 
talk'd  fia  silly,  idle  foadueasv  for  riddles, 
enigmas,  macaronit'  yetee,  and  the  like 
mbal  iTifh^r  :Sfe  A$lad  made  a wliccfiou 
of  these.  at  cstenAnte  and  select.  Shi- 
had  ail  t.ig$  eote&j^ 

all  the  unansiwcrable  ridJlc;^,  all  the  rich. 
;dlte*  made  Isy  famous  mm  or  <m  i anted* 
■•actions'  anil  evt^n ts v and  a,  stem  of  olltev? 

• espechdly  mmoua,  clever;  nr  difficult. 

. Not  UwimtUiViily,  therefore,  z&  they  were 
ftfiuling  up  th«;  haetor  cm  their  homeward 
way,  the  oubpmad  tety  with  its  myriad 
st*epta%  turrets,  and  towers  lying  before 
(hem  bathed  in  tlie  dusky  golden  twilight, 


the 'gilded  dome  of  the  Stak-hoViMA  MiN 
ixjg  diiric  agsinst  the  brighter  yellow  m 
the  clouds,  and  away  te  the  left  the  t oi 
iler  blue  of  the  Milten  Hills  th^peuiny  % 

| indigo  in  the  fading . light.  Miss  Birn» 

I utc:ely 

! com modatWfl . m^inred 

| • -by  ywdpuhudin^  ^ 

ruldle.  Xlre  riddle,  whieh  wha  A^eiv^l 
with  the  grave  and  becoming  uU*j • ^ * 
due  to  ils  origin  / oddly  enough 
the  moti  ve  fur  this  little  namdive,  thro*- 
some  slight  badinage  Unit  passed  Ind  w*  - 
Diusmara  nud  Ross,  msuludg-  id  d wo  . 

a3  id  wdiu  should  ftat  solve  U.t ;;  . \ 

Miss  JBroniHeld  sanctioned 
ami  invested  it  with  n mujbxguio^  (dfed'*; 
i*st  te  the  ilisputarits  by 
xlto  vvtes  about  to  visit 
<>f  thorn 

bet'  the  ivy  ip  solution  »hould1^ii^gld;d;i|: 
be  rewarded  by  an  invitetteadd  ^l^ir^^^ 
light  full  retreat  upon  Ibu  /:'* 

u Tliis  is  a y«ry  famous 
iuxl  i0s3  Bromh^We^  bey 

oil,  and  tearing  in  the  bade  o/e.ii 
letter,  “ It  im  ibag  io  retnenux?^ : - 
m 4 will  it  it#  yon-  It  s fe 
have  IkOeh  given;5i~>she  wjtmt  mu  Irn^R/ 


have  ikOeh  giyisa^ish.fe.'  w^iii  mu 
iviiting  oa  the  blank  ^id<e  of  'ter  bite  of 
paper 'ins  site  tulktsl- -~"hy  Aspa^ia  to  P : • 
cles,  by  Cleopatra  to  Anioiiy,  by  Els  . 
belli  to  E^’cx,  and  in  modc'U  times  • 
Rugihie  to  Louis  Napoleon.  W liat  tn^  h 
there  may  lie  iti  the^i  varl  •us  snusex  -x 
in  what  language  the  original  verse  w t 
peamd,  I do  not  know'  I Uierdy  tell 
the  tmlition  to  fspve  yeti  a p^ing  liiit/die 
to  the  charrueter ^ of^ -.tiio-  riddle/  ; 
dt  p ast  it  k f oiPyoth 

iag  a frugment  of  t}te  torte  IvUWr  hi  €5»>./k 
ot  the-youhg  men;;  ‘‘and  now  ycru  niihd 
guests*  it  without  any  rribre .hints,  or  shg 


my~  clever  head9  '1.  : 

The  ydteig  teen  had  no  time  te  t^A- 
what  had  been  written /but  h^tUy  ihr^# 
tlte  bite  of  paper  ’ in  ihter  pec-ketev  tevl. 

lathes  to  disembark.  , 
tlte  Av'harf  they  separated,  *aeh  tekid^ 
tQMsi  i%.pntnm^mi  route  home- 
. Didiiiiove  lived  ta  Bosteu,  wliila 
fVcanc  vms  in  New  York/  Tha  latter,  h/w  -; 
^rer/w^a^ndThg^ days; at  the rr  '- 
rv  ..Htruso,  whithtw.teceurdiuglyv  'the 
wcid  te  dine,  and  afterward  adjourned  v> 
totefce  ami  talk  in  Eoss>  room,  JEt  Jf^. 
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: l chat  upon  various  topics, 

Di  - 

; : lenly  bethought  him  of  the 

2 • • C 

3W  it  laughingly  from  his 

t ing  that  he  should  win  the 

V *V'i 

F 

v n^oduced  his  own  copy,  and 

tin  y [ 

* ! to  read  it  aloud,  pondering 

ai- , » 

i it  line  by  line,  with  many 

fa*'-**; : 

aents.  In  the  midst  of  this 

id  1 C 

« ss  chanced  to  turn  over  his 

sc  <1>  «>i 

L v and  glance  carelessly  at 

th  oil. 

■ ; . In  an  instant  he  was 

st:T  * k .1 

it  •.  uis  face  changed;  to  Dins- 

m 

; . :j.vity  he  henceforth  returned 

nc  :»»*.•■ 

r > . e now  and  then  an  absent 

m -no- » 

‘rif  *)  ■ -.  He  became  more  and  more 

di  u\<m- 

• j ; , 1 1 i ■ Dinsmore  demanded  an  ex- 

pi  l ! 1 : t - •' 

“Y/J, 

:i*.  s t.'c  matter?” 

“ M.*: 

‘cry” 

TV, 

glum  : 

vrtKiL  the  deuce  makes  you  so 

‘•Nof 

•big.” 

TV, 

!i ! out  with  it.  What  ails  you  ?” 

‘Tm 

out  »f  sorts;  don’t  want  to  talk. 

Gikss 

u d i>  s ter  go  home.” 

“SIm 

n ( do  it.  Go  home,  indeed ! 

"Y\  Jut  gg 

> i f v ; : i « ; : id  megrim  has  seized  you  ? 

Y.-nV 

• : ate  too  much  dinner. 

Tiiiw 

ay  \ v ur  cigar,  and  send  for  a 

glass  oi 

\ Giy 

“No. 

no-  i*‘<  only  I don’t  want  to  talk.” 

“ \V 

• du  your  tongue,  then.” 

“ T /■ 

uut  «>  be  alone,  I tell  you,”  ex- 

clai.i  ed 

Rosy  with  rising  impatience. 

“ ’■’.id 

go!  Got  on  your  hat,  and  let’s 

go  ' 1. 

' i i < . You’re  a little  seasick 

afto:  it)  ko.u  round  all  day  on  the  wa- 

ter,  ir.:i 

V \i 

‘ i\  > 

nor  1 of  the  sort.  Look  here, 

Din j 

’■V  ag.  o l to  waive  ceremony  and 

all  >»  s 

v ;Id  I’e-f addle  long  ago.  You 

knov  I 

i i i j 

o.' but^-” 

1 ,<  < ' ' ’ 

“\\. 

v .m  il.  If  you  insist  on  staying 

her«  . h 

r.  iy.  of  course;  but, ’’continued 

Rosy » is 

ir.g  aix-  Liking  his  hat,  “you  must 

excuse  me. 

“Here I here!  hold  on!  I’m  not  going 
to  drive  a man  out  of  his  own  room.  You 
must  be  sick,  or  you  wouldn’t  be  so  savage. 
Bile  does  upset  a man  deucedly,  I know,” 
continued  Dinsmore,  rising  and  tranquil- 
ly lighting  a fresh  cigar  preparatory  to 
taking  his  leave.  “ You’d  better  turn  in 
as  soon  as  I go,  and  put  a mustard  plaster 
on  your  liver.  Ta,  ta.  Shall  I send  you 
a sawbones  ?” 

“No.” 


As  soon  as  his  companion’s  footsteps 
had  died  away  in  the  hall,  Ross  jumped 
up  and  locked  the  door;  then  drawing 
forth  once  more  the  piece  of  paper  from 
his  pocket,  and  ignoring  now  the  historic 
puzzle  of  Miss  Bromfield,  he  addressed 
himself  with  intent  and  harrowed  counte- 
nance to  the  more  absorbing  riddle  con- 
tained in  these  few  broken  lines  upon  the 
other  side: 

“The  two  young 
arrived  last  week, 

Dick’s  college  friends, 

One  was  a big  noble  fellow, 

I fell  in  love  with  at  on 
The  other  little  wretch, 

I could  not  bear;  he 
and  perfectly  insignificant, 
was  glad  to  get  rid  of  him. 
come  to  see  us  while  the 

“Your  affect 
“Stanley 

It  will  easily  be  surmised  what  inter- 
pretation the  sensitive  Ross  put  upon  these 
few  elliptical  sentences,  and  the  effect  may 
as  readily  be  imagined.  No  further  woid 
was  needed  to  his  keen  susceptibilities. 
His  jealous  temper  seized  upon  patent 
probability  as  damning  proof.  Again 
and  again  he  conned  the  little  fragment 
of  paper  with  intense  and  painful  anxie- 
ty ; but  no,  the  conviction  was  as  irresisti- 
ble as  it  was  crushing.  All  his  hopes  had 
been  in  vain,  his  delicate  attentions  dis- 
tasteful, his  presence  obnoxious,  and  his 
very  person  derided. 

Even  to  the  respectable  human  pachy- 
derm suph  a discovery  might  well  have 
proved  a shock ; to  Ross  it  was  a knock- 
down blow,  all  the  more  terrible  for  being 
the  first  of  the  sort  he  had  ever  received. 
He  sat  for  a long  time,  apparently  stupe- 
fied, staring  at  the  fatal  scrap  of  paper.  At 
length,  starting  to  his  feet,  he  paced  the 
floor  hurriedly  for  a few  moments,  con- 
sulted his  wTatch,  packed  his  trunk  with 
feverish  haste,  called  a carriage,  and  driv- 
ing to  the  station,  took  the  night  train  for 
New  York. 

Dinsmore  was  greatly  astonished  the 
next  day  to  receive  the  following  tele- 
gram: 

“Came  home  last  night.  Forgive  my 
running  away.  It  was  necessary.  Can 
not  explain  now.  Start  for  Europe  Tues- 
day. Good-by !” 

This  was  all  quite  incomprehensible  to 
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Dinsmore.  It  was  unlike  Ross,  who  had 
nevershown  himself  capricious.  They  had 
planned  going  abroad  together  in  the  fall. 
Dinsmore  wrote  directly,  remonstrating 
against  the  breach  of  their  agreement.  He 
received  no  answer.  Presently  he  saw 
Ross's  name  in  the  passenger  list  of  the 
next  Cunarder. 

Up  and  down  Europe  like  an  uneasy 
spirit  wandered  hapless  Ross  week  after 
week  and  month  after  month,  staring 
with  absent  eyes  at  scenes  and  objects 
which  to  his  unpossessed  fancy  would 
have  been  invested  with  a thousand 
charms,  gazing  unmoved  at  the  wonders 
of  art  which  otherwise  would  have 
aroused  his  aesthetic  nature  to  wonder  and 
veneration.  Hither  and  thither  in  dreary, 
aimless  course  he  overran  the  Continent, 
shunning  notice,  avoiding  friends,  repel- 
ling sympathy,  vainly  trying  to  escape 
from  the  dark  shadow  that  sat  perched 
upon  his  saddle  croup.  At  length,  late 
in  the  fall,  more  by  chance  than  design,  he 
found  himself  in  Rome,  where,  going  to 
his  banker’s  one  day,  he  received  the  fol- 
lowing letter  from  Dinsmore.  It  was  al- 
ready more  than  a month  old,  having  fol- 
lowed him  about  from  place  to  place. 

“ Boston,  September  1,  1878. 

“Well,  old  Pilgrim, — Where  are  you 
now  ? Have  you  got  over  your  sulks 
yet  ? or  was  it  a touch  of  downright  lu- 
nacy you  had,  which  has  developed  into 
violence,  and  brought  you  before  this,  de- 
servedly enough,  to  a mad-house  ? Have 
you  ever  coolly  considered  the  shabby 
way  in  which  you  gave  me  the  slip? 
Come,  make  a clean  breast  of  it,  what  did 
you  mean,  anyway  ? In  the  old  times  you 
wouldn’t  have  treated  a respectable  dog 
so.  But  never  mind.  I forgive  you.  You 
were  always  walking  on  imaginary  net- 
tles, getting  struck  by  air-drawn  dag- 
gers, or  stung  by  metaphysical  wasps. 
But,  deuce  take  you,  it’s  time  you  begged 
my  pardon,  all  the  same;  so  come  down 
now,  like  a man,  and  say  you’re  sorry  and 
ashamed  of  yourself. 

“While  you’ve  been  loafing  about  on 
the  Continent,  moping  and  getting  demor- 
alized, I’ve  gone  into  business — got  a good 
chance,  and  snapped  it  up  as  a cock-robin 
does  an  angle-worm.  You  see,  the  gov- 
ernor has  some  interest  with  those  big 
Lowell  fellows,  and  so  succeeded  in  tuck- 
ing me  into  a snug  little  vacancy  in  one 
of  the  mills,  where  I am  now  cotton-bat- 


tening. It’s  a big  thing,  I can  tell  you, 
having  something  to  do,  and  you  feel 
mighty  respectable  going  home  at  night 
tired  with  a hard  day’s  work.  Have  let 
my  whiskers  grow,  given  up  all  arts  and 
graces,  forsworn  womankind  — no,  not 
quite  that  either.  By-the-bye,  let  me  tell 
you.  You  remember  Miss  Bromfield  and 
her  famous  riddle  ? Well,  what  do  you 
think  ? — I got  that  riddle— ’pon  my  honor 
actually  solved  it;  never  did  such  a thing 
before  in  my  life.  ’Twas  good  too — deuced 
good.  Have  it  in  my  desk  now.  Will  slip  it 
in  this  letter  to  remind  you,  and  show  how 
clever  I was.  Well,  of  course  I won  the 
wager.  Remember  the  wager  ? Send  me 
the  box  of  cigars,  then,  you  rascal.  None 
of  those  wretched  foreign  cigars;  real 
Havanas,  mind  you.  But  to  come  back 
to  the  riddle.  Of  course  I lost  no  time  in 
notifying  Miss  Bromfield.  She  was  as  good 
as  her  word,  and  I was  invited  straight- 
way to  the  Cushings’,  where  I had  the  jol- 
liest  week  imaginable.  Dick  pretended 
he  missed  you,  and  Miss  Stanley  asked 
after  you  ever  so  sweetly.  Jove  I she’s  a 
lovely  girl,  and  improves  immensely  on 
acquaintance.  But,  come,  now,  here’s 
an  olive  branch  for  you,  four  long  full 
pages.  You  deserve  a thrashing  rather 
than  any  such  Christian  conduct,  but  1 
was  brought  up  on  the  beatitudes,  and  am 
magnanimous  by  instinct;  as  you  know. 

“Yours,  Dins.” 

Ross  read  this  letter  with  very  mixed 
and  tumultuous  emotions.  To  the  natu- 
ral delight  which  shone  in  his  eyes  at  sight 
of  the  well-known  handwriting  succeeded 
a look  of  pain,  followed  by  an  expression 
of  suppressed  bitterness  as  he  approached 
the  end.  He  sat  musing  for  a long  time 
with  the  open  sheet  in  his  hand.  At 
length,  recovering  himself,  he  was  about 
putting  it  back  in  the  envelope,  when  he 
noted  in  the  latter  a small  slip  of  paper. 
He  drew  it  forth  mechanically,  and  recog- 
nized the  counterpart  of  his  own  copy  of 
the  hated  riddle  in  the  all  too  familiar 
handwriting  of  Miss  Bromfield.  With  a 
half-repressed  exclamation  he  tossed  it  im- 
patiently to  the  floor,  and  seizing  his  hat, 
went  out  for  a walk. 

In  the  midst  of  his  promenade,  as  he 
was  listlessly  making  his  way  along  the 
busy,  bustling  Corso,  thronged  with  people 
waiting  for  some  gala  procession,  he  sud- 
denly stopped  as  if  he  had  been  shot,  turn- 
ed like  a flash,  and  hurried  with  breathless 
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pace  back  to  his  lodgings.  He  burst  open 
the  door,  rushed  into  the  room,  and  looked 
anxiously  about  the  floor.  There  lay  the 
little  slip  of  paper  still  undisturbed.  With 
trembling  hands  he  picked  it  up,  hastily 
unfolded  it,  took  from  his  pocket-book  the 
carefully  preserved  corresponding  frag- 
ment, adjusted  the  indentures,  and  eager- 
ly scanned  the  completed  page. 

For  a moment  the  blood  rushed  in  a tor- 
rent to  his  face,  and  big  drops  of  perspira- 
tion stood  like  beads  upon  his  forehead. 
Then  he  became  pale,  and  sank  limply 
into  his  chair,  with  a long-drawn  sigh  of 
mingled  pain  and  relief.  These  were  the 
few  innocent  words  that  caused  his  emo- 
tion: 

pets  papa  promised 
the  same  evening  as 
sent  on  approval, 
a St.  Bernard,  whom 
ce,  and  decided  to  keep, 
a black-and-tan, 
was  a snarling  cur, 
I sent  him  back,  and 
Do  hurry  and 
fine  weather  lasts, 
ionate  niece, 

Cushing.”* 

Half  the  night  Ross  paced  his  chamber 
floor,  recovering  from  the  sudden  revul- 
sion of  feeling  caused  by  his  discovery. 
Recognizing  his  own  folly  and  precip- 
itancy, deprecating  all  his  ungenerous 
thoughts  of  Dinsmore,  certain  passages  in 
whose  letter,  however,  awakened  fresh 
alarm,  blushing  with  mortification  at  the 
thought  of  accounting  to  his  friends  for 
his  strange  behavior,  yet  sustained  by  a 
new  sweet  hope  that  the  future  might  hold 
a solace  for  all  past  suffering  and  present 
shame,  he  at  length  with  trembling  eager- 
ness addressed  himself  to  action.  Hastily 
packing  Ills  things  and  taking  leave  of 
his  few  friends,  he  left  Rome  the  next  day 
for  London,  whither,  after  a journey  of 
ten  days,  he  duly  arrived.  His  English 
friends  hardly  knew  him:  the  color  had 
returned  to  his  cheek,  the  sparkle  to  his 
eye — nay,  he  had  actually  gained  flesh  on 
li is  way  from  Rome.  Some  necessary  busi- 
ness detained  him  for  a few  days  in  Lon- 
don ; it  was,  indeed,  two  wreeks  before  the 
vessel  sailed  in  which  he  had  taken  pas- 
sage for  home.  At  length  all  prepara- 


*  Join  the  above  to  the  fragment  on  page  466,  to 
get  the  complete  sense. 


tions  were  made.  He  was  just  upon  the 
eve  of  storting,  when,  on  making  a final 
visit  to  his  banker’s  one  morning,  he  was 
handed  a second  letter  from  Dinsmore. 
This  time  he  beheld  the  bold,  well-known 
handwriting  with  unqualified  delight.  He 
seized  the  letter  with  eagerness,  a smile 
of  anticipation  parted  his  lips,  his  eyes 
glistened  with  old-time  tenderness,  as  he 
tore  it  open  upon  the  spot  and  read  as 
follows: 

“Boston,  October  15,  1878. 

“ My  dear  Rosy, — Why  haven’t  you 
answered  my  letter,  eh  ? Why  haven't 
you  done  anything  that  was  fair  and 
square  and  amicable  ? Have  I no  rights 
that  a white  man  is  bound  to  respect  ? or 
have  you  ceased  to  call  yourself  a white 
man,  you  sallow  wretch  ? Never  mind; 
here  goes,  all  the  same.  I will  do  my 
duty;  I will  go  on  heaping  coals  of  fire 
upon  your  head,  comforting  myself  with 
the  reflection  that  whatever  you  may  or 
may  not  say , you  must  feel  ashamed  of 
yourself.  Hang  it,  man,  won’t  it  do  when 
I say  I forgive  you  ? I could  forgive  any- 
body now.  I’m  in  such  a glorious,  all- 
embracing,  melting  mood  that  I can  even 
say  the  Lord’s  Prayer  with  fervor.  I used 
to  kick  a little  over  that  clause  about  the 
trespasses,  but  now  I not  only  forgive  my 
enemies,  I wish  them  joy,  ten  strikes,  dou- 
ble sixes,  and  all  sorts  of  bounty.  I’m 
light-headed;  I jump  over  tables  from 
morning  till  night;  I sing  myself  hoarse; 
I grin  like  a Cheshire  cat;  and  it  really 
seems  as  if  nothing  but  going  up  in  a bal- 
loon would  relieve  my  ecstatics. 

‘ 4 What’s  the  matter  ? That’s  what  I am 
going  to  tell  you.  Do  you  remember  the 
riddle  ? — ‘that everlasting  riddle,’  you  will 
say ; but  don’t  asperse  it ; it’s  been  the  mak- 
ing of  me.  I have  adopted  the  answer  to 
it  as  my  life’s  motto.  You  have  the  an- 
swer, of  course,  before  this.  If  not,  behold 
in  me,  perched  upon  my  present  pinnacle  of 
happiness,  its  living  exemplification.  The 
answer  is  ‘ Success, ’and  I have  succeeded. 
God  bless  the  riddle!  God  bless  Miss 
Bromfield ! I am  engaged  to  be  married 
to  her  niece” 

Ross  stopped.  A thunder-bolt  could 
not  have  more  quickly,  more  thoroughly 
arrested  every  function  of  his  being,  ev- 
ery movement  of  muscle,  nerve,  or  pulse. 
It  was  death  in  life.  A moment  before, 
his  eager  eyes  had  been  dancing  from  lino 
to  line  adown  the  page,  discounting  with 
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joyous  Tiero*  of 

every  :comV^g'  se»teace.  \NiJtv  & »it$rt  w|f- 
c4  hefoi'e  him,  the  grouml rose  under  his 
feet.  the  n»m « ike  city  the  world  of  things,, 
whirled  about  him.  In  the diazy  .bon/nsion 
he  had  but  one  thought,  he  :<h\v  hut  out 
thiiig Mai  Ha#  glowing  it*  lattlbrs  tif 
fire  upon  bis  retinae 

Jl  #uddt»tr  draught  from  tire  opening 
door,  the  sharp  voice  of  a now  obiner  ask- 
ingaboubsome  detail  of  business,  at  length 
aroused  him.  His  eyes  were  *tili  riveted 
to  the  page.  Mecbuuie^llv  ho  read  the 
next  sentences.* 


roiir 


The  wovlil  kav  long  sought  an  antidote 
to  .scasiekr^s:^"  The  search  may  nosv 

end*  The  remedy  It  in  tatbJi- 

mation.  Let  &hy  man  dr  womiln  bmbark 
apnn  the  ^53 13 fest  ia^u^  * tossed.,  in 
the  mood  with  which  lions  set  foot  upon 
ship,  and  Nspftmes  prove  un 

nocuous-  To  tii is  day  he  litte'  u»>'.  mriem*- 
hrunco  of  & single  detail  dlvrtiat  he  after- 
ward learmd  was  a toiMeroti&  vnyaj#^ 
He  landed  inNmv  Ynrk  lie  ^eut^tmighi 
to  Boston,  Be:  by fished  off  tlm  dust  of 
travel  at  his  old  haunt,  the  Furher  fhMese, 
and  hurried  down  to  Mo  S>  - Sox  riot 
Dm  smore.  T\\»  grieve  fn  stty  Uri  ingi^K^ 
aarain  neglected  his.  old  friend,  ;uyl  made 
Ids  first  call  on  Dick  Gushing, 

Dick-  was:  the  same  hearty  er edits :v6  In. 
the  counting- room  that  he  had  been  afore* 
time  in  coilega  tie  fi  ll  Upon  his  ohi 
classmate*  shoplc  lu>  arm  nearly  Of 
joint,  burned  him  off  to  the  tlvh  for  a 
smoke  and  & chat,  and  later  carried  him 
%h enete  liorn e to  dhmci\  Mavyeilous  was 
Hosgfs  sutimlssivepe^  under  till  Bits  ho** 
pitable  violence ; marvellous,  too  bo-v  mi 
lively  he  Mnmcdio  hav^r^chyefcd  frotii 
t,ho  hurry  Jlissfelr  that  !i^d  possessed 
Ji s ji;  e\  or  since  ho  left  homo. 

TlitrC't for  the 
eomftO’ti'xble  house 




In  IS^kyi^,  and'  as  the  two  friends 
uiaufe  their  way  thither  against  a bleak 
wind,  Dicdfe  pmued.  i'tjfijjhi  ears 
that  beanie  every  moment  deafer  and 
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c*y  Cushing  Miss  Bruno 

♦bid  ir*  rub  ; 

die.  iaer  other  nieces,  and  I 

have  eapfcOrtH 

1 Om  queen  of  them  all. 

Come  homo  a 

in!  M‘p.  Como  home  and 

envy  me.  Co 

me  turnip  and  'behest  in  an 
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wrote  this  riddle  in  duplicate  upon  the 
other  side — see? — and  gave  one  to  Dins- 
more.  This  is  the  piece  she  gave  me.  It 
was  just  after  our  visit,  you  remember. 
Read  it.” 

“But  this  is  only  half.  I can  not  make 
anything  out  of  this.” 

“Try.” 

“What?  Why,  Mr.  Ross,  you  didn’t 
— you  couldn’t  surely  think — ” 

Raising  her  eyes  with  a quick  look  of 
intelligence,  the  speaker  paused,  flushing 
deeply.  After  a moment  her  companion 
completed  the  sentence.  He  went  on 
earnestly,  ardently,  eloquently,  and  com- 


pleted a good  many  more,  of  a purport 
needless  to  be  told,  during  which  flush 
succeeded  flush  upon  the  fair,  ingenuous 
face  before  him,  till  at  length  all  other 
emotions  were  merged  in  a tremulous  look 
of  happiness  quite  indescribable. 

It  might  have  been  an  hour  afterward 
that  Dick  came  striding  into  the  room, 
booted  and  spurred,  to  get  Ross  to  go  for  a 
ride. 

“What’s  all  this?”  he  asked,  poking 
about  some  scraps  of  paper  on  the  floor 
with  his  riding-whip. 

“ Only  a riddle !”  said  his  sister,  quickly 
gathering  the  fragments  up  in  her  hand. 


(BMtur’s  fast]  Cjiitir. 


A NATIONAL  nominating  Convention  is 
one  of  the  most  interesting  spectacles  in 
this  country  of  mass-meetings.  It  is  a signal 
illustration  of  the  simple  methods  of  popular 
government,  and  it  is,  of  course,  unparalleled 
by  any  assembly  in  any  other  country,  for  no- 
where else  does  the  selection  of  the  depositary 
of  the  chief  executive  power  proceed  directly 
from  the  delegates  of  the  people.  The  two 
Conventions  which  assembled  in  Chicago 
during  the  early  summer  represented  the  ten 
millions  of  voters  who  will  elect  the  Presi- 
dent. 

The  great  party  council  called  the  Conven- 
tion has  succeeded  the  old  Congressional  cau- 
cus, which  until  sixty  years  ago  nominated  the 
Presidential  candidates.  When  communica- 
tion over  the  great  territory  of  the  country 
was  difficult,  it  was  a natural  and  convenient 
method  of  selecting  candidates  that  members 
of  Congress  of  the  same  party  should  meet 
and  name  the  candidate.  It  was  very  easy 
and  convenient,  but  obviously  it  was  the  work 
of  a very  indirect  representation  of  the  prefer- 
ences of  the  people,  and  it  was  a blending  of 
the  two  powers  which  the  Constitution  care- 
fully separates — the  executive  and  the  legis- 
lative. The  last  of  the  Congressional  caucus- 
es was  held  in  1824,  by  the  friends  of  Mr. 
Crawford.  Very  few  members  attended,  and 
the  nomination  had  no  moral  force.  The  con- 
test of  that  year  was  personal.  The  election 
was  decided  by  the  House  of  Representatives, 
and  happily  in  favor  of  the  best  man — John 
Quincy  Adams. 

In  1828  the  national  nominations  were  made 
by  the  State  Legislatures  or  by  common  con- 
sent, as  in  the  earliest  elections.  The  nation- 
al nominating  Conventions  first  assembled  in 
1831  and  1832,  when  the  National  Republic- 
ans, Die  Democrats,  and  the  Anti-Masons  all 
held  Conventions  in  Baltimore  for  the  election 
of  1832.  Henry  Clay,  Jackson,  and  Wirt  were 


the  candidates.  The  system  of  Conventions 
has  continued  since  that  time,  and  there  is  no 
prospect  of  a change.  The  Democrats  in  re- 
cent years  have  adopted  a rule  which  requires 
that  the  nomination  must  be  made  by  a vote 
of  two-thirds  of  the  members  elected  to  the 
Convention,  and  the  Republicans,  by  requir- 
ing the  district  delegates  to  be  elected  in 
their  districts,  and  thereby  breaking  up  the 

Eracticc  of  central  instruction  and  a unit  rule, 
ave  made  the  Convention  more  truly  the 
representative  of  the  party.  This  plan  lias 
the  merit  of  revealing  the  real  spirit  of  the 
party  in  its  personal  preferences  for  the  nom- 
ination. In  this  -way  it  shows  the  actual 
character  of  the  party,  and  how  closely  it  ad- 
heres to  its  traditional  impulse  and  principle, 
and  how  far  it  strays  from  it. 

Of  late  years  the  Conventions  have  assem- 
bled in  enormous  buildings  designed  for  in- 
dustrial exhibitions.  This  practice  results  in 
an  immense  popular  assembly,  amid  which  the 
Convention  itself  is  comparatively  lost.  In 
the  Chicago  Conventions  of  this  year  the  nom- 
inating body  was  composed  of  something 
more  than  eight  hundred  persons  in  a multi- 
tude of  fifteen  or  twenty  thousand.  The  vast 
crowd  is  swayed  by  excited  feeling,  and  the 
storms  of  tempestuous  and  prolonged  ap- 
plause inevitably  influence  the  Convention. 

The  “supreme  moment”  in  a National  Con- 
vention is  that  of  the  sudden  and  instinctive 
perception  of  the  multitude  that  a nomination 
is  about  to  be  made.  This  perception  may  be 
due  to  the  withdrawal  of  a candidate,  and  the 
transfer  of  his  solid  vote  to  another,  or  to  a si- 
multaneous turning  toward  a “ dark  horse,1' or 
to  any  other  significant  event.  But  the  effect 
is  extraordinary.  The  excitement  is  universal 
and  intense.  The  Convention  is  on  its  feet. 
The  galleries  are  strained  to  bear  and  to  see. 
There  is  dead  silence  to  hear  a certain  vote. 
There  are  roars  and  a tornado  of  acclamation 
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twe  In  hadAnhxmdy  begun  to 

pAasr^ iUo  precession  wh ich  carried .Sew 

^nglnnit  int jfj  Sv*w  York  and  bt^md^  and 
it  had  it  to  thfe 

Ooerm.  It  paamt  no  or 

teritlo  f^pn  ftm\  that  of  the  viriley  of  the 
fit  what  point  upon  live  rivttr 
ihe  VitiU;  t!xo  math  trfe  gathering  seftkaoent, 
th&  jvi-Ofippr^s  • »fid- . stately ' fcRy: 


when  tt  is  announced.  A profound  hush  fal- 
lows. The  deoidve  mstirnt  has  arrived  A 
rote  ^ fk^ilatect  which  carries  the,  whole  Vote 
b*t\  <>tul  the  majority  point,  amt  the.  ummuif  tkm 
k ,^cf  uady  niiuie,  The  shout  that  :eroete-  it  te 
fado^nbablo,  The  slow,  i*  jubikliniv  n:~ 
mwiX  and  prolonged.  It  roily  foul  Uit*  like 
the  ucean  surf  in  sf storm*  wnd  ctdmiuMvs  and 
breaks  in  a mighty  tenth  warp  of  eh.rm  and 
Writes*.  The  voting  proceed?.  There  is  uni  ver- 
bal. change  ip  the  side,  tltat  1ms  won  of  tb e.  vote: 
that  has  held  out  for  another  candidate,  There 
i*  no  change  of  that  which  ha?  held  fast  to  && 
other  eaiisc  as  welt  as  candidate.,  • *£hnl  -vole ' 
holds  fast  to  the  end  The  formal  announce- 
ment of  the  nomination  is  made,  The  form- 
%\  motion  of  unanimity  fe  declared  adopted 
{UnxdKt  itnivcrswlilpraar.  The  thxtn^er  ol*<,aTr- 
p<m  $h nk en  tl  i e g rent  The 

electric  wire  at  the  &am«  mermen  tw  hiipera  the 
nominariop  to  Statahdm AM  the  Golden  Oate 

anti  all  hptw;eiC»o.  and  Urn  twenty  - 

second  PmUc^ria.I. :ca»hpa%a'te I*egujk 


_ _ _ _ $, i$$s 

to  ho,  ho  pioneer  was  shrewd  enough  to 
sec;  Tiilil  Matkatbel  Boche«iter^  iKfrn  hi  Yfo 
/gft&L  und  a git%n  of  Korriv 

ami  of  Marfinpd.  rigne,  in  l #08.  to 
western  York,  Thcim  pulse  aHas  ritii- 
^Tjuiori  h'ouv Maryland,  Mr.  Fiudi  tdi*  us  was 
his  hatred  of *1  a very.  w Thus  ]Ioch»^tor,' which 
the  of  the  colored  race  Was  .fttkw* 

ward  to  make  his  home,  and  ft  oat  which  Now 
York#  M<M  philosophic  statesman  was  to  an- 
nounce the  Mrrepressihle  con {duly  ' 


the  ri'uolutjnn  of  its  founder,  most  honorahly 
identilfcd  w hh.  tht  revival  of  mUtefavjury  ;*#n- 
ti merit  in  America/’ 

C’dlohel  Roehester  Ijiiilt  ffaehes- 

ter  begafo  It  was  peopled  in  great  part  by 
Mew- fingliwe tors,  uM  the  ureter  gladly  owns 
the  sturdy  fori.uatrv,  the  '‘faculty/*  the  skill, 
the  strong  clmmetcr,  audv  above  .all,  the  steady 
moral  hnpufe  ^hrch  the  Puri^n  stock  con- 
tributed to  the  )Utk*  village.  Tf try  built  upon 
“ the  town  nteetiugA]^^[WUbigdim»k»  ahd  the 
Rible^  and  tiej  built  far  the  fofbriv  Step 
by  sfop' rifo  hf^oriAfi  unyo.lb  the  d^vefapment 
**£  ihc  mill  <h fa  the  village;  tffo  fawn,  the  city- 
Bcyenty  year^  Ik^hester  had  ‘a  popuJatma 

of  one  in md red  and  Sfty  persomi,  Tr  vva^  an 
oaUpoiifi  is%  the?  farestfvyi5  i‘»r  reniored  almost 

Bosteti  from 

m;  ■seitlemfMit,  aiid  yet  of  .that  id  tic 

fmmt  wxlhigb  there  13  ^tUl  u $nm'ivor.ny  thc 
person  of  Mrs.  Abrlard.  Reynolds':  li  not, 
until  1$ til  that  the  village wras  calicd.sihiply 
Kodiavt**r.  The  next  year  it  had  htWen  hun- 
dred people  ami  a cotton  trad.  The  stage- 
coach brought  rite  Mad  and.  wouml  w bora 
fttohjg  the  lake,  and  the  KHe  Gauai  Wa$  to 
pife  through  Itoehestcr;  Ahertdy  the  town 
w us  lakl  nut  ln  a^ect^  .bni  happily  ftA^caped 
the  ilevixjitatThg  elasrienV  du‘.tT«nury  of  good 
old  S ur v eyor-G oueral  Simeon  Tie  Wlitt4  who 
euught  wt:3te.rii  Mew  York  iit  a defenseless 
asetd 

with  tek  and  Itomari  -?rumo?, 

In  x&zi  there  w^ie  eigltt  tljouisniiirj  poiipie 

Vi  lb, ester,  and  among  her  dtixen's  were 
in  the  ...t>tfttt5  and  country:,  tho  flw 
thehs  rAWdioin  any  city  might  be  proud.  Iti 
;18^  the . year  vvhieli  the  eeiebration  recailed> 
Colonel  Rochester  wa?- still  living.  Tiiorewcre 
bn  nkev  Dows  papers,  linos  of  coaches  and  pack^ 
cta.  no  iuri^kthy,  and  ten  hoteis  The  cify 
proceeds  b>  dent  a 3[:iy<*r,  and  aiflioogh  pfirfey 
h a v e no  mote  to  do  with  rmuu  * 
cipai  goeemment  than  with  the  ^ondhet.  of 
A\  uiiifftifa^tiriwg  cuipomtkm^  tho  new  Whig 
the  day,  anil  arv  Alayor 

T?  In  bis  inaugiHiif  wddre$a  jfa 


'Ktxr  Yon*  h fiiFt  wiping  mgjt  iho  mpro;\ch 
that  she  ca  re^  little  for  her  «wri  tdsh>ry.  Jn  raGUy 
ways  that  history  is  mt pmnely  iutere^ring.  It 
was  the  Empire  State  of  rim  Iruliim  Confeder- 
ation t»cfare  it  w a*  that  of  the  Ah^tican  0«ionv 
And  the  legends  of  tte  Eohg  House  of  thelrtv- 
ijuois  the  most  cormnandiitg  of  thel.mlimx. 
traditions  In  that  Long  Hoossf  what  rimy  big 
and  bcauiiftd  Itud 

extend — dries  of  yesterday,  hiU  fdp^dy  ifames 
of.  pl^rttyvnf  intclilg^nc^ ,;«j? 
xii-e  rirtuer  and  tlie  cuergy  that  make  great 


comintiDitfekl  ladoody  it  is  ip  cotifamplaiing 
that  ^aes  of  inland  cltjc^  which  stretches  from 
the  Hudsou  tAXakeT$1ey^t^^^  the  name  of  the 
Ecnplro  3taty,  is  juriiScd  and  its  power  and 
'«acendemcy  ur<«.  cipl&incil, 

it  ww;v-  l*y  a happy  fortune  that  in  one  of 
ihpaw?.  ciite  lived  the  meat  learned  student  c<f 
CojafadiUAtion^  Lewis  H.  3for- 
g*iii  abd  greatly  mast  that  accbtupiiTied 
dch^lar  hare  •been:  mlsscii  At 
tkwt  by  the  city  rT  Rochester  of  the-' fiftieth  nn- 
tsi^r^vj  of  It»  incorporation v Yet,  nothing 
wxs  wanting  1u  historic  namtti vc cfaq  uont 
speech  w^orthily  to  eommemorat^  the  cviuit, 
and  to  describe  vividly  the  simple  miracle  of 
the  rtee-andgniftth  :of’\te 
The  hist<fmal  address  by  Mr,  Elmrles  K.  t’ltch 
i*m  P.  ‘ m^crly ' grpapbig. \p£.:ii\p  signifteapt 
p;x>x?iY*<^i ve  ev^ni^  of  the  growth  j>f  ihe  city 
"mtp  iiuit  fVU'ffhTbfebdihg  nflucnl  ctcfmH  nml 
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that  men  who  had  levelled  the  forest  to  clear 
a site  on  which  to  build  the  city  sat  with  him 
at  the  council  board  of  the  city.  Mrs.  Abelard 
Reynolds  saw  it  a little  village  of  one  hundred 
and  fifty  persons  bidden  in  the  forest  of  cen- 
tral New  York.  She  sees  it  to-day  a city  of  a 
hundred  thousand  inhabitants  — the  fourth 
city  in  New  York,  the  twenty  - first  in  the 
United  States. 

How  natural  was  the  eloquent  congratula- 
tion of  Rochester  on  her  semi-centennial  day  1 
How  proudly  she  called  the  roll  of  her  sons, 
who,  in  serving  in  many  ways  the  common 
interests  of  the  country,  shed  lustre  upon  their 
civic  mother’s  name!  Such  days,  dawning 
upon  the  restless  hurry  of  our  money-getting 
life,  upon  our  pursuit  of  low  aims  and  delib- 
erate  renunciation  of  lofty  and  generous  ideals, 
upon  our  forgetfulness  that  in  a higher  than 
Poor  Richard’s  sense  honesty  is  the  best  pol- 
icy, break  like  a benediction.  In  recalling 
the  fathers  Rochester  strengthens  her  moral 
fibre,  and  her  loyalty  to  that  principle  with- 
out which  civil  prosperity  is  an  illusion. 


There  is  no  more  beautiful  and  impressive 
passage  in  the  New  Testament  than  that 
which  contrasts  the  Pharisee  thanking  God 
that  he  is  noiThs  other  men  are  and  the  Pub- 
lican who  asks  mercy  as  a sinner.  But  there 
is  no  passage,  also,  which  has  been  more  ingen- 
iously perverted,  and  it  is  exceedingly  amus- 
ing to  hear  Jeremy  Diddler  or  Robert  Mar 
caire  or  Dick  Turpin  railing  at  honest  and 
industrious  men  as  Pharisees  because  they 
prefer  honesty  and  industry  to  knavery. 

The  taste  for  honesty  and  sobriety  seems 
natural  and  simple  enough,  and  the  qualities 
themselves  quite  as  valuable  as  those  of  Did- 
dler, or  even  of  Jonathan  Wild  the  Great. 
But  Jonathan  will  have  none  of  them.  They 
are  Pharisaic  impertinences.  They  are  im- 
practicable and  visionary  speculations,  which 
assume  heaven  while  yet  we  stand  upon  the 
green  earth;  and  Mr.  Wild,  who  assures  us 
that  he  does  not  desire  to  pass  himself  off  as 
better  than  other  men,  declares,  with  the  no- 
ble candor  which  distinguishes  him,  that  sim- 
ple, downright  dishonesty  is  good  enough  for 
him.  He  does  not,  indeed,  choose  that  precise 
word,  but  he  conveys  that  precise  idea. 

’Tis  a good  trick,  and  it  is  generally  sure 
of  applause.  But  it  is  only  another  version 
of  a familiar  maxim,  that  when  you  have  no 
argument,  you  must  abuse  the  plaintiff’s  attor- 
ney. As  a matter  of  fact,  your  client  did  steal 
the  handkerchief,  or  forge  the  name,  or  fire  the 
barn.  But  I ask  you,  gentlemen  of  the  jury — 
you  may  well  say — and  I appeal  to  all  good 
citizens,  is  not  this  ostentation  of  superior  vir- 
tue, this  fine  air  of  moral  indignation  toward 
my  client  simply  because  he  happened  to  slip 
his  hand  into  the  wiong  pocket,  a little  suspi- 
cious ? Are  we  angels  ? I ask  your  honor  is 
this  work-a-day  world  the  celestial  seat  and 
the  Mount  of  Vision,  and  is  a man  so  very 


much  better  than  his  fellows  merely  because 
he  rolls  up  his  sanctimonious  eyes  with  the 
Pharisee  and  thanks  God  that  he  is  holier 
than  other  men  ? Nay,  gentlemen,  have  we 
not  in  this  sublime  and  immortal  parable  a 
Divine  warning  against  this  Phariseeism 
which  denounces  the  slides  and  slips  of  our 
common  frail  humanity  ? I ask  you,  gentle- 
men, by  your  verdict  not  to  place  a premium 
upon  that  most  odious  of  all  repulsive  arro- 
gancies — Phariseeism. 

But  it  is  upon  the  political  platform  that 
the  gibes  and  sneers  at  Phariseeism  are  in- 
tended to  be  most  stinging.  The  Honorable 
Jonathan  Wild  the  Great  comes  out  strong, 
as  his  henchmen  truly  declare,  against  his  po- 
litical opponents.  With  one  vast  comprehen- 
sive sneer  he  brands  them  as  Pharisees,  as  if 
he  were  snorting  consuming  fire.  It  is  not 
surprising,  because  they  have  had  their  eye 
upon  Jonathan.  They  have  seen  him  in  bad 
company.  They  have  caught  him  “ convey- 
ing” public  treasure.  They  know  all  about 
him,  and  he  knows  that  they  know  all  about 
him.  He  called  himself  Tweed,  and  he  made 
a mesh  of  statutes  to  legalize  robbery.  But 
how  good  he  was  to  the  poor ! How  he  dis- 
tributed coal  to  the  chilly ! How  he  planted 
pinks  and  daisies  in  the  City  Hall  Park,  and 
made  the  Battery  to  bloom  as  the  rose ! How 
he  received  wedding  gifts  for  his  daughter 
from  our  best  citizens;  and  how  generously 
they  subscribed  to  erect  his  statue  to  com- 
memorate that  bright  flower  of  the  State! 
And  now  a sneaking,  mousing  gang  of  would- 
be  archangels  prate  about  common  honesty, 
and  demand  that  public  hands  shall  be  clean 
hands!  Fellow-citizens,  Jonathan  Wild  is  a 
man  of  the  people.  He  doesn’t  pretend  to  be 
higher  and  purer  and  better  than  other  men. 
He  didn’t  graduate  at  a college,  indeed,  and 
he  never  read  the  Iliad  in  the  original  Greek. 
No,  fellow-citizens,  there  is  no  cambric  hand- 
kerchief and  oh-de-cologne  about  him.  He  is 
just  one  of  the  boys.  He  whoops  it  up  with 
the  plain  people,  and,  thank  God,  whatever 
he  is,  he  is  not  a Pharisee. 

The  argument  is  ingenious.  It  does  not 
deny  that  he  is  a thief.  It  only  insists  that 
those  who  assert  it  are  Pharisees — and  Phari- 
sees are  so  odious  that  it  is  much  better  to 
scoff  at  them  than  to  punish  Mr.  Wild.  There 
was  a good  old  countryman  who  had  been 
early  taught  to  take  men  as  they  are,  which 
means  to  consider  them  liars  and  rascals. 
One  day  a neighbor  remarked  to  him  that  he 
thought  that  the  old  man  had  lost  the  money 
with  which  he  bought  voters,  because,  he  said, 
while  they  take  your  money,  the  other  side 
take  their  votes.  “ The  deuce  they  do !”  said 
the  old  countryman.  “Yes,”  said  the  other; 
44  and  you  will  find,  in  the  long-run,  that  po- 
litical honesty  is  the  best  political  policy.” 
“You  think  so,  do  you?”  was  the  reply. 
“Well,  do  you  know  that  you’re  a blanked 
metaphysical  Pharisee  ?” 

It  is  obvious  that  when  the  advocacy  of 
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common  honesty  in  any  relation  of  life  is  sav- 
agely and  scornfully  decried  as  Phariseei9m, 
it  is  because  somebody’s  withers  are  wrung. 
It  is  a plea  of  guilty.  It  is  the  cry  ofSqueers 
when  the  picture  of  Dotheboys  Hall  was  dis- 
played to  the  world:  “I  didn’t  do  it.”  If  a 
man  demands  honesty  in  politics,  and  it  is  re- 
torted, 44  You’re  a Pharisee,”  it  is  because  the 
dishonesty  can  not  be  denied  or  disproved, 
and  the  retort  is  therefore  a summons  to  all 
honest  men  to  look  out  for  thieves. 

To  deride  the  demand  for  decency  is  to 
concede  that  anything  but  indecency  is  im- 
practicable. If  it  is  only  Pharisees  who  insist 
that  sugar  shall  not  be  sanded,  that  milk  shall 
not  be  swill-fed,  that  coffee  shall  not  be  cliic- 
cory,  that  nutmegs  shall  not  be  wood,  that 
cloth  shall  not  be  shoddy,  that  employes  of 
the  government  shall  not  be  forced  to  pay  for 
their  places,  that  public  officers  shall  be  hon- 
est, and  that  government  shall  not  be  venal, 
it  is  pleasant  to  think  how  many  intelligent, 
upright,  industrious,  and  practical  Americans 
belong  to  that  sect. 


Tots  financial  flurry  of  the  spring,  which  was 
almost  a panic,  and  which  made  Wall  Street 
a striking  scene  of  confusion  and  excitement, 
soon  passed  away,  but  it  left  much  meditation 
behind.  Its  most  important  service  was  the 
warning  furnished  by  the  sudden  vivid  glimpse 
of  the  methods  to  which  the  reckless  eager- 
ness of  money-getting  resorts.  The  banking 
house  and  the  bank  whose  failure  precipitated 
the  alarm  were  apparently  entirely  under  the 
control  of  a few  persons  who  were  practically 
gamblers  and  swindlers,  and  who  played  with 
the  good  names  of  their  associates,  and  with 
the  money  of  honest  people. 

The  fascination  of  the  game  was  shown  in 
the  course  of  the  men  who  put  a certain  sum 
into  the  wheel,  presently  received  it  doubled 
in  profits,  and  then  returned  it  to  be  doubled 
again.  It  is  hardly  conceivable  that  such  men 
supposed  the  profits  to  be  honest,  but  so  long 
as  the  profits  were  paid  they  did  not  choose 
to  inquire,  and  if  a suspicion  crossed  their 
minds  that  the  risk  was  enormous,  the  fact  of 
previous  success,  and  the  hope  of  escape  which 
always  resistlessly  allures  the  gambler,  drew 
them  on. 

The  result  and  the  disclosure  are  naturally 
disturbing.  How  much  more  of  this  swin- 
dling is  there  which  will  suddenly  appear  in 
the  same  way  ? is  the  inevitable  question,  and 
the  uncertain  feeling  produces  a paralysis  of 
enterprise.  It  is  true  that  the  old  proverbs 
assure  us  that  all  is  fair  in  business  and  pol- 
itics, and  that  custom-house  morality  is  not 
exactly  that  of  the  Sermon  on  the  Mount,  and 
that  the  buyer  must  beware,  which  means  that 
the  seller  will  try  to  cheat  him.  It  is  true  that 
excellent  men  are  often  described  a9  too  hon- 
est for  their  own  good,  and  yet  it  is  truer  than 
all  the  rest  that  the  great  commercial  trans- 
actions of  the  world  are  founded  upon  good 


faith.  Credit  is  the  basis  of  trade,  and  credit 
is  confidence  in  honesty. 

Moreover,  such  crimes  as  those  of  Ferdinand 
Ward,  while  they  spring  often  from  deprav- 
ity, are  oftener  the  result  of  mere  weakness  of 
character.  Thackeray  in  many  of  his  minor 
sketches  constantly  draws  the  portrait  of  the 
man  and  woman  whose  means  are  not  equal 
to  the  style  of  living  which  they  desire ; and 
they  desire  it  not  for  itself,  but  only  because 
others  have  it.  They  are  not  strong  and 
steady  enough  to  be  content  with  that  which 
they  can  command  and  afford,  and  the  means 
to  secure  the  other  must  somehow  be  obtain- 
ed. Thackeray  puts  the  fact  in  the  simplest 
and  most  amusing  form.  The  young  couple 
must  give  a dinner,  and  instead  of  the  joint 
of  lamb  and  the  glass  of  beer  which  is  the 
only  repast  to  which  they  have  the  moral 
right  to  invite  a friend — if,  indeed,  the  beer 
may  be  morally  permitted — they  must  needs 
prepare  a feast  which  they  can  not  honorably 
afford,  and  for  the  sole  reason  that  other  peo- 
ple who  can  afford  it  give  such  feasts. 

It  is  this  doing  a little  more,  or  a great  deal 
more,  than  the  doer  can  honestly  afford,  which 
leads  to  the  swindles  of  Wall  Street.  Living 
in  a house  too  expensive  for  his  means,  main- 
taining it  accordingly,  dressingAs  his  richer 
neighbors  dress,  doing  in  all  things  as  they 
do — it  is  this  weak  compliance  which  is  hid- 
den in  the  fine  houses,  and  drives  to  the  Park 
in  the  fine  equipages,  which  presently  ends  in 
Ludlow  Street  Jail  and  hopeless  disgrace. 

Yet  it  is  the  poorest  kind  of  competition,  be- 
cause the  little  imitator  might  see  even  with 
his  dull  eyes  that  there  must  always  be  a few 
persons  who  can  44  do  the  thing”  better  than 
all  the  rest,  and  without  feeling  it  The  bull- 
frog may  swell  until  he  bursts,  but  he  can  not 
rival  the  ox. 

This  is  the  tendency  which  all  sensible  peo- 
ple— and  a great  many  otherwise  sensible  peo- 
ple are  swept  away  by  it — ought  quietly  to 
resist  The  power  of  individual  example  is 
immense,  but  it  is  often  underestimated  by  the 
individual.  44  My  vote  is  of  no  consequence, 
but,  since  you  wish  it,  I will  vote,”  said  a man 
to  his  neighbor,  and  the  right  candidate  was 
elected  by  a majority  of  one.  The  family 
which  in  the  midst  of  a saturnalia  of  luxury 
and  extravagance  refuses  to  take  part  in  it, 
and  holds  to  a simple,  moderate,  temperate 
way,  is  diminishing  the  supply  of  Ferdinand 
Wards  aud  Wall  Street  panics. 

Undoubtedly  a foolish  expense  and  extrav- 
agance is  the  vice  of  our  society.  It  is  a vice 
which  spreads.  It  degrades  character  and 
corrupts  conduct,  and  its  consequences  are 
historically  seen  in  the  decadence  of  old  Rome 
and  the  French  Revolution.  The  remedy  is 
not  chiefly  nor  primarily  in  law,  but  in  the  in- 
dividual will.  If  every  man  will  take  care  of 
himself,  the  community  will  be  taken  care  of. 

The  financial  flurries  and  panics  are  writings 
upon  the  wall.  If  a select  company  should 
assemble  in  Newport  during  this  pleasant 
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summer,  and  repairing  to  the  cliff,  should  en- 
gage in  a competition  to  determine  which  of 
them  could  throw  at  once  the  most  money 
farthest  into  the  sea,  they  would  justly  be  sup- 
posed to  be  a company  of  lunatics  who  had 
escaped  from  Utica  or  Somerville. 

Yet  a philosopher  who  strolls  the  cliffs 
avers  that  there  is  such  a company,  and  that 
they  are  engaged  in  that  very  enterprise,  and 
he  adds  that  in  any  country  such  a company 
is  the  dangerous  class,  because  they  stimulate 
the  riot  of  selfish  extravagance  which  ail  sen- 
sible people  condemn. 


The  summer  brings  the  college  Commence- 
ment, and  although  the  story  of  the  festival 
properly  fills  much  space  in  the  press,  it  is  not 
Decause  of  the  multitude  of  graduates.  The 
number  of  annual  graduates  is  but  in  the  ratio 
of  one  to  about  twenty-five  hundred  of  the 
population.  Half  a century  ago  it  was  about 
one  to  two  thousaud.  During  that  time  the 
population  has  increased  fourfold,  the  colleges 
threefold,  the  aggregate  number  of  students 
twofold.  These  figures,  which  we  owe  to 
President  Barnard,  of  Columbia  College,  are 
susceptible  of  various  explanations.  But  it 
will  be  fountt— and  it  is  a pleasant  fact  to  re- 
member in  the  Commencement  season — that 
the  colleges  still  maintain  their  influence  in 
the  leadership  of  the  country. 

There  is  an  occasional  gibe  at  college-bred 
men  as  if  they  were  too  fine  for  practical  serv- 
ice in  affairs.  But  the  fact  is  that  they  have 
had  a powerful  and  controlling  part  in  such 
service.  The  New  England  emigration,  which 
was  the  most  momentous  in  history  and  the 
most  influential  in  early  American  affairs,  was 
led  by  college  men.  The  most  powerful  Rev- 
olutionary leaders  were  college  men.  The 
chiefs  of  the  Constitutional  Convent  ion  of  1787 
were  college  men.  The  party  captains  and 
political  champions  during  the  constitutional 
century  have  been,  in  most  effective  part,  col- 
lege men.  It  is  not  weakness  nor  an  imprac- 
ticable tendency  which  breeds  in  the  mind  of 
the  poor  country  boy  the  desire  to  go  to  col- 
lege. On  the  contrary,  it  is  the  instinct  of 
conscious  power  seeking  to  strengthen  itself, 
and  such  boys  have  come  to  stand  among  great 
Americans. 

The  colonial  colleges  were  few  and  small, 
but  the  best  of  them  did  their  work  well. 
New  York  was  a little  late  in  founding  a col- 
lege. But  the  New-Yorker  who  first  distinct- 
ly hinted  at  independence,  and  clearly  stated 
the  central  argument  of  the  Revolution,  John 
Morin  Scott,  w*as  a son  of  Yale,  and  the  Revo- 
lutionary fathers  of  New  York,  John  Jay,  the 
Livingstons,  Gouverneur  Morris,  and  many 
another,  were  of  Columbia  College.  Indeed, 
when  President  Cooper,  of  Columbia,  who 
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had  been  brought  from  England  to  preside 
over  the  college,  took  up  the  Tory  cudgels  to 
discipline  New-Yorkers,  they  were  knocked 
out  of  his  hands  by  a doughty  antagonist  in  a 
work  of  anonymity,  who  proved  to  be  Alex- 
ander Hamilton,  one  of  his  own  pupils. 

The  college  does  not  guarantee  to  every 
graduate  all  the  virtues  and  moral  graces,  nor 
all  knowledge  and  wisdom,  nor  genius  and 
statesmanship  and  common  - sense.  Neither 
can  the  common  school  or  the  academy  do 
this,  nor  the  counting-room,  nor  the  work- 
shop, nor  the  caucus.  But  experience  shows 
that  the  youths  who  earnestly  desire  the 
knowledge  and  the  training  which  the  col- 
lege supplies  are  those  who  become  men  that 
the  country  wants.  To  like  to  read  good 
books,  to  associate  with  generous  and  enlight- 
ened persons,  to  be  frugal  and  temperate  and 
cleanly  of  life,  arc  evidences  of  tendencies  and 
tastes  which  every  parent  hails  in  his  child 
with  delight.  In  like  manner  the  taste  and 
the  desire  for  college  education  are  proofs  of 
the  qualities  which  have  been  of  the  highest 
public  service. 

Of  course  every  private  business  and  every 
ublic  department  is  full  of  the  most  honora- 
le  and  efficient  men  who  are  not  college-bred, 
and  their  number  is  so  great  that  there  is 
sometimes  a disposition  to  think  that  the  col- 
lege is  a dilettant  retreat,  and  an  enervating 
rather  than  a strengthening  influence.  But 
this  impression  is,  as  we  have  said,  historical- 
ly inaccurate,  and  no  college  man,  whether 
he  be  Freshman  or  Senior  or  graduate,  need 
doubt  that  he  belongs  to  a company  which 
has  furnished  the  most  efficient  and  illustrious 
leaders  at  every  period  of  the  national  life. 

The  legend  of  Dartmouth  College,  the  eighth 
college  founded  in  this  country,  was  Fox  cla- 
mant is  in  deserto . Upon  the  sequestered  shores 
of  the  Upper  Connecticut  in  1769  a college 
devoted  to  the  higher  education,  in  a region 
which  was  still  at  close  quarters  with  a rig- 
orous climate  and  the  hard  necessities  of  a 
frontier,  might  well  call  itself  a voice  crying 
in  the  wilderness.  But  the  impulse  which 
founded  and  sustained  it,  the  feeling  which 
bred  in  the  heart  of  Daniel  Webster's  father 
the  purpose  to  send  his  son  to  the  college, 
and  which  in  the  son’s  breast  nourished  the 
desire  to  go — this  loyalty  to  knowledge  as  a 
source  of  power,  and  to  intellectual  training  as 
the  means  of  its  effective  exercise,  is  one  of  the 
profound  instincts  of  human  nature. 

So,  as  the  happy  college  days  end,  and,  amid 
music  and  congratulations,  and  hopes  and 
prayers,  and  smiles  and  tears,  the  graduate  re- 
ceives his  degree,  the  geuerous  youth  will  feel 
that  it  not  only  certifies  an  achievement,  but 
imposes  a duty.  On  every  diploma  is  written 
invisibly  what  his  inward  eye  plainly  reads, 
Noblesse  oblige. 
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FT1HERE  is  mo  period  in  the  history  of  the 
X Roman  Empire  that  is  more  deserviug  of 
the  stndy  of  men  of  modem  times  than  that 
•which  witnessed  the  role  of  the  two  Antonines. 
Aside  from  the  interest  that  attaches  to  the 
personal  character  of  the  men  whose  virtues 
and  abilities  have  made  the  name  resplendent, 
aside  also  from  the  great  historical  fact  that 
it  was  during  their  lives,  when  the  glory  and 
power  of  Rome  had  seemingly  reached  the 
highest  pitch  of  grandeur,  that  the  seeds  of 
disintegration  and  decay,  previously  sown  by 
the  policy  of  universal  conquest  which  alike 
swayed  the  republic  and  the  early  empire,  first 
began  to  germinate  and  to  assume  menacing 
proportions,  it  was  under  their  benignant  im- 
perial rule,  more  especially  under  that  of  the 
last  and  greatest  of  the  name,  that  those  great 
legislative  and  administrative  reforms  were 
devised  which  placed  justice  within  the  reach 
of  citizens  of  every  class  in  all  parts  of  the 
empire,  which  introduced  principles  of  equity 
into  its  interpretation  and  application,  which 
mitigated  the  cruel  severity  of  penalties,  which 
enforced  the  obligation  of  contracts,  gave  secu- 
rity to  property  and  rendered  its  transmission 
easy,  regulated  inheritance,  elevated  the  plane 
of  woman,  encouraged  and  dignified  marriage, 
and  conserved  the  personal  rights,  interests, 
and  liberties  of  the  individual,  particularly  of 
the  feebler  classes,  Bueh  as  women,  children, 
minors,  slaves,  and  debtors — reforms  that  were 
far  in  advance  of  the  age,  and  that  continue  to 
exert  a powerful  influence  upon  us  of  this  late 
generation,  and,  in  fact,  form  the  basis  of  a 
large  body  of  the  civil  and  common  law  of 
our  own  day.  The  brilliant  ontline  of  the  age 
of  the  Antonines  contained  in  the  first  three 
chapters  of  Gibbon’s  great  work  is  doubtless 
familiar  to  most  intelligent  readers,  but  with 
all  its  minuteness  Gibbon’s  masterly  sketch  is 
yet  lacking  in  many  details  that  are  essential 
to  a full  comprehension  of  the  infinity  and  the 
extent  of  the  reforms  for  which  we  are  in- 
debted to  Marcus  Aurelius,  and  to  a complete 
conception  of  his  life  and  character.  Nor  has 
there  been  heretofore  any  single  work  in  the 
English  language  which  deals  either  with  the 
man  or  his  influence  upon  the  institutions  and 
events  of  his  age  with  the  continuity  and 
comprehensiveness  that  they  deserve.  What 
has  been  possible  to  be  known  of  the  great 
pagan  philosopher,  statesman,  legislator,  and 
rnler  mnst  have  been  derived  from  a great 
variety  of  scattered  works  not  generally  ac- 
cessible or  intelligible  even  to  scholars,  and 
many  of  which  preserve,  amidst  a mass  of 
rhetoric,  sentiment,  and  controversy,  here  and 
there  a sparkle  of  important  fact  so  colored 
by  passion  or  prejudice  or  prepossession  as  to 
be  almost  indistinguishable  except  to  the  eye 
of  a practiced  scholar.  To  sift  all  the  writings 
bearing  upon  the  man  and  his  times,  to  produce 
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a clear  and  well-defined  portrait  of  the  indi- 
vidual and  a connected  abstract  of  the  age,  so 
as  to  arrive  at  a just  estimate  of  each  and  a 
just  perception  of  the  interaction  of  the  one 
upon  the  other,  is  the  difficult  aud  interesting 
task  that  was  set  for  himself  by  an  American 
scholar,  Mr.  Paul  Barron  Watson,  and  which 
has  been  executed  by  him  with  signal  ability 
in  a monograph  on  tlie  Character  and  Times  of 
Marcus  Aurelius  Antoninus,1  just  published  by 
the  Messrs.  Harper.  The  work  bears  witness 
throughout  to  the  author’s  large  aud  diligent 
research,  and  to  his  intelligent  comparison  aud 
candid  valuation  of  authorities.  He  has  been 
equally  unspariug  of  his  pains  to  verify  facts 
aud  to  dissipate  fable  and  conjectnre ; aud  his 
industry  in  search  and  collation  is  matched 
by  the  fullness  and  precision  with  which  he 
has  traced  the  impress  made  by  the  emperor 
at  every  stage  of  his  career  upon  the  body  of 
the  law  of  his  time,  aud,  throngh  the  legisla- 
tion which  had  its  source  in  his  imperial  will, 
upon  its  moral  and  social  well-being  also. 
While  prosecuting  a stndy  of  personal  charac- 
ter which  is  made  highly  attractive  by  grace 
of  style  aud  vividuess  of  portraiture,  and  while 
analyziug  with  nice  discrimination  the  intel- 
lectual and  moral  equipment  and  the  writings 
of  his  great  subject,  Mr.  Watson  carries  on 
concurrently  therewith  a comprehensive  his- 
torical survey  which  embraces  a near  view  of 
the  entire  structure  of  the  empire,  so  that  no 
essential  detail  is  omitted  that  is  requisite  to 
cast  light  upon  its  spirit  and  tendencies.  In 
his  generous  enthusiasm  for  the  character  of 
Marcus  Aurelius,  and  in  his  warm  admiration 
of  his  wisdom,  justice,  and  humanity,  of  his  se- 
verity to  himself  and  his  indulgent  considera- 
tion for  the  imperfections  of  others,  we  think, 
however,  that  Mr.  Watson  glosses  over  the  em- 
peror’s unquestionable  weaknesses.  He  is  si- 
lent concerning  the  artful  and  designing  men 
who,  taking  advantage  of  his  unsuspecting 
goodness  of  heart,  humoring  his  bent  for  learn- 
ing and  the  stoical  philosophy,  and  pretending 
to  a purity  that  they  did  not  possess  and  a 
disdain  for  the  good  things  of  the  world  that 
they  did  not  feel,  made  him  their  dupe,  and, 
as  Gibbon  tersely  remarks,  “ approached  his 
person  in  the  disguise  of  philosophic  sanctity, 
and  acquired  riches  and  honors  by  affecting 
to  despise  them.”  Ho  also  palliates,  or  exten- 
uates by  his  silence,  the  emperor’s  excessive 
indulgence  to  his  lascivious  and  unfaithful 
wife,  the  Empress  Faustina,  and  to  his  profli- 
gate and  inhuman  son — an  indulgence  iu  both 
cases  which,  as  Gibbon  justly  declares,  “ex- 
ceeded the  bounds  of  private  virtue,  and  be- 
came a public  injury  by  the  example  and  con- 
sequences of  their  vices,  while  in  the  case  of 
the  son  [the  infamous  Commodns]  it  operated 

1 Marcus  Aurelius  Antoninus.  By  Paul  Barron  Wat- 
son. 8vo,  pp.  888.  New  York : Harper  aud  Brothers. 
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to  sacrifice  the  happiness  of  millions  to  a fond 
partiality  for  a worthless  boy."  In  like  man- 
ner, in  his  generally  excellent  and  convincing 
chapter  on  the  attitude  of  the  emperor  toward 
Christianity,  Mr.  Watson,  while  dissipating  at 
once  and  forever  some  superstitious  fables 
that  were  formerly  credited  by  the  early  Chris- 
tian apologists,  exaggerates  the  extent  of  the 
heretical  and  undervalues  that  of  the  genu- 
ine Christianity  with  which  the  emperor  was 
brought  face  to  face.  Heresy  was  undoubted- 
ly rife  in  the  times  of  Marcus  Aurelius,  but  it 
was  far  from  universal,  and  it  is  impossible  to 
believe  that  a scholar  as  diligent  and  a philos- 
opher as  intelligent  and  enterprising  as  he 
should  not  have  come  into  contact  with  and 
have  been  impressed  by  “ the  plain  and  simple 
doctrines  which  were  taught  by  Jesus."  That 
he  had  been  so  impressed,  perhaps  unconscious- 
ly, may  be  fairly  inferred  from  the  peculiar  na- 
ture of  his  virtues,  which  were  far  in  advance 
of  those  of  the  rest  of  the  heathen  world,  and 
find  their  counterpart  ouly  in  the  practice  and 
example  of  the  early  Christians.  This  infer- 
ence is  further  sustained  by  numerous  passages 
in  his  writings,  which  are  sometimes  a diluted 
version  and  at  other  times  a surprisingly  clear 
echo  of  the  familiar  tones  of  the  Gospel.  With 
these  reservations,  we  give  our  hearty  com- 
mendation to  Mr.  Watson’s  able  and  profoundly 
interesting  volume,  and  to  predict  that  it  will 
take  an  honorable  place  among  the  standard 
works  of  Roman  history. 


The  predominant  feeling  that  we  experience 
while  reading  Mr.  Hubert  H.  Bancroft’s  Hktoi'y 
of  California a is  one  of  commingled  amazement 
and  bewilderment.  We  are  amazed  at  the  ex- 
tent of  his  researches,  the  magnitude  of  the 
task  he  has  performed,  and  the  indomitable 
energy  and  patient  iudustry  with  which  he  has 
prosecuted  both;  and  we  are  bewildered  and 
perplexed  by  the  immense  mass  of  materials 
— “wood,  hay,  stubble,"  with  the  scant  gleam 
here  and  there  in  the  promiscuous  aggregate 
of  “gold,  silver,  and  precious  stones" — which 
he  has  emptied  into  his  capacious  volume.  He 
has  gathered  together  an  overwhelming  array 
of  names,  dates,  and  facts,  of  petty  incidents 
and  colorless  and  fruitless  occurrences,  mingled 
with  others  of  larger  proportions  and  greater 
significance,  bearing  with  equal  minuteness 
alike  upon  every  trivial  and  every  consider- 
able event  that  happened  in  California  from 
its  first  discovery  and  occupation  in  1542 
Until  its  more  complete  colonial  organiza- 
tion and  development  in  1800.  He  has  ex- 
ercised the  same  unwearying  diligence  in  col- 
lating the  insignificant  and  the  weighty  par- 
ticulars of  its  history,  and  in  dislodging  them 
from  their  countless  obscure  retreats  and  hid- 
ing-places in  books,  pamphlets,  manuscripts, 


and  official  archives;  has  brought  the  same 
painstaking  industry,  clear-sighted  accuracy, 
and  tireless  precision  to  bear  upon  their  veri- 
fication and  authentication;  and  has  arranged 
them  in  the  same  orderly  and  monotonous 
sequence.  The  volume  will  prove  a rich  re- 
pository of  valuable  material  for  the  use  of 
the  future  historian. 


Six  or  seven  years  ago  the  world  was  admit- 
ted to  a closer  and  more  familiar  knowledge 
of  Prince  Bismarck  than  had  been  previously 
accorded,  through  the  medium  of  a memoir  by 
Dr.  Moritz  Busch,  entitled  Bismarck  in  the  Fran - 
co-German  War,  in  which  tho  great  Chancellor 
was  exhibited  as  well  in  his  unguarded  mo- 
ments and  hours  of  relaxation  as  wheu  he 
! was  under  the  strain  of  official  duty  during 
the  critical  periods  and  sudden  emergencies 
of  that  eventful  campaign.  A confidential 
member  of  Bismarck’s  literary  bureau,  and  his 
trusted  personal  friend,  Dr.  Busch  eD joyed  un- 
usual opportunities  for  observing  the  charac- 
ter and  actions  of  his  chief,  and  for  gauging 
his  mind  and  penetrating  liis  motives;  and 
his  memoir,  though  frequently  and  very  obvi- 
ously colored  by  his  prepossessions,  embodied 
a graphic  and  life-like  portraiture  of  the  man, 
and  a profoundly  interesting  presentment  of 
the  masterful  and  imperious  policy  of  the 
statesman,  throughout  the  brief  but  moment- 
ous duel  which  levelled  the  Second  Empire 
in  the  dust,  and  confirmed  and  consolidated 
the  unity  of  the  German  Empire.  The  same 
facile  and  vigorous  pen  has  now  been  em- 
ployed upon  another  memoir,  Our  Chancellor ,* 
in  which  a larger  aud  more  expauded  view  is 
afforded  of  the  character  of  Bismarck — his  per- 
sonal traits  and  characteristics,  his  moral  and 
intellectual  equipment,  his  social  bearing  and 
his  religious  tendencies — and  especially  and 
most  fully  of  his  attitude  and  governing  prin- 
ciples as  a legislator,  diplomatist,  statesman, 
and  prime  minister,  coveriug  his  life  from  the 
outset  of  his  public  career  until  the  present 
hour.  Although  Dr.  Busch  assumes  an  air  of 
judicial  gravity  and  candor,  he  is  never  en- 
tirely impartial.  His  judgments  and  estimates 
of  the  character,  actions,  motives,  and  political 
principles  of  his  chief  are  those  of  a passionate 
but  thoroughly  honest  admirer  and  advocate. 
None  the  less,  however,  is  his  delineation  of 
the  man  aud  his  career  singularly  able,  pre- 
senting aud  defending  the  extremest  doctrines 
of  kingly  prerogative  and  rule  with  an  auda- 
city that  propitiates  while  it  amazes  the  read- 
er who  has  been  nurtured  uuder  the  free  insti- 
tutions of  England  and  the  United  States. 

A truer  and  purer  interest  than  that  which 
usually  attaches  to  memoirs  of  noble  or  prince- 
ly personages  invests  the  Biographical  Sketch 


* History  of  the  Pacific  States  qfNorth  America.  By 
Hubert  Home  Bancroft.  Vol.  XIII.  California— 1543 
to  1800.  Vol.  I.  8vo,  pp.744.  San  Francisco : A.  L.  Ban- 
croft and  Co. 


■ c htr  (Jaanceltor.  Sketohes  for  a Historical  Picture. 
By  Moritz  Bosch.  Translated  by  William  Beattt- 
Kinoston.  Two  Volumes  in  One.  12mo,  pp,  407  sad 
808.  New  York : Charles  Scribner's  Sons. 
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and  Letters4  of  the  late  Princess  Alice,  recent- 
ly published  in  this  country  and  England  in  a 
translation  from  the  German  original.  For  it 
is  not  only  the  record  of  the  life  of  a priucess, 
admitting  us  to  near  and  familiar  views  of  one 
of  a class  whose  exceptional  rank  and  station 
always  actively  engage  curiosity,  but  also,  ami 
above  all,  it  is  the  memorial  of  a pure,  thought- 
ful, and  singularly  earnest  yet  gentle  woman ; 
of  one  of  those  rare  women  by  whom  the  world 
is  occasionally  blessed  and  beautified,  whose 
simple  and  unaffected  virtues,  whose  depth  of 
affection,  sincerity,  and  singleness  of  purpose, 
steadfastness  of  character,  and  active  and  prac- 
tical human  sympathies,  are  infinitely  more 
durable  and  worthier  of  contemplation  than 
any  mere  accidents  of  birth  and  title.  In  a 
loving  and  chastely  written  preface  the  Prin- 
cess Christian,  between  whose  character  and 
that  of  her  sister  there  are  many  and  striking 
points  of  resemblance,  gives  an  account  of  the 
motives  that  led  to  the  memoir,  from  which  we 
learn  that  the  preparation  of  the  biographical 
portion  w'as  intrusted  to  the  Rev.  Dr.  Sell,  a 
clergyman  of  Darmstadt,  who  was  personally 
known  to  the  Princess  Alice,  was  intimately 
associated  with  her  in  some  of  her  enterprises 
for  the  alleviation  of  human  suffering  and  dep- 
rivation, and  who  had  had  every  opportunity 
to  study  the  many  beautiful  features  of  her 
character.  Dr.  Sell  has  wisely  confined  him- 
self to  the  delineation  of  the  purely  personal 
and  domestic  side  of  the  Priucess  Alice’s  life, 
omitting,  except  incidentally,  any  exposition 
of  her  opinions  on  public  and  political  affairs; 
and  in  order  that  be  might  have  it  in  his  pow- 
er to  perfect  the  picture  of  her  every-day  life, 
Queen  Victoria  selected  for  his  guidance  and 
placed  at  his  disposal  a large  number  of  her 
daughter’s  letters,  which  he  has  judiciously  in- 
corporated in  the  memoir  in  connection  with 
a biographical  sketch  so  arranged  under  dis- 
tinctive periods  os  to  display  the  growth  aud 
manifestations  of  the  Princess’s  character  at 
different  portions  of  her  life,  severally  in  her 
childhood  and  girlhood,  in  her  new  home  as 
a youthful  and  loving  bride,  at  home  aud  at 
work  as  matron,  wife,  mother,  daughter,  and 
philanthropist,  and,  later  on,  under  the  stress 
of  domestic  cares,  trials,  and  afflictions.  The 
memoir  is  one  of  great  interest,  by  turns  gay, 
serious,  aud  tearful,  admitting  ns  to  an  inBide 
view  alike  of  the  joys  that  irradiate  and  the 
troubles,  perplexities,  trials,  cares,  and  griefs 
that  beset  the  path  of  princes  os  well  as  of  com- 
mon mortals,  and  at  the  same  time  furnishing 
a wholesome  study  of  gracious  and  noble  wo- 
manhood. 


The  Duke  of  Argyll,  whose  able  and  learned 
work,  TheBdgn  of  Law,  was  received  with  great 
favor  on  its  publication  some  years  ago,  now 


♦ Alice,  Grand  Duchess  of  Hesse,  Princess  qf  Great 
Britain  and  Ireland.  Biographical  Sketch  and  Letters. 
With  Portraits.  12mo,  pp.  415.  New  York : G.  P.  Put- 
nam's Sons. 


gives  us,  in  The  Unity  of  Nature / an  extension 
of  the  same  line  of  thought  to  the  ideas  which 
are  alike  fundamental  to  all  religions  and  in- 
separable from  the  facts  of  nature.  In  oppo- 
sition to  the  materialistic  and  agnostio  theo- 
ries of  some  of  the  evolutionists,  the  writer 
discerns  everywhere  in  the  phenomena  of  mat- 
ter, of  animal  instinct,  of  human  faculties, 
knowledge,  and  history,  and  of  religious  influ- 
ences, a unity  of  plan  which  reveals  unmistak- 
ably the  power  aud  wisdom  of  an  intelligent 
Creator  and  providential  Ruler.  The  chapter, 
in  especial,  on  a Divine  prescience  os  reflected 
in  the  wonderful  instincts  of  the  lower  animals, 
and  in  the  truth-apprehending  intuitions  of 
man,  is  as  exceptionally  beautiful  as  it  is  ori- 
ginal and  deeply  suggestive.  The  history  of 
our  race,  as  far  as  it  can  he  traced  in  any  di- 
rection, betrays,  the  author  thiuks,  an  evolu- 
tion doxentoard  rather  than  upward.  “The 
religion  of  savages,  like  their  other  pecul- 
iarities, is  the  result  of  this  kind  of  evolu- 
tion.” The  most  ancient  records  of  the  Aryan 
language,  which  Professor  Max  Miiller  consid- 
ers five  thousand  years  old,  show  purer  and 
higher  religious  conceptions  than  any  found 
in  that  tongue  of  receut  date.  So,  also,  “ the 
first  beginnings  of  human  speech  mast  have 
had  their  origin  in  powers  of  the  highest  or- 
der,  while  the  first  use  of  fire,  and  the  dis- 

covery of  the  methods  by  which  it  cau  be  kin- 
dled, the  domestication  of  wild  animals,  and, 
above  all,  the  processes  by  which  the  various 
cereals  were  first  developed  out  of  some  of  tho 
wild  grasses — these  are  all  discoveries  with 
which  in  ingenuity  and  importance  no  snbse- 
quent  discoveries  may  compare.”  Indeed,  tho 
Duke  concludes  that  it  is  simply  inconceiv- 
able, in  the  light  of  all  the  facts,  that  the  first 
man  should  have  been  a savage  or  a beast. 
The  treatise  evinces  an  easy  familiarity  with 
literature,  science,  and  theology,  as  well  as 
with  the  current  discussions  of  evolution  by 
Darwin,  Haeckel,  Spencer,  Tyndall,  aud  oth- 
ers, and  it  abounds  in  passages  of  far-reaching 
thought  most  eloquently  expressed.  Nor  is  it 
lacking  in  evidences  of  much  patient  and  in- 
dependent observation  of  natural  phenomena. 
However  greatly  any  reader  may  dissent  from 
the  conclusions  of  this  masterful  work,  he  will 
be  obliged  to  admit  that  it  embodies  a deal  of 
knowledge  put  in  a fresh  and  stimulating  way. 


It  baa  been  reserved  for  a layman,  Dr.  Will- 
iam H.  Thomson,  Professor  of  Materia  Medioa 
in  the  University  of  New  York,  in  a volume  en- 
titled The  Great  Argument , or  Jesus  Christ  in 
the  Old  Testament*  to  make  one  of  the  most  valu- 
able contributions  to  Biblical  exegesis  and 
criticism,  and  to  religious  thought  generally, 
that  this  abnormally  active  era  of  religions  in- 


5 The  Unity  qf  Nature.  By  the  Duke  of  Argyll.  8to, 
pp.  571.  New  York : G.  P.  Putnam's  Sons. 

• The  Great  Argument ; or,  Jesus  Christ  in  the  Old  Tes- 
tament. By  William  H.  Thomson,  M.D.  Crown  8vo, 
pp.  480.  New  York : Harper  and  Brothers. 
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quiry  and  discussion  has  yet  produced.  Rec- 
ognizing the  fundamental  fact  that  if  the  writ- 
ings of  the  Old  Testament  be  not  genuine  their 
testimony  is  unreliable,  and  that  to  establish 
their  genuineness  is  an  essential  preliminary  to 
an  attempt  to  trace  the  stream  of  Messianic 
prophecy  from  its  source  to  its  close  in  the  Old 
Testament  canon,  before  undertaking  to  show 
that  Christ  was  the  fulfillment  of  all  prophecy, 
and  to  mark  out  the  lines  of  what  he  justly  de- 
nominates the  great  argument,  Dr.  Thomson 
first  institutes  an  exhaustive  examination, 
which  is  prosecuted  with  exemplary  candor 
combined  with  great  learning  and  cogency  of 
reasoning,  of  the  evidence  that  these  writings 
are  genuine  in  the  fullest  and  strictest  sense  of 
the  term ; and  he  demonstrates  their  authenti- 
city by  subjecting  them  to  the  same  severe  crit- 
ical tests  that  are  applied  to  all  other  literary 
and  historical  productions,  supplemented  and 
corroborated  by  other  evidence  which  is  intrin- 
sic and  8ui  generis.  He  then  enters  upon  a close 
examination,  pursued  under  specific  heads  in 
separate  chapters,  of  all  the  passages  in  the 
Old  Testament  which  relate  to  the  Messiah, 
traces  their  relations  link  by  liuk,  interprets 
and  applies  their  meanings,  and  shows  that 
each  added  prediction  presupposed  and  in- 
cludes all  that  go  before ; that  all  are  definite- 
ly linked  together,  and  specialize  the  line  of 
fulfillment ; that  the  prophets  gave  wituess  to 
the  advent  of  Christ,  foretelling  in  many  ways 
not  only  the  coming,  but  also  its  manner,  time, 
aud  object,  until  not  a fact  about  Him  which 
had  relation  to  that  object  was  without  its  cor- 
responding prophecy;  that  the  life  of  Christ, 
in  all  its  singular  fullness  of  event,  purpose, 
and  results,  having  been  thus  really  written  be- 
forehand in  the  Hebrew  scriptures,  the  truth  of 
the  Gospel  is  rendered  indisputable ; and  final- 
ly, that  each  distinctive  doctrine  in  the  New 
Testament  relative  to  the  person  and  character 
of  Jesus  being  found  in  the  long  antecedent 
sacred  scriptures  also,  and  there  foretold  with 
the  most  perfect  completeness  and  unmistak- 
ableness of  intention,  the  truth  of  Christianity 
is  thus  established  beyond  a reasonable  doubt 
from  the  Jewish  books  of  the  Old  Testament. 
In  his  exposition  of  the  Old  Testament  writ- 
ings Dr.  Thomson  rejects  the  narrow  literalism 
which  some  exegetes  have  insisted  upon,  con- 
sidering that  it  tends  to  empty  the  prophecies 
of  much  of  their  profouudest  and  most  precious 
meanings,  and  to  render  some  of  the  simplest 
statements  aud  descriptions  of  the  Old  Testa- 
ment dark  and  inscrutable.  He  has,  however, 
no  sympathy  with  the  rationalistic  methods  of 
interpretation  that  havo  earried  some  theologi- 
cal writers  to  the  verge  of  skepticism,  aud  his 
work  throughout  is  noteworthy  for  its  rever- 
ent and  devout  spirit.  Among  the  most  inter- 
esting features  of  the  volume  are  its  many  ap- 
posite illustrations  drawn  from  the  East  as  it 
exists  to-day,  of  Scriptural  terms,  expressions, 
modes  of  thought  and  language,  and  descrip- 
tions of  places,  manners,  aud  customs. 
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Dr.  George  R.  Crooks  and  Bishop  Hurst  are 
furnishing  a “Biblical  aud  Theological  Libra- 
ry” which  will  bo  in  harmony  with  the  doctrinal 
standards  of  the  Methodist  Episcopal  Church, 
and  yet  acceptable  to  all  evangelical  Chris- 
tians. The  second  volume  in  the  series  is  an 
able  and  comprehensive  treatise  on  Biblical 
Heimeneutics ,7  by  Milton  S.  Terry,  D.D.  The 
key-note  of  this  valuable  contribution  to  the 
science  of  interpretation  lies  in  the  author's 
method  of  discovering  the  grammatico-his- 
torical  sense  of  the  sacred  writer,  as  unveiled  * 
by  the  laws  of  grammar  and  the  facts  of  his- 
tory— the  only  safe  method  of  interpretation — 
as  distinguished  from  the  allegorical,  mystical1, 
naturalistic,  mythical,  etc.,  which  have  been 
more  or  less  productive  of  error.  In  the  first 
part  of  the  treatise  Dr.  Terry  compares  the 
Bible  with  other  sacred  books,  treats  of  the 
languages  in  which  it  is  composed,  of  the  prin- 
ciples of  criticism,  of  inspiration,  and  of  the 
qualifications  of  an  interpreter.  The  second 
part,  after  reviewing  the  different  methods  of 
interpretation,  shows  how  to  ascertain  the 
U8U8  loquendi  of  the  sacred  writers ; what  aid 
can  be  derived  from  considering  the  context, 
scope,  plan,  and  from  a comparison  of  parallel 
passages;  how  figurative  language  is  to  be 
handled ; unfolds  the  characteristics  of  fables, 
riddles,  aud  enigmas;  dwells  at  length. upon 
the  principles  to  be  applied  to  the  parables, 
allegories,  proverbs,  and  gnomic  poetry,  types, 
symbols,  dreams,  and  prophecies.  Nor  does 
the  author  fail  to  deal  fairly  with  the  alleged 
discrepancies  of  the  Scriptures  and  the  contri- 
butions of  science,  as  well  as  with  the  doc- 
trinal aud  practical  use  of  the  Bible.  Indeed 
this  portion  and  some  others,  such  as  his  es- 
says on  the  parables  and  eschatology,  lie, 
strictly  speakiug,  outside  of  his  theme,  and 
yet  they  are  so  rich,  so  discriminating  and  just, 
that  we  readily  overlook  his  violation  of  unity 
in  the  pleasure  experienced  from  his  admira- 
ble views  of  truth.  The  third  divisiou  of  the 
treatise  traces  the  history  of  exegesis  through 
its  chronological  stages — the  ancient  Jewish, 
the  Rabbinical,  the  Early  Christian,  the  Pa- 
tristic, that  of  the  Middle  Ages,  of  the  Refor- 
mation, and  of  the  moro  recent  centuries  down 
to  the  present  time.  On  the  subject  of  in- 
spiration, which  is  now  so  prominently  up  for 
discussion,  Dr.  Terry  holds  that  “ a particular 
Divine  providence  secured  the  composition  of 
the  Scriptures  in  the  language  and  form  in 
which  we  possess  them.”  Again  ho  says,  “We 
see  no  good  reason  for  denying  the  Diviuo 
guidanco  to  all  parts  and  forms  of  the  rec- 
ords” ; and  yet  he  thinks  the  statement  that 
the  sun  aud  moon  stood  still  at  the  command 
of  Joshna,  though  it  appears  to  the  plain  read- 
er as  much  a matter  of  fact  as  any  other  part 

7 Biblical  Hermeneulics.  A Treatise  on  the  Interpre- 
tation of  the  Old  and  New  Testaments.  By  Milton  8. 
Terry,  S.T.D.  Being  Vol.  II.  of  the  *•  Library  of  Bib- 
lical and  Theological  Literature.”  Edited  by  Georok 
R.  Crooks,  D.D.,  and  John  P.  Hcust,  D.D.  8vo.  pp. 
781.  New  York : Phillips  and  Hunt. 
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of  tbe  narrative,  is  no  more  to  bo  understood 
literally  than  we  are  to  infer  that  tbe  stars 
actually  fought,  or  that  tbe  mountains  melted, 
or  that  Lebanon  skipped.  Iu  bis  view  tbe 
millennium  is  now  in  progress;  every  element 
of  truth  and  righteousness  lias  been  gaining 
prominence  and  control  in  tbe  laws  of  nations 
since  Christ  came;  and  be  charges  the  Chili- 
asts  with  error  in  making  His  coming  a yet  fu- 
ture event.  But  we  can  not  attempt  further 
to  note  Dr.  Terry’s  special  interpretations. 
‘His  principles  generally  are  certainly  sober, 
well  digested,  and  ought  to  be  fruitful  of  much 
good  theology  in  their  application.  The  book 
is  a credit  to  his  Church  as  well  as  himself, 
and  will  probably  be  accepted  as  one  of  the 
best  on  the  subjects  of  which  it  treats. 


With  the  exception  of  Dr.  Staunton’s  Dic- 
tionary of  the  Churchy  which  covered  only  a lim- 
ited field,  and  has  been  long  ont  of  print,  there 
has  been  no  single  handy  volume  to  which 
members  of  the  Protestant  Episcopal  Church 
could  refer  for  full  and  accurate  information 
respecting  the  organization,  constitution,  na- 
ture, and  government  of  their  Church,  its  rit- 
ual, discipline,  ordinances,  and  history,  the  or- 
igin and  meaning  of  its  symbols,  forms,  insti- 
tutions, vestments,  doctrines,  ecclesiastical  aud 
ecclesiological  terms,  and  innumerable  other 
particulars  that  are  of  iuterest  to  churchmen. 
This  want  is  now  supplied  by  an  elaborate  and 
well-digested  Church  Cyclopaedia,*  designed  es- 
pecially for  the  use  of  the  laity  of  the  Protest- 
ant Episcopal  Church  in  this  country,  which 
has  been  prepared  under  the  editorial  super- 
vision of  the  Rev.  A.  A.  Benton,  Professor  of 
Mathematics  in  Delaware  College,  assisted  by 
writers  of  varying  shades  of  opinion,  whom  he 
has  called  to  his  aid  as  collaborateurs  from 
among  tho  bishops,  presbyters,  and  laymen  of 
the  Church,  so  as  to  express  the  views  of  no 
particular  school  or  party,  but  as  far  as  pos- 
sible to  reflect  the  many-sidedness  of  the 
Church’s  views  on  practical  questions  of  rit- 
ual, practice,  discipline,  history,  and  doctrine. 
The  work  has  been  executed  w ith  equal  dis- 
cretion and  learning.  Each  of  its  titles  bears 
evidence  to  the  careful  and  precise  scholarship 
of  its  writer,  and  the  complete  work  contains 
in  a condensed  and  handy  form  for  quick  ref- 
erence a great  variety  of  facts  aud  information 
concerning  tho  Church  and  its  institutions, 
and  all  that  appertains  to  both,  not  generally 
easily  accessible  to  the  laity,  or,  indeed,  to  the 
clergy.  

Contrary  Winds,  and  Other  Sermons,* is  the  title 


• The  Church  Cyclopaedia.  A Dictionary  of  Church 
Doctrine,  History,  Organization, and  Ritual.  Contain- 
ing Original  Articles  on  Special  Topics,  written  ex- 
pressly for  the  Work  by  Blsnops,  Presbyters,  and  Lay- 
men. Designed  especially  for  the  Use  of  the  Laity  of 
the  Protestant  Episcopal  Church  in  the  United  States. 
Edited  by  Rev.  A.  A.  Benton,  M.A.  8vo,  pp.  809.  Phil- 
adelphia : L.  R.  Hamersly  and  Co. 

* Contrary  Winds,  and  Other  Sermons.  By  William 
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of  a new  volume  of  sermons  by  the  Rev.  Dr. 
Taylor,  of  the  Broadway  Tabernacle  in  this 
city,  which  have  the  great  merit  of  addressing 
themselves  in  a practical  and  familiar  way, 
and  with  remarkable  variety  and  aptness  of 
illustration,  to  convince  those  w ho  are  not  yet 
experimental  Christians  of  the  importance  to 
their  w'cll-being  of  their  adoption  of  the  prin- 
ciples and  doctrines  of  Holy  Scripture,  aud  to 
encourage  and  assist  those  who  have  already 
chosen  the  better  part  in  their  efforts  for  con- 
tinuous and  larger  growth  in  spiritual  life. 
Although  these  sermons  touch  upon  themes 
that  are  of  great  interest  to  all  men,  it  is  evi- 
dent that  their  special  and  paramount  aim  is 
to  arrest  the  attention  and  fix  the  thoughts  of 
adult  minds,  and  to  impress  business  men  and 
those  who  are  engrossed  in  practical  affairs  with 
the  reasonableness  of  religion  and  the  beauty 
of  holiness  of  life.  The  manliness  and  frankness 
with  which  tbe  preacher  presents  the  great 
lessons,  truths,  warnings,  and  consolations  of 
the  Bible,  his  freedom  from  cant  and  casuistry 
aud  hair-splitting  subtleties  in  his  exposition 
and  application  of  the  Scripture,  and  the 
wealth,  simplicity,  aud  pertinence  of  his  allu- 
sions and  illustrations  drawn  from  or  hearing 
upon  homely,  practical,  and  every-day  affairs 
— from  art,  business,  politics,  social  conditions, 
aud  contemporaneous  history  — appeal  per- 
suasively and  impressively  to  the  intellects  of 
those  who  plume  themselves  upon  their  hard 
common-sense,  and  at  the  same  time  the  ear- 
nest spirituality  that  pervades  all  his  argu- 
ments and  invitations,  and  the  fervid  elo- 
quence and  ripe  wisdom  with  which  he  en- 
forces it,  must  find  its  way  to  the  heart. 


There  is  much  more  than  poetic  promise — 
there  is  also  the  evidence  that  promise  has 
ripened  into  performance,  and  prophecy  into 
fulfillment — in  tho  modest  sheaf  of  poems  that 
Dr.  8.  Weir  Mitchell  has  garnered  with  a frngal 
hand  into  his  dainty  little  volume,  The  Bill  of 
Stones , and  Other  Poems.10  Evidently  Dr.Mitch- 
ell’s  poetic  style  has  been  materially  influenced 
by,  if,  indeed,  it  has  not  been  directly  modelled 
after,  that  of  Tennyson.  In  especial  his  blank 
verso  compositions,  though  having  tho  stamp 
of  a distinct  individuality,  aud  far  removed 
from  being  mere  imitations  of  the  manner  or 
echoes  of  the  spirit  and  sentiments  of  Tcuny- 
son,  are  often  strongly  suggestive  of  “ The  Priu- 
cess”  iu  their  turns  of  thought  and  expres- 
sion, in  their  scrnpulous  attention  to  verbal 
niceties  and  felicities,  and  in  their  ase  of  archa- 
isms and  of  figures  and  trains  of  thought  which 
have  a dual  meaning.  Dr.  Mitchell  does  not 
attempt  any  prolonged  or  ambitious  flights, 
but  those  that  he  essays  are  so  vigorous,  and 
indicate  such  a reserve  of  strength  aud  quiet 


M.  Taylor.  D.D.,  LL.D.  12mo,  pp.  872.  New  York : 

A.  C.  Armstrong  and  Son. 

10  The  Bill  of  Stones,  and  Other  Poems.  By  8.  Weir 
Mitchell.  M.D.  18mov  pp.  98.  Boston:  Houghton, 
Mifflin,  and  Co. 
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husbandry  of  power,  as  to  give  assurance  that 
it  is  in  him  to  rise  to  loftier  heights  than  any 
he  has  yet  undertaken.  Few  of  our  poets  have 
penetrated  as  closely  os  he  to  the  heart  of  Na- 
ture. Lovingly  and  vigilantly  observant  of 
her,  and  of  her  moods  and  haunts  in  wood  and 
field,  in  farm  and  orchard,  in  marsh  and  mea- 
dow, on  lake  and  river, in  tlie“  forest  primeval” 
and  beside  the  “ ever-sounding  and  mysterious 
sea,”  he  has  descried  her  manifold  changeful 
beauties  with  a poet’s  eye,  has  surprised  many 
of  her  most  cherished  and  most  coyly  guarded 
secrets  with  a poet’s  unerring  instinct,  and  has 
woven  his  discoveries  into  picture-bearing  verse 
with  a poet’s  taste  and  skill.  There  is  very  lit- 
tle of  what  may  be  termed  dead  wood  in  any  of 
his  poems.  He  has  not  hesitated  to  follow  the 
pen  with  the  pruniug-knife,  and  to  lop  off  all 
useless  and  superfluous  verbiage ; and  as  a re- 
sult, in  all  his  poems  an  unusual  number  of  lines, 
phrases,  and  extended  passages  gleam  upon  us 
which  are  not  only  chaste  and  elegant,  but  are 
eminently  quotable,  and  effect  a permanent 
lodgment  in  the  memory.  If  this  were  a re- 
view instead  of  a notice,  it  might  be  easy  to 
establish  the  truth  of  what  has  been  said  by  a 
liberal  citation  of  lines  and  passages  that  have 
most  impressed  us,  more  particularly  in  the 
delicious  summer  pastoral  entitled  “ Wind  and 
Sea,”  the  spirited  forest  idyl  picturing  the  wilds 
of  Elk  County,  and  the  glowing  lyrics  grouped 
under  the  head  of  “ Camp-fire  Lyrics” ; but  as 
that  course  is  inadmissible,  we  shall  be  con- 
tent merely  briefly  to  refer  those  who  love  and 
are  ready  to  extend  a cordial  welcome  to  good 
poetry  to  Dr.  Mitchell’s  unobtrusive  but  ster- 
ling little  volume.  

Our  Famous  Women11  is  the  title  which  the 
publishers,  with  rather  questionable  taste, 
have  given  to  au  otherwise  attractive  and 
meritorious  volume.  It  comprises  thirty  brief 
and  well-executed  biographical  sketches  of  as 
many  well-known  American  writers,  artists, 
educators,  philanthropists,  etc.,  of  the  gentler 
sex,  prepared  by  twenty  of  their  country-wo- 
men who  belong  to  the  sisterhood  of  litera- 
ture, and  it  is  illustrated  with  a number  of 
excellent  full  - page  portraits,  engraved  from 
photographs  taken  expressly  for  the  work. 
Tbe  biographical  sketches  are  earnest,  dis- 
criminating, and  heartily  sympathetic,  and 
display,  as  woman  only  cau  when  woman  is 
her  subject,  a subtle  insight  of  those  delicate 
but  strong  traits  of  female  character  which 
are  woman’s  cliiefest  ornament.  Among  the 
sketches  are  memoirs  of  Miss  Alcott,  by  Mrs. 
Moulton ; of  Catherine  E.  Beecher  and  Mrs.  A. 
D.  T.  Whitney,  by  Mrs.  Stowe ; of  Rose  Terry 


11  Our  Famous  Women.  Comprising  the  Lives  and 
Deeds  of  American  Women  who  have  Distinguished 
themselves  in  Literature,  Science,  Art,  Music,  and  the 
Drama,  or  are  Famous  as  Heroines,  Patriots,  Educa- 
tors, Physicians,  etc.  With  Numerous  Incidents,  Anec- 
dotes, and  Personal  Experiences.  Superbly  Illustra- 
ted. 8vo,  pp.  715.  Hartford : A D.  Worthington  and 
Co. 


Cooke,  Clara  Louise  Kellogg,  Mrs.  Moulton, 
and  Miss  Mary  L.  Booth,  by  Harriet  Prescott 
Spofford ; of  Marian  Harlaud  (Mrs.  Terhune) 
and  Margaret  Fuller,  by  Kate  Sanborn;  of 
Mrs.  Mary  Mapes  Dodge,  by  Lucia  G.  Runkle; 
of  Maria  Mitchell,  by  Julia  Ward  Howe;  of 
Lydia  Maria  Child,  by  Susau  Coolidge ; of  Mrs. 
Stowe  and  Mrs.  Spofford,  by  Rose  Terry  Cooke ; 
and  of  Lucy  Larcom,  Clara  Bartou,  Lucretia 
Mott,  Elizabeth  Prentiss,  Susan  B.  Anthony, 
Mrs.  Stanton,  Miss  Phelps,  Mary  Clemmer, 
Charlotte  Cushmau,  and  Mrs.  Burnett,  by  oth- 
er equally  capable  and  appreciative  writers. 
The  work  is  sold  only  by  subscription. 


Considered  from  a purely  literary  stand- 
point, Mr.  Hattou’s  report  of  Mr . Henry  Irvin  fs 
Impressions  of  Ameiicd1*  is  a nondescript,  bnt 
if  regarded  as  the  shrewd  advertising  device 
of  an  enterprising  manager,  inteut  upon  woo- 
ing the  attention  of  tbe  public,  and  making 
tbe  popular  pulse  beat  bigb,  it  is  intelligible, 
and  not  much  unlike  similar  devices  with 
which  Mr.  Barnum  has  made  us  familiar.  Mr. 
Hatton  has  executed  his  part  of  the  perform- 
ance admirably, as  he  always  does;  but  with 
all  his  tact  and  art  as  a writer  he  has  found 
it  impossible  to  bide  the  plain  business  pur- 
pose  that  has  obviously  inspired  the  glib  out- 
pourings of  his  friend  and  principal,  and  of 
which  it  were  an  insult  to  his  intelligence  to 
suppose  him  unconscious.  There  is  much  in 
the  volume  that  is  amusing,  some  clever  things 
are  said,  some  entertaining  anecdotes  and  in- 
teresting incidents  are  related,  but,  on  the 
whole,  it  causes  a sense  of  satiety.  Wo  suffer 
from  a surfeit  of  blarney — of  praise  showered 
without  stint  upon  Mr.  Irving,  ami  of  praise 
showered  back  again  by  him  with  componud 
interest.  Iu  such  a desert  of  sugared  compli- 
ineuts  a dash  of  tart  criticism,  or  even  of  sharp 
and  biting  satire,  would  be  as  refreshing  as  a 
spring  in  the  wilderness. 


The  exciting  events  that  have  recently  oc- 
curred, or  are  now  on  the  eve  of  transpiring, 
in  Egypt  and  the  Soudan,  invest  with  consid- 
erable interest  a volume  by  General  Loring, 
entitled  A Confederate  Soldier  in  Egypt.1*  Gen- 
eral Loring  is  an  ex-Confederate  officer  who 
was  for  ten  years  in  the  service  of  the  Khedive 
of  Egypt,  with  the  rank  of  F^reok  Pasha  and 
General.  During  that  time  he  had  unusual 
opportunities  for  informing  himself  as  to  the 
plans  and  purposes  of  the  Khedives,  and  as  to 
the  character  of  the  Egyptians  of  all  classes, 
to  study  the  resources  and  institutions  of  the 
country,  and  to  observe  the  political  and  social 
influences  that  made  an  impression  upon  it. 


18  Henry  Irving's  Imimessions  of  America.  Narrated 
In  a Series  of  Sketones,  Chronicles,  and  Conversa- 
tions. By  Joseph  Hatton.  16mo,  pp.  474.  Boston: 
James  R.  Osgood  and  Co. 

13  A Confederate  Soldier  in  Egypt.  By  W.  W.  Lob- 
ino,  Late  Colonel  in  the  United  States  Army.  Major- 
General  in  the  Confederate  Service,  General  In  the 
Army  of  the  Khedive  of  Egypt,  etc.  8vo,pp.450.  New 
York : Dodd,  Mead,  and  Co. 
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After  a succinct  outline  of.  such  of  the  social, 
political,  and  religious  history  of  Egypt  as  he 
deems  a necessary  preliminary  for  a compre- 
hension of  the  events  that  occurred  there  dur- 
ing his  term  of  service,  and  that  are  now  hap- 
pening, General  Loring  gives  the  results  of  his 
personal  observations  with  great  clearness  and 
minuteness,  in  connection  with  a narrative  of 
his  official  services  in  Egypt  proper,  and  in  the 
campaign  against  Abyssinia,  in  which  ho  par- 
ticipated, in  1875.  In  the  course  of  his  narra- 
tive he  deals  in  detail  with  the  political  and 
military  incideuts  that  signalized  the  admin- 
istrations of  the  last  six  rulers  of  Egypt,  de- 
picts their  persons  and  delineates  their  char- 
acter, describes  their  foreign  and  domestic  pol- 
icies and  complications,  and  their  attitude  to- 
ward the  body  of  the  people,  dilates  indig- 
nantly upon  what  he  emphasizes  as  “ the  self- 
ish and  cruel  policy  of  France  and  England” 
(especially  of  the  latter)  toward  Egypt,  and 
traces  the  antecedents  and  recent  exploits  of 
£1  Mahdi,  both  as  a prophet  and  as  a military 
and  political  leader.  In  addition  General  Lor- 
ing introduces  a brief  summary  of  recent  ex- 
plorations and  discoveries  in  Africa,  a rfoumt 
of  the  causes  that  influenced  Mehemet  Ali  and 
his  successors  to  attempt  the  extension  of  the 
area  of  their  empire,  and  an  account  of  their 
efforts  in  this  direction,  and  of  the  political 
and  financial  embarrassments  that  ensued. 
The  volume  comprises,  with  much  matter  that 
is  already  well  known,  and  which  has  been 
gleaned  at  second-hand  from  the  works  of  oth- 
er writers,  mnch  fresh  and  original  informa- 
tion concerning  the  geography  and  topography 
of  the  present  scene  of  military  operations, 
some  sharp  nud  vigorous  reflections  and  criti- 
cisms upon  the  Egyptian  policy  of  France  and 
England,  and  some  grave  and  thoughtful  fore- 
casts of  the  future  of  Egypt. 


Nearly  forty  years  ago  the  writer  of  this 
notice  became  the  owner  of  Haswell’s  Meehan - 
ia?  and  Engineer s'  Pocket-Book  of  Tables™  etc., 
then  in  its  first  edition,  in  the  form  of  a thin 
volume  of  284  pages;  and  he  still  retains  a 
lively  recollection  of  his  sense  of  obligation  to 
its  author  for  the  large  body  of  precise  and 
reliable  practical  information  of  which  it  was 
the  repository.  Since  then  this  excellent  hand- 
book has  been  consulted  with  similar  feelings 
of  gratitude,  in  its  various  editions,  by  thou- 
sands of  mechanics  and  engineers,  young  and 
old,  to  whom  it  has  bebn  an  indispensable 
companion,  until  now  it  has  reached  its  for- 
ty-fifth edition,  and  has  grown  from  the  thin 
pamphlet  of  1843  to  the  dimensions  of  a gen- 

14  Mechanics’*  and  Engineers ’ Pocket-Book  of  Tables , 
Pules,  and  Formulas  pertaining  to  Mechanics , Mathemat- 
ics, and  Physics ; including  Areas.  Squares,  Cubes,  and 
Roots , etc. ; Logarithms,  Hydraulics,  Hydrodynamics, 
Steam  and  the  Steam-Engine,  Naval  Architecture,  Mason- 
ry, Steam  Vessels,  Mills , etc.  : Limes,  Mortars,  Cements, 
etc. : Orthography  qf  Technical  Words  and  Terms,  etc. 
Forty-fifth  Edition.  Bv  Charles  H.  Haswell,  Civil, 
Marine,  and  Mechanical  Engineer,  eto.  16tno,  pp.  922 
New  York : Harper  and  Brothers. 


erous  book  of  922  pages,  its  old  matter  entirely 
revised,  amended,  and  reconstructed  so  as  to 
adapt  it  to  the  needs  of  the  present  day,  and 
its  value  increased  by  the  extension  of  its 
tables  of  areas  aud  circumferences  of  circles, 
weights  of  metals,  balls,  tubes,  pipes,  etc.,  and 
by  tbe  addition  of  a large  amount  of  new  and 
valuable  matter  upon  mechanical  and  physical 
subjects  in  every  department. 


It  is  seldom  that  any  previous  month  has 
witnessed  the  publication  of  so  many  novels, 
none  of  which  rises  greatly,  if  any,  above  the 
level  of  mediocrity.  Even  Mr.  Blackmore,  the 
prince  of  story-tellers,  has  been  affected  by  the 
prevalent  influenza.  His  new  novel,  The  Re- 
markable History  of  Sir  Thomas  Upmove ,ls  is  not 
merely  lamentably  inferior  to  its  predecessors, 
hut  is  uu  worthy  of  his  genius,  and  of  his  taste 
and  skill  as  an  artist,  and  will  be  the  occasion 
of  keen  disappointment  to  his  numerous  ad- 
mirers. The  same  criticism  applies,  though 
less  unreservedly,  perhaps,  to  Mr.  Halo's  The 
Fortunes  of  Rachel,"  Mr.  Kussell’s  John  Holds- 
worth,11  and  Mr.  Crawford's  A Roman  Singei *,,i 
each  of  which  betrays  a manifest  falling  off  in 
quality  os  compared  with  the  previous  pro- 
ductions of  their  authors.  Of  the  remainiug 
novels  the  least  insipid  are  Mr.  Grant's  An 
Average  Man;19  May  Crommelin's  In  the  West 
Counfrce  ;10  Mr.  Newell’s  (Orpheus  C.  Kerr) 
There  Was  Once  a Man;71  Miss  Townsend's  But 
a Philistine ;**  A Palace  Prison**  by  au  anony- 
mous author;  At  Daybreak,™  by  A.  Stirling; 
Euslis,*5  by  Robert  A.  Boit ; A Midsummer  Mad- 
ness™ by  Ellen  O.  Kirk ; Barbara  Thaya *,*7  by 
Mrs.  Annie  J.  Miller;  and  Clytiaf 8 by  George 
Taylor. 


••  The  Remarkable  History  qf  Sir  Thomas  Upmore , 
Bart.,  M.P.  Formerly  known  as  Tommy  Upmore.  By 
R.  D.  Blackmore.  16mo,  pp.  256.  New  York : Harper 
and  Brothers. 

The  Same.  “ Franklin  Square  Library.”  4to,  pp.  63. 
New  York : Harper  and  Brothers. 

18  The  Fortunes  of  Rachel.  By  Edward  E.  Hale. 
12mo,  pp.  221.  New  York  : Funk  and  Wagnalls. 

11  John  Iloldsivorth . Chief  Mate.  A Novel.  By  W. 
Clark  Russell.  “Franklin  Square  Library.”  4to, 
pp.  53.  New  York  : Harper  and  Brothers. 

18  A Roman  Singer.  By  F.  Marion  Crawford.  16mo, 
pp.  318.  Boston  : Houghton.  Mifflin,  and  Co. 

18  An  Average  Man.  By  Robert  Grant.  16mo,  pp. 
300.  Boston : James  R.  Osgood  and  Co. 

80  In  the  West  Countree.  A Novel.  By  Mat  Cromme- 
lin.  “ Franklin  Square  Library.”  4to,  pp.  64.  New 
York : Harper  and  Brothers. 

81  There  Was  Once  a Man.  By  R.  H.  Newell  (Or- 
pheus C.  Kerrh  16mo,  pp.  626.  New  York : Fords, 
Howard,  and  Hulbert. 

88  But  a Philistine.  ByYinoiNiAF.  Townsend.  12mo, 
pp.  828.  Boston  • Lee  and  Shepard. 

88  A Palace  Prison;  or.  The  Past  and  the  Present. 
16mo,  pp.  M2.  New  York : Fords,  Howard,  and  Hul- 
bert. 

84  At  Daybreak.  A Novel.  By  A.  Stirling.  16mo, 
pp.  316.  Boston : James  R.  Osgood  and  Co. 

84  Eustis.  A Novel.  By  Robert  ApthorpBoit.  12mo, 
pp.  860.  Boston : James  R.  Osgood  and  Co. 

88  A Midsummer  Madness.  By  Ellen  Olnet  Kirk. 
lGmo.  pp.  895.  Boston : James  K.  Osgood  and  Co. 

87  Barbara  Thayer:  Her  Glorioui  Career.  A Novel. 
By  Annie  Jinness  Miller.  lGmo,  pp.  180.  Boston: 
Lee  and  Shepard. 

88  dytia.  A Romance  of  the  Sixteenth  Century.  By 
Georgs  Tatlor.  Translated  by  Mart  J.  Saeford. 
16mo,  pp.  364.  New  York : William  S.  Gottsberger. 
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POLITICAL. 

OUR  Record  is  closed  on  the  18th  of  Jane. 

— The  Republican  National  Convention 
was  held  at  Chicago,  opening  June  3.  General 
John  B.  Henderson,  of  Missouri,  was  chosen 
permanent  chairman.  On  the  6th,  Hon.  James 
G.  Blaine,  of  Maine,  was  nominated  for  Presi- 
dent on  the  fourth  ballot,  and  Hon.  John  A. 
Logan,  of  Illinois,  for  Vice-President,  without 
opposition.  The  ballots  for  President  were  as 
follows:  First — Whole  number  of  votes  cast, 
818;  necessary  to  a choice,  410;  for  James  G. 
Blaine,  of  Maine,  334 i ; for  Chester  A.  Arthur, 
of  New  York,  278 ; for  George  F.  Edmunds,  of 
Vermont,  93;  for  John  A.  Logan,  of  Illinois, 
63J  ; for  John  Sherman,  of  Ohio,  30 ; for  Joseph 
R.  Hawley,  of  Connecticut,  13 ; for  Robert  T. 
Lincoln,  of  Illinois,  4 ; for  William  T.  Sherman, 
of  Missouri,  2.  Second — Whole  number  of  votes 
cast,  818;  necessary  to  a choice,  410;  Blaine, 
349;  Arthur,  276;  Edmunds,  85;  Logan,  61; 
Sherman,  28;  Hawley,  13;  Lincoln,  4;  William 
T.  Sherman,  2.  Third— Whole  number  of  votes 
cast,  819;  necessary  to  a choice,  410;  Blaine, 
375;  Arthur,  274;  Edmunds,  69;  Logan,  53; 
Sherman,  25;  Hawley,  13;  Lincoln,  8;  William 
T.  Sherman,  2.  Fourth  — Whole  number  of 
votes  cast,  813;  necessary  to  a choice,  407; 
Blaine,  541 ; Arthur,  207 ; Edmunds,  41 ; Logan, 
7;  Hawley,  15;  Lincoln,  2.  The  nomination 
was  then  made  unanimous. 

The  following  bills  were  passed  in  Congress: 
Appropriating  $1,000,000  for  the  New  Orleans 
Centennial  Exposition,  Senate,  May  15;  Con- 
sular and  Diplomatic  Appropriation,  House, 
May  19,  Senate,  June  12 ; Army  Appropriation, 
House,  May  19;  Agricnltural  Appropriation, 
Senate,  May  20;  Mr.  Aldrich's  substitute  for 
Labor  Statistics  Bill,  Senate,  May  23;  for  re- 
lief of  sufferers  by  Mississippi  floods,  House, 
$100,000,  May  27,  Senate,  $40,000,  May  29;  re- 
ducing postage  on  newspapers  to  one  cent 
for  four  ounces,  Senate,  June  2 (subsequently 
signed  by  the  President);  prohibiting  Chinese 
subjects  from  importing  opium  iuto  the  Unit- 
ed States,  Senate,  June  2;  Legislative  Appro- 
priation, House,  June  2;  River  and  Harbor 
Appropriation  (after  striking  out  the  Henne- 
pin Canal  clause),  House,  June  12;  Deficiency 
Appropriation,  House,  June  17. 

The  House  of  Representatives,  May  19,  by  a 
vote  of  52  to  179,  rejected  the  bill  to  reduce  the 
duty  on  works  of  art  of  American  and  foreign 
artists  from  thirty  to  ten  per  cent,  ad  valorem. 

The  Natiouai  Greenback  Convention  met  at 
Indianapolis,  May  29,  and  nominated  for  Pre- 
sident General  B.  F.  Butler,  of  Massachusetts; 
for  Vice-President,  A.  M.  West,  of  Mississippi. 

The  Vermont  Greenback  State  Convention 
met  at  Waterbury,  May  15,  and  nominated  for 
Governor  Samuel  Soule,  of  Fairfield ; Lieuten- 
ant-Governor, M.  C.  Bailey,  of  Newbury. 

The  Vermont  Democratic  State  Convention, 


June  5,  nominated  P.  W.  Redington  for  Gov- 
ernor. 

The  Maine  Democratic  State  Convention, 
June  17,  nominated  John  B.  Redman  for  Gov- 
ernor. 

The  new  treaty  between  France  and  Anam 
has  been  signed.  By  its  terms  the  provinces 
of  Bin-thnan  and  Than-goa  are  restored  to 
Anam.  A customs  Bystem  similar  to  that  in 
force  in  Cochin-China  is  established.  A French 
military  occupation  of  all  strategic  points  in 
Anam  and  Tonquin  may  be  effected  if  neces- 
sary. A permanent  French  garrison  will  hold 
a portion  of  the  citadel  of  Hud,  capital  of 
Anam. 

Egyptian  advices  of  June  14  confirm  the 
news  of  the  capture  of  Berber  by  the  rebels, 
May  23,  and  the  massacre  of  the  garrison  of 
1500  men  aud  of  2000  of  the  population. 

DISASTERS. 

May  14. — Fourteen  men  killed  by  collision 
of  freight  and  gravel  trains  on  the  Baltimore 
and  Ohio  Railroad,  near  Connellsville. 

May  19. — Earthquake  on  the  island  of  Kishnr, 
near  the  mouth  of  the  Persian  Gulf.  Twelve 
villages  destroyed  and  two  hundred  persons 
killed. 

May  23. — Loss  of  the  French  brig  Senoriney 
off  the  Great  Banks,  with  fifty-three  passen- 
gers and  a crew  of  nine. 

June  1. — Eleven  men  drowned  in  a flood 
caused  by  a cloud-burst,  in  camp  on  French- 
man’s Creek,  Colorado. 

June  10. — Schooner  Six  Brothers  and  four- 
teen men  lost  off  Newfoundland. — Eleven  men 
drowned  at  Thompson’s  Falls,  Montana. 

June  16. — News  from  Greenland  of  the  loss 
of  the  Danish  brig  Elena  and  ten  of  her  crew. 

June  17. — Two  Americans  and  twelve  Mexi- 
cans killed  in  a railroad  accident  in  New  La- 
redo. 

OBITUARY. 

May  19. — At  Pegli,  Italy,  Sam  Ward,  aged 
seventy-one  years. 

May  21. — In  New  York  city,  Ex-Jndge  Jo- 
seph S.  Bosworth,  aged  seventy-seven  years. 

May  22. — At  Evona,  New  Jersey,  Ex-Jndge 
W.  R.  Beebe,  aged  sixty-eight  years. 

May  29. — In  London,  England,  Sir  Henry 
Bartle  Edward  Frere,  aged  sixty-nine  years. 

May  31. — In  this  city,  Bishop  Benjamin  Boe- 
worth  Smith,  of  Kentucky,  aged  ninety  years. 

June  1. — In  this  city,  General  Mansfield 
Lovell,  aged  sixty-two  years. 

June  7. — In  this  city,  James  Watson  Webb, 
aged  eighty- two  years. 

June 8. — In  this  city,  Noah  Haynes  Swayne, 
ex-Justice  of  the  United  States  Supreme  Court, 
in  his  eightieth  year. 

June  11. — In  Reading,  Pennsylvania,  Ex- 
Congressman  Hiester  Clymer,  in  his  fifty- 
seventh  year. 
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IN  America,  more  than  anywhere  else  in  the 
world,  it  is  the  women  who  determine  what 
the  society  recreation  for  the  month  of  August 
shall  be.  In  England  the  men  aro  to  a certain 
extent  independent,  if  not  rebellions.  They 
go  into  far  countries  to  shoot;  they  stalk  the 
moors  for  small  game;  they  ride  to  hounds; 
they  get  away  for  long  walking  tours  and 
mountain  climbing.  They  control  to  a con- 
siderable extent  their  own  sports  and  recre- 
ations. If  the  women  want  their  company, 
the  women  must  put  on  thick  shoes,  and  be 
prepared  for  tramping,  even  for  scaling  mount- 
ains; they  must  be  mounted  for  the  “meet,” 
and  assume  an  interest,  if  they  do  not  feel  it, 
in  dogs  and  horses,  and  a little  knowledge  of 
manly  slang,  delicately  spoken,  is  not  amiss. 
The  summer  recreation  in  America  has,  if  one 
may  say  so  without  offense,  the  feminine  tone, 
where  it  is  not  anglicized.  The  women  com- 
monly decide  what  the  outiug  shall  be;  they 
declare  for  the  sea  or  the  mountains,  for  New- 
porter the  White  Sulphur,  or  Bar  Harbor,  or 
Saratoga,  or  the  strictly  bucolic  and  restful, 
not  to  say  tame,  existence  of  the  farm-house. 
The  men  may  think  they  decide  all  these  mat- 
ters, but  wherever  they  go  the  recreations  are 
really  set  to  the  femiuiuo  standard.  At  least 
nearly  all  the  amusements  are  such  os  the  sexes 
can  join  in ; and  I suppose  that  the  advocates 
of  co-education  can  show  that  this  is  for  the 
benefit  of  both,  that  the  manly  roughness  is 
refined,  and  the  womanly  gentleness  gains  in 
spirit.  The  gospel  of  the  time  certainly  is 
that  it  is  not  good  for  man  to  be  alone.  Ho 
can  not  be  alone  if  he  wants  to,  and  it  is  de- 
praved in  him  to  want  to.  Woinan  orders  so- 
ciety, and  the  recreations  of  society  seem  to 
be  taking  more  and  more  the  tone  of  her  na- 
ture. The  sexes  meet  upon  neutral  ground — 
say  upon  that  of  lawn  tennis — where  the  mas- 
culine euergy  is  put  in  harness,  aud  the  fem- 
inine energy  is  allowed  free  expansion.  The 
process  of  refinement  and  civilization  goes  on 
year  by  year,  aud  in  duo  time  American  men 
will  become  the  gentlest  and  most  docile  in 
all  history.  Perhaps  few  of  them  can  yet 
stand  the  succession  of  two  seasons  of  gayety 
—the  Newport,  for  instance,  following  imme- 
diately the  one  in  New  York — aud  follow  the 
fiddle  and  the  beckoning  plume  the  year  round, 
without  any  relaxation  into  the  natural  sav- 
age life  of  man,  but  they  can  be  trained  to  it. 
As  for  the  American  women,  there  are  none 
others  anywhere  who  have  so  much  endurance 
—until  after  marriage. 

The  American  men,  indeed,  have  a reputa- 
tion to  sustain.  American  men — so  the  legend 
runs  now  in  all  the  feminine  world  of  England, 
France,  Italy,  and  Germany — make  the  best 
husbands  in  the  world.  To  this  pitch  of  en- 
viable fame  have  they  come  by  a century  of 
tutelage,  by  a strict  attention  to  busiuoss,  aud 


a meek  surrender  of  all  direction  of  social  mat- 
ters. Loss  of  power  is  amply  compensated 
by  this  universal  good  esteem  in  which  they 
are  held.  But  this  commendable  behavior  of 
theirs  may  be  only  a sign,  it  ought  to  be  said, 
of  a still  deeper  change  in  female  temper.  We 
are  not  certain,  indeed,  whether  the  change  is 
in  women  or  in  the  way  men  regard  them,  but 
there  is  an  apparent  change.  Nothing  was 
more  common  in  the  sixteenth  century  thau 
a “scolding  woman,”  and  the  scolding  woman 
had  not  disappeared  in  this  country  till  after 
the  Declaration  of  Independence — some  even 
survived  that.  The  evidence  of  this  does  not 
rest  upon  tradition.  The  literature  and  the 
laws  are  full  of  it.  Laws  had  to  be  framed 
with  severe  penalties  to  protect  men  from  the 
“ common  scold” ; and  these  penalties  were  oft- 
en inflicted,  one  of  the  most  effective  of  them 
being  the  “ducking- chair,”  which  in  many 
cases  was  the  only  one  that  could  check  the 
wagging  of  a virulent  tongue.  Nothing  is 
commoner  in  the  ballad  literature  of  the  six- 
teenth century  than  the  complaints  of  the  rail- 
ing of  the  scold  and  the  shrew,  and  the  de- 
vices for  taming  them  were  as  ingenious  as 
they  were  brntal.  Either  the  literature  of  the 
time  is  an  awful  libel,  or  scolding  women  were 
so  numerous  as  to  be  a great  feature  of  the 
age;  scolding  was  os  prominent  as  beggiug, 
and  the  scolding  wife  as  common  os  the  tip- 
sy husband.  The  philosopher  wants  to  know 
whether  it  is  the  temper  of  women  which  has 
changed,  since  it  is  a fact  that  the  “ common 
scold”  has  practically  disappeared  from  modern 
life  (there  used  to  be  women  whom  even  the 
sheriff'  was  afraid  of),  is  no  more  a pibcc  de  re- 
sistance of  literature,  and  has  not  to  be  legisla- 
ted against,  or  whether  the  apparent  differ- 
ence is  only  a change  iu  man’s  attitude  toward 
the  sex.  Some  students  of  sociology  think  that 
man’s  submission  has  wrought  the  transfor- 
mation, and  that  women  appear  to  be  more 
sweet  and  amiable  now  they  have  their  way 
nnrnfificd.  It  is  a very  delicate  question,  and 
one  that  would  not  be  raised  here  except  in 
the  interest  of  science.  For  the  disappearance 
of  traits  in  human  nature  is  as  useful  a study 
as  the  elimination  of  useless  members  or  the 
development  of  new  organs  in  our  evolutiou. 
Nobody  except  the  sociologist  can  say  what 
the  disappearance  of  the  “ common  scold”  has 
to  do  with  man’s  position  in  the  modern  recre- 
ations of  society ; the  business  of  this  depart- 
ment is  to  collect  facts,  not  to  co-ordiuate  them. 


A veey  neat  mot  is  credited  to  Judge  Grover, 
in  a tilt  at  the  bar  with  Judge  Peck.  The  lat- 
ter had  delivered  a particularly  rasping  speech, 
to  which  the  former  felt  compelled  to  reply  in 
kind. 

“ Your  honor,”  he  said,  “ it  rained  last  night, 
and  this  morning,  when  I took  my  course  across 
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the  fields,  at  almost  every  step  I came  upon 
some  slimy,  venomous  creature  that  bad  is- 
sued from  its  hiding-place.  Snails,  toads, 
frogs,  lizards,  worms,  snakes,  vipers,  adders — 
every  description  of  loathsome  reptile  was  to 
be  seen,  crawling,  filled  with  venom,  and  yet, 
your  honor,  though  there  seemed  so  many  of 
them,  all  of  them  put  togother  would  not  have 
made  up  a Peck  l”  


“OLE  MARSTER.’’ 

(’fo*  db  wah.) 

Olb  Marster  cornin’  fra  de  bars— 

Don’t  you  hear  dat  horse  a-snortln’  ? 

8huv  dem  marbuls  In  yer  pocket ; 

Shet  up,  and  hishe  dat  torkin’. 

Drap  dat  hoe  agin  dem  ’tatere; 

Horsewhip  mighty  coolin’ : 

Ole  Marster  sorter  cur’us 
When  he  ketch  de  nigger  foolin’. 

HI,  looker  yonder,  Ephram ; 

BTeve  he  gone  down  in  de  medder; 

Jes  fotch  dem  marbuls  out  agin ; 

We’ll  hev  a game  togedder. 

Wish  I was  white  fokes, 

Batin’  sweet  cake  an’  muffin, 

A-bossln’  ub  de  niggers, 

Ridin’  roun’,  an’  doin’  nuffln. 

Ole  Marster  ride  de  blooded  horse ; 

Got  plenty  in  de  stable ; 

Bit  an’  sturrups  shinin’ 

Like  silber  on  de  table. 

Ride  ober  to  de  odder  place, 

Pocket  full  ub  money ; 

Arter  ’while  ho  come  back  home, 

An’  buck  dat  peach  an’  honey. 

Ole  flel’  lark  sing  pooty  chune ; 

Ebery  Sunday  momin* 

Br’er  Ambrose  at  de  meetin’-house, 

To  gib  de  niggers  warnin’. 

Ole  Marster  at  de  big  chu’cb, 

WId  do  ’ligious  an’  de  sinner; 

An’  den  he  fotch  de  preacher 
An’  all  de  people  home  to  dinner. 

Ole  Marster  got  a heap  ub  lan’. 

An’  money  widout  Aggers ; 

Ole  fiel’  full  ub  sheep  an’  thing, 

An’  quarter  full  ub  niggers. 

He  treat  de  black  fokes  mighty  well, 

’Pears  like  ’tis  in  he  nacher ; 

Oberseer  play  de  debil,  dough, 

When  he  at  de  Leglslacher. 

Ole  Marster  war  de  high  black  hat, 

An’  standin’-up  shut  coller : 

Shuv  dem  marbuls  in  yer  pooket— 

Dat  de  oberseer  holler. 

Don’t  yon  hear  him  ’hind  do  ’backer-house? 

Cowhide  soon  be  rulin’ ; 

Oberseer  mighty  quar’lsome 
When  he  ketch  de  nigger  foolin’. 

W.  P.  Carter. 


The  Irish  beggars  who  meet  passengers  at 
Queenstown  often  give  as  much  as  they  get.  A 
persisteut  old  woman  stood  ou  the  gang-plank, 
to  whom  a waggish  passenger  held  up  a gold 
coin.  Advancing  with  a face  suffused  with 
devout  thankfulness,  she  cried  out,  “ May  the 
blessings  of  Heaven  follow  ye  all  your  days.” 
The  mau  (who  was  certainly  cruel)  put  the 
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gold  in  his  pocket,  when,  with  a change  of  ex- 
pression to  rage,  the  old  woman  instantly  fin- 
ished her  sentence  with,  “ Aud  never  overtake 
ye,  ye  dirty  spalpeen !” 


HOW  HE  SAVED  HIS  BACON. 

In  a town  of  Western  Pennsylvania  Rev. 
George  Washington  Spooner  is  well  known  as 
an  occasional  dispenser  of  the  Gospel  to  his 
colored  brethren.  Of  late  years,  however,  he 
has  had  such  a reputation  for  intemperance 
and  dishonesty  that  few  hearers  can  bo  found 
for  bis  eloquent  discourses  upon  the  joys  of 
heaven. 

Several  winters  ago  he  was  walking  along 
a main  street  when  his  attention  was  attract- 
ed to  a wagon  near  by.  It  was  driven  by  a 
farmer  who  had  sold  his  entire  load  of  pigs, 
with  one  exception ; and,  as  it  was  growing 
late,  he  was  anxious  to  dispose  of  the  defunct 
porker.  He  readily  closed  in  with  Mr.  Spoou- 
eris  offer  to  purchase  it,  and  asked  where  it 
should  be  delivered. 

“Well,  now,  you  jis  go  down  dat  way  two 
squars,  and  den  turn  up  Huckleberry  Alley, 
and  de  fourth  houso  is  mine.  I can’t  go  back 
wid  you,  ’cause  I’s  gwine  on  a ’portant  errand ; 
but  you  jis  lay  do  pork  on  de  table,  and  wait 
dar  till  1 come  to  pay  you.  My  old  gran’nrad- 
deris  sick  in  bed.  You  tell  her  I tole  you  to 
wait  fur  me.” 

The  unsuspecting  wagoner  drove  to  the 
place  as  directed. 

Meanwhile  the  dusky  reverend  had  slipped 
across  by  a “ short-cut,”  donned  a night-cap, 
and  lay  in  bed  awaiting  his  arrival. 

The  knock  at  the  door  was  answered  by  a 
feeble  “Come  in.”  Entering,  lie  saw  the  sup- 
posed grandmother, who  asked, “ Who  are  you?” 

“ Your  grandson  told  me  to  wait  here  until 
he  comes  to  pay  me  for  some  pork  he  bought. 
I’ll  lay  it  on  the  table.” 

“Well,  sail,  do  look  if  he’s  a-comiu’.  He 
went  fur  de  doctor  fur  me,  an’  I’s  feclin’  mighty 
bad.  Oh  dear ! Oh  me ! How  Ps  a-snfferin’ !” 

“ What  is  the  matter  with  you  ?”  asked  the 
farmer,  pitying  the  old  woman’s  moans. 

“ Oh,  do  doctor  says  I’ll  git  over  it.  It’s  jist 
a light  touch  ob  de  small-pox 

Out  of  the  door  shot  the  frightened  country- 
man, caring  not  that  his  pork  was  left  behind 
him,  and  not  pausing  until  he  was  out  of  the 
infected  locality. 

A few  moments  afterward  the  quondam 
small-pox  patient  arose,  viewed  the  ]>orker 
with  a cbnekle  of  delight,  and  said,  “ De  small- 
pox a mighty  good  ting  in  a ’mergency.” 

Judith  Eyre. 


Many  years  ago  in  Cliff  Street,  New  York, 
lived  a man  named  Woolley,  a deacon  in  St. 
George’s  Church.  His  servants  hod  the  habit 
of  emptying  the  ashes  and  cinders  from  his 
honse  into  the  street  just  before  the  door,  where 
a heap  accumulated,  much  to  the  annoyance 
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of  the  neighbors.  One  day  a wag  who  lived 
next  door  hit  upon  a neat  device  by  which  the 
nnisance  was  abated.  He  planted  a stick  in 
the  heap  which  bore  a placard  inscribed  with 
these  words  in  large  letters:  “Here  lie  the 
ashes  of  Deacon  Woolley.” 


There  was  a very  stout  and  haughty  vol- 
unteer general  in  the  Southern  army  who  had 
contrived  to  make  himself  hated  by  his  men, 
one  of  whom  took  occasion  to  revenge  himself 
as  follows.  The  general,  who  was  extremely 
vain  of  his  appearance  and  horsemanship,  dis- 
satisfied with  his  own  horse,  secured  a large, 
showy  chestnut  (the  property  of  a baker  in  a 
neighboring  town),  which  he  rode  for  the  first 
time  on  the  occasion  of  a grand  review  of  the 
army  by  the  commander-in-chief.  His  enemy 
heanl  of  the  transaction  from  the  garrulous 
baker,  and  an  inspiration  came  to  him.  On 
the  day  in  question  the  soldiers  were  drawn 
up,  the  general  came  curveting  and  caracol- 
ing down  the  line.  Ills  immense  frame  squeezed 
into  the  newest,  tightest,  most  gorgeous  uni- 
form that  over  field-officer  sported,  conscious 
of  the  eyes  of  his  chief,  and  rejoicing  to  run 
his  course,  when  out  stepped  his  enemy  and 
shouted,  “ Bread!”  with  a voice  like  a bassoon. 
The  horse,  recogniziug  the  familiar  summons, 
stopped  short,  aud  presently  his  rider  was 
sprawling  in  the  dust  before  his  command,  the 
most  absurd  figure  in  the  world. 


The  following  bit  of  wit  upon  the  part  of  a 
North  Carolina  girl  comes  to  us  from  the 
Greenbrier  White  Sulphur  Spriugs,  the  fash- 
ionable Virginia  watering-place : 

Among  the  regular  Kabitufo  is  Colonel  B , 

a well-preserved,  handsome  old  beau  of  uncer- 
tain age.  His  society  record  is  brilliant,  and 
though  be  has  raised  many  hopes,  yet  season 
after  season  has  ended  and  the  colonel  has 
yielded  his  liberty  to  none.  His  special 
strength  is  pride  of  family,  boasting  as  he 
does,  in  season  and  ont  of  season,  not  only  the 
bluest  South  Carolina  blood,  but  the  most  di- 
rect Huguenot  descent. 

During  the  past  summer  there  appeared, 
flitting  about  the  broad  piazzas  and  through 
the  long  drawing-room,  a bright,  dashing  girl 
from  the  “Land  of  the  Sky.”  The  colonel,  as 
U9ual,  began  the  scheme  of  monopoly,  and  the 
ambitious  young  belle  seemed  nothing  loath  to 
accord  to  him  the  coveted  position  as  chief  of 
staff.  It  began  to  be  whispered  abont  that 
the  colonel  was  really  iu  earnest  for  once  in 
his  life.  Those  who  knew  him  best  and  watch- 
ed him  closest  were  sure  that  he  was  on  the 
eve  of  a victory.  His  gait  was  more  martial, 
his  mauuer  more  lofty,  than  ever  before,  and 
the  poor  ancestral  Huguenots  wore  dragged  to 
the  front  without  mercy. 

Unfortunately  a hit  of  eavesdropping  in  the 
dim  star-lighted  seclusion  of  what  the  colonel 
thought  to  be  a deserted  corner  of  the  piazza 
told  the  story  of  such  woful  discomfiture  that 


he  fled  the  place  within  twenty-four  hours  aft- 
erward. He  had  evidently  proposed  in  his 
most  pompous  and  condescending  manner,  and 
had  heard  with  amazement  a quiet  negative 
from  the  young  lady’s  lips. 

“But, I thiuk — I am  sure,”  said  the  colonel, 
hardly  able  to  control  his  indignant  pride, 
“you  do  not  understand,  you  do  not  appre- 
ciate, miss,  the  honor  that  has  been  conferred 
npon  yon,  that  yon  so  lightly  decline.  I am  a 
Hnguenot  of  South  Carolina !” 

“Ah,  colonel,  it  is  you  who  forget,”  Baid 

Miss , with  her  most  roguish  smile.  “ You 

do  not  appreciate  the  honor  to  which  you  as- 
pire. I am  a Lightwood  Knot  of  North  Caro- 
lina!” 


CANDOR. 

0 sweet,  refreshing  innocence  of  youth ! 

I was  aged  five,  of  fair,  chernbio  grace*, 

8he  flve-and-thirty ; and,  to  tell  the  truth, 

There  was  no  beauty  In  her  shrewd,  kind  face. 

And  yet,  one  afternoon,  when  on  her  knee 
I sat  and  talked,  tired  out  at  last  with  play, 

She  asked  me  If  I did  not  think  that  she 
Was  handsome  like  my  pretty  sister  May. 

44  Oh,  Miss  Janet !”  I cried,  44  you  can’t  think  so  I 
You’re  nothing  like  so  beautiful  as  she. 

But  then  I love  you ; and  you’re  nice , you  know ; 

So  I don’t  mind !”  I added,  soothingly. 

i4  Well,  Arthur,  you  are  frank  I But  tell  me  why— 
I’m  rather  like  your  sister,  I should  say. 

8he  has  red  cheeks,  blue  eyes ; and  so  have  I : 

Why  am  I not  as  beautiful  as  May?” 

44  Oh,  but  you’re  not ; indeed  you’re  not !”  I said. 

44  You’re  thin  and  freckled.  And  your  eyes  are 
blue, 

But  deferent.  Besides,  your  hair  is  red  ; 

And— and  you’re  kind  of  girlish-looking,  too.” 

44  Girlish  ? And  can  it  be  that  I have  wrung 
A compliment  from  you  at  last?  I see  i 

1 am  not  handsome,  but  I’m  fresh  and  young . 

Girlish,  indeed  1 Well,  this  is  flattery.” 

44  Oh  no  1”  I shouted,  much  perplexed  in  mind ; 

44  It  isn’t  that.  It’s  girlish  like  Christine, 

And  Bridget— oh,  you  know— the  other  kind ; 

It’s— why,  it’s  servant-girlishness  I mean !” 

Robertson  Trowbridge. 


The  following  anecdote  will  be  appreciated 
by  military  readers : 

In  the  cavalry  service  it  freqnently  happens 
that,  by  reason  of  death,  desertion,  and  dis- 
charge, the  number  of  men  in  a troop  is  less 
than  the  number  of  horses  on  hand.  A troop 
captain,  not  long  since,  had  occasion  to  send 
up  a requisition  for  ordnance  stores,  includ- 
ing, among  other  things,  “sixty-five  nose- 
hags.” 

After  the  usual  long  interval  this  requisi- 
tion was  duly  returned  from  San  Antonio,  with 
the  indorsement:  “Respectfully  returned  to 

Captain , — th  Cavalry.  The  returns 

of  his  troop  show  that  he  has  only  fifty-four 
men,  and  explanation  is  desired  as  to  why  he 
requires  sixty  five  nose-hags.” 

The  captain’s  explanation  was  as  follows: 
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“Respectfully  returned.  The  nose-bags  are 
required  for  my  horses,  and  not  for  the  men.” 

This  illustrates  that  careful  and  economical 
attention  with  which  the  Ordnance  Depart- 
ment looks  to  the  issue  of  government  stores, 
which  has  given  it  such  popularity  among  the 
soldiers  of  the  army. 


It  is  needless  to  say  that  the  following 
“ medical  advice”  is  “ sifted”  out  of  Texas : 

Mr.  Walcott  is  a gentleman  who  has  been  in 
bad  health  for  some  time,  so  he  consulted  with 
a prominent  Austin  physician,  who  told  him 
he  must  travel  for  his  health. 

“ I have  neither  the  money  nor  the  inclina- 
tion to  travel,”  replied  Walcott. 

“Well,  Til  tell  you  what  to  do,”  suggested 
the  medical  adviser.  “ You  are  employed  in  a 
bank.  All  in  the  world  you  will  have  to  do 
will  bo  to  steal  about  $10,000,  and  you  will 
have  both  the  inclination  and  the  money  to 
travel.” 


ERMINIB. 

With  music  most  emotional 
I wooed  the  icy  Erminie, 

And  chose  the  moBt  devotional 
Of  Italy  and  Germany ; 

But  music  had  no  charms  for  her, 

At  least  where  I had  part, 

For  no  pathetic  strains  could  stir 
Her  feelings  or  her  heart. 

In  pansies  and  in  violets 
And  ail  heart-flowers  that  grow, 

In  rondeaux  and  in  triolets, 

My  love  I’ve  tried  to  show. 

But  e’en  the  garden’s  sweetest  tongue, 
Alas ! she  would  not  hear, 

And  all  the  loving  songs  I’ve  sung 
Fell  on  a careless  ear. 

No  matter  how  importunate, 

I could  not  win  the  fair, 

Until,  at  last— how  fortunate  !— 

My  uncle  made  me  heir. 

I laid  my  riches  at  her  feet. 

Flashed  diamonds  in  her  eyes : 

The  maiden  cold  grew  fond  and  sweet ; 
Through  gold  I won  the  prize. 

George  Birdseye. 


AN  OLD-TIME  PREACHER. 

“ Seventy  years  ago  there  lived,  or  rather 
sojourned,  in  Erie  County,  New  York,  one  Eld- 
er Le  Sieur,  a Baptist  preacher,  who,  with- 
out knowing  it,  was  a kind  of  Johu  Baptist 
of  the  Hard-shell  branch  of  that  persuasion. 
Nothing  but  his  name  indicated  his  French 
origin,  he  being,  in  fact,  rather  a shiftless 
Yankee.  In  his  day  he  was  as  well  if  not  as 
widely  known  as  his  fellow-preacher  Lorenzo 
Dow.  Ho  carried  with  him  wherever  he  went 
a strong  and  unfailing  appetite,  and  an  equal- 
ly strong  and  unfailing  aversion  to  any  kiud 
of  work  by  which  it  might  have  been  satis- 
fied. Much  experience  had  made  him  sage, 
and  although  he  might  often  be  seen  stopping 
for  a mid-day  luncheon  at  a laborer’s  cottage 
on  Saturdays,  ho  always  drew  up  at  some  sub- 


stantial farm-house  in  time  for  supper,  and 
to  hare  the  news  go  round  that  Elder  Le 
Sieur  would  ‘ preach*  on  Sunday.  In  those 
far-off,  delightful  days  the  good  people  were 
glad  of  any  reason  for  coming  together.  A 
husking  or  a horse-race,  a prayer-meeting  or 
a ‘ preaching,*  where  there  would  be  some- 
thing to  hear  or  something  to  say,  something 
to  eat  or  something  to  drink,  was  always  wel- 
come. The  ‘ elder*  was  always  sure  of  a con- 
gregation ; the  hearers  were  always  certain  to 
be  amused,  if  not  edified*  If  be  had  any  wit 
of  his  own,  he  was  quite  unconscious  of  it,  yet 
gave  abundant  cause  for  merriment  and  wit 
in  others.  One  summer  Saturday  he  rode  into 
the  yard  of  my  father’s  house  and  down  to  the 
barn,  with  which  aud  the  whereabout  of  the 
oats  bin  be  was  as  familiar  as  if  he  had  made 
them,  and  returned  to  the  house  ju6t  as  my 
mother  drew  from  the  old  brick  oven  an  im- 
mense pan  of  pork  and  beans,  intended  for  the 
Sunday  dinner  of  the  family  and  any  others 
who  might ‘ drop  in*  at  meal-time.  It  was  a 
dish  the  traditions  of  which  my  mother  had 
brought,  if  not  from  Boston,  at  least  from  as 
good  a place — her  far-off  home  in  Sheffield, 
Berkshire,  next  farm  to  the  Sedgwicks*. 
Beautifully  browned,  a little  island  of  pork 
resting  on  a leguminous  sea,  it  bad  been  soft- 
ly simmering  since  the  taking  out  of  the  bread 
at  ten  o’clock  in  the  morning.  Only  the  gen- 
tle ‘Elia*  could  have  spoken  properly  of  the 
‘delicious  crackling*;  only  a woman  born  and 
bred  in  New  England  could  have  prepared  the 
dish  in  its  perfection.  The  ‘elder*  eyed  the 
pan  with  such  looks  of  longing  as  Richard 
gave  the  venison  pasty  after  the  preliminary 
pease  in  the  cell  of  the  jolly  friar,  aud,  as  the 
event  proved,  mentally  made  a careful  note 
of  its  whereabouts. 

“ The  next  morning  the  ‘ elder*  partook  of  a 
hearty  breakfast,  and  at  half  after  ten  was 
ready  for  the  sermon.  Placing  a small  table, 
on  whioh  was  a Bible  and  hymn-book,  in  frout 
of  the  cupboard  which  contained  the  precious 
pan,  he  made  a short  prayer,  and  then  chose 
aud  read  to  tlio  hearers  the  longest  hymn  he 
conld  find,  and  added,  ‘ While  the  brethreu  and 
sisters  sing  this  hymn,  your  elder  will  refresh 
himself.*  Openiug  the  door  of  the  closet,  he 
drew  the  pan  forward,  and  with  the  help  of  a 
knife,  which  he  was  never  without,  helped 
himself  abundantly  thronghout  the  singing. 
My  mother  told  me  the  people  sang  the  hymu 
from  beginning  to  end  without  a smile  on  any 
face.  A congregation  that  could  do  the  like 
in  these  days  would  be  a sight  to  see. 

“ After  an  absence  from  home  once  of  sev- 
eral weeks,  the  ‘elder*  learned  that  a young 
girl  in  whom  he  felt  greatly  interested  bad 
died  and  been  buried.  Iu  his  next  discourse 
lie  spoke  of  her  with  much  feeling,  and,  with 
eyes  full  of  tears,  said:  ‘Poor  child!  she  is 
dead,  and  gone  to  heaven.  I should  have  gone 
to  see  her  before  this  time  if  I could  have  got 
a one-horse  wagon.*  ” 
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A RUN  ASHORE  AT  QUEENSTOWN. 


Queenstown  is  full  of  interest,  it 

is  the  entrance  for  many  Americans  to 
Europe,  the  point  of  their  initiation  into 
scenes  read  of  and  mentally  pictured,  but 
yet  to  be  tried  by  the  light  of  personal  ex- 
perience. It  is  the  first  page  of  the  book 
of  foreign  travel,  and  it  is  often  the  last  of 
the  same  volume — a place  of  meeting  and 
farewell,  where  the  ocean  voyage  practi- 
cally begins  and  ends.  Those  who  have 
friends  bound  to  Europe  look  for  its  name 
with  much  anxiety  in  the  telegraphic  col- 
umns of  their  newspapers,  and  they  are 
relieved  by  seeing  among  the  marine  news 
the  brief  paragraph  which  tells  them  in 
formal  words  like  these  that  the  steamer 
for  which  they  have  been  hoping  has 
reached  her  destination : 

“ Qukkxstown,  Thursday. — The  steamer  Scrvia 
arrived  here  this  morning,  and  having  landed  all 
mails  and  some  passengers,  proceeded  for  Liverpool 
immediately.” 

On  board  the  ship  herself  this  famous 
port  of  call  is  also  the  subject  of  much 
speculation,  and  the  probabilities  as  to 
when  it  will  be  reached  occupy  no  small 
part  of  the  abundant  leisure  of  the  voy- 
age. A miniature  chart  of  the  North  At- 
lantic on  a scale  so  diminished  that  a pen 
line  of  an  inch  indicates  three  or  four  hun- 
dred miles  is  hung  in  the  companionway, 
and  from  day  to  day  the  vessel’s  course 
and  position  are  marked  upon  it.  It  is 
taken  away  from  its  place  into  the  chief 
officer’s  room  for  a few  minutes  at  noon, 
and  when  it  is  replaced  a crowd  of  passen- 
gers surround  the  little  frame  in  which  it 
is  hung,  and  are  grateful  for  the  pledge 
which  the  extremity  of  the  ink  line,  with 
its  note  of  latitude  and  longitude,  gives 
that  they  are  somewhere  and  not  nowhere, 
as  the  similarity  of  the  view  day  after  day 
would  lead  them  to  think.  The  line  has 
its  beginning  at  Sandy  Hook;  thence  (at 
certain  seasons)  it  is  drawn  due  east  about 


an  inch,  and  from  this  point  it  works  in  a 
curve,  inclining  to  the  south  as  it  ap- 
proaches the  irregular  shape  of  the  Irish 
coast  near  Cape  Clear.  It  is  when  it  is 
within  an  inch  or  two  of  Cape  Clear  that 
Queenstown  becomes  a more  engrossing 
topic  than  ever,  and  not  the  day  but  the 
hour  of  arrival  is  now  spoken  of  with  a 
confidence  which  has  dismissed  any  fears 
or  doubts  there  may  have  been  at  the  out- 
set of  the  voyage.  The  novels  and  games, 
which  have  engaged  the  passengers  pre- 
viously are  abandoned.  The  saloon  tables 
are  littered  with  stationery,  and  the  gen- 
eral occupation  is  epistolary.  No  one  is 
unexcited  by  the  prospect  save  a few  used- 
up  travellers  who  are  too  familiar  with 
Queenstown  to  care  in  the  least  about  it; 
but  to  most  of  those  on  board  the  place 
means  many  things:  it  is  land  again,  and 
brings  them  once  more  in  communica- 
tion with  home ; it  opens  new  scenes  and 
awakens  new  emotions,  and  through  it  old 
associations  are  renewed  and  new  relations 
established. 

The  land  is  perhaps  sighted  in  the  early 
morning — a gray  upheaval  scarcely  dis- 
tinguishable among  the  moist  and  billowy 
clouds  which  hang  on  the  faint  horizon. 
Very  pale  and  cold  are  the  sunrises  on 
this  southern  coast,  though  full  of  wild 
and  unusual  color.  The  water  holds  on 
its  surface  deep  greens,  warm  browns,  and 
a purple  over  which  a translucent  white 
seems  to  have  been  washed.  The  heavily 
gray  masses  conceal  the  sky,  but  as  they 
break  and  unfold  they  reluctantly  per- 
mit a cheerless  light  to  fall  upon  the  sea. 
Long  before  the  solid  cliffs  are  visible 
the  vapor  shapes  itself  into  a phantasmal 
coast,  which  seems  more  real  to  the  inex- 
perienced eye  than  the  land  when  it  ap- 
pears; and  if  you  stood  up  on  the  bridge 
of  the  steamer  on  one  of  these  white  morn- 
ings you  would  likely  not  recognize  the 
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hills  of  Kerry  when  they  first  regaled 
theimel  res  in  the  indistinct  distance  to 
the  shnrp  eyes  of  the  waieh,  From  the 
lofty  h^id^e  tlfer  wlkole  length.. of  the  ship 
is  visible,  and  at  fw  in  the  moriiinjLrv 
though  laud  js  so  near,  the  hm%  decks 
have  not  one  passe j rger  u p< >n  them.  The 
hills  of  the:  mountainous  bounty  in  which 
Ireland  ends  have  extricated  themsel  ves 
from  t]n*  e4ou4s4  anci  instead  of  gray  they 
appear  Softly  hi ne  l)ef ore  the  steepens  are 
sti rving;  bulby  seven  o'clock  many  of  the 
ports  are  thrown  open,  and  many  eyes  mv 
k><  Ai  mg  out  of  the, small  circular  aperture 
in  the  vwhv.i?s.%idv  to  >,ec  the  expected  lamb 
Then,  vitnii  Qip^nsltovn  ^'reached,  there 
is  more  animation  than  at  any  other  tune 
d u rft  j jgtVitf  voyage  Flag??; are  dy  ing  from 

each  mast  and  astern  ; the  decks  are  holy  - 
$ton&4  tu  u cmi-my  whitmte**;  the  afficet-s 
wear  their  host  uniforms,  with  the  no  west 
of  gold  h*.e>*  and  the  pu.^e  rigors  have  U<s 
•rarded  live  lo< m*  ami  n£gtfffv  costumes  of 
the.  '-oyiyv  for  the  nmre  precise  and  ele- 
gant attire  of  the  shorn  The  t^ues  forma- 
tions in  dress  are,  m emoptete  that  one’s 
mcM  irdimbhi  ncimm m&uhsk ;&re  and  im- 
mediately tvemgmxahle.  The  soft  To  *ed 
bar  and  bei.Tm.i,  and  (he  loose,  copious 
ulsters,  are  park**)  up-  Somewhere  m the 
i oi  ls  of  sh  a w its  a n A W h teh  th  e.  site  w- 

nrds  an‘  briijgmg  up  from  the  cabins,  and 
these  who  lot bVD  worn  them  have  adopted 
idpser*  fittuig  garment*  tupl  the  imctmi- 
fortable  "AUne  jap* A of  cmli/jiunu. 

’ Bid  what  is  the  httul  like  ot  which  near 
of  the  pusstmgers  arc  looking  with  wistful 


eyes  and  many  surmises?  Opt*  of  the 
first  poiu  tfc  sigh  ted  is  CVoe«khave|(t  a tele; 
graph  staiidii  from  which  Ur*  arrival  of 
the  ship  is  telegraphed  over  both  conti- 
nents, and  a fetv  miles  east  of  this  is  the 
island  of  Cape  Clear  and  the  rook  of  lAoh 
fact  on  which  ppe  pf  the  most  nfcef ul  lights 
is  pillared.  The  distance  front  Fas!  m*!  y • 
Queens  town  is  about  saVeiitydiye 
and  between  ifiem  the  doast  is  hmketthy 
many  bays  and  yM^ilous  htead  Jhbds  wjrtefr 
jut  opt  from  the  diffis,  The  cliffs  an' lofty 
iihd  saYu.^tv  and  hi  contrast  with  $ii&$ 
brown  i‘^:urpm*?nl>  the  spa  fripgves  tlHdr 
lyas-es  with  a long  line  of  white1  surf, .which ' 
is  high  enough  to  be  risible  many  miles 
-vay  when  the  Atlantic  is,  cnlm^t..^nd 
which,  when  n guk?  is  blowing-  id  uplifted 
half-way  te  (heir  Tlv*  (and  abdffii 

the  cliils  ^ drows5  £j>id  vacant v a 
green  i r»  gbtor*  i» i i Lk  e|Toc  ( i *vr i th  few 

other  sigijs  of  life  upon  it  than  the  dots  of 
whih;  witere  a small  ritiag^  hies  nuder  the 
pale’  blue  streak  of  fe  e-vcn^avsokc;  n od  (he 
tower',  and  inclosing  wails  of  a light  honsa 

The  wliite  of  (ho  cottages  ami  the  lightr 
hoj(Sk  looks  thv  whitm-  from  tim  dapkne^ 
of  the  rook.H.  aijd  the  cloudjuu^s  which  -shut* 
»nit  tin*  son  or  admits  it  m misty  hvams. 
Tln^  fpoliifg  inkpimd  one  of  d^s*:dati<*n 
An  uficoinpanioimidc  maiden  ov  vomo 
may  y a-Ul  and  sigh  it^pnmu  v»  H p 

this  p>mcOtsdcu«kirig  lat^^^^  hul  mvist  uf  thc 
p vul  too  ‘rmicb  Uodo  m let  life 
Sf  VMir.,  wiiieh  soon  i>ernmes  tirf-somfv  td> 
i?urb  them.  ^ hiwr-  hre,..gocal -h Vfis  to  - said 
.to  tbo^t>  who  dm  gfjl ng  as.boce  at  Qitee^ 
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after  .she  left  Liverpool,  and  which  would  be 
due  m Queenstown  at  about  three  o’clock 
on  Sunday  afternoon . The  mail  is  not  the 
only  thing*  benefited.  A hurried  business 
man  gains  a whole  working  day  on  shore 
by  using*  the  mail  route  to  Queenstown, 
and  the  steamers  themselves  find  that  a 


town,  and  telegrams  and  letter's  to  be  writ- 
ten for  dispatch  at  that  port  ; the  purser 
has  to  be  consulted  on  the  times  of  trains, 
the  selection  of  routes  and  hotels,  and  on 
a variety  of  encyclopaedical  questions  with 
which  that  useful  officer  is  expected  to  be 
acquainted.  About  four  hours  after  pass- 
ing Fastnet  the  steamer  is  abreast  of  a 
holder  promontory  than  any:  it  is  the 
Old  Head  of  Kinsale.  and  in  the  dis- 
tance, over  the  port  bow,  another  prom ^ 3 
ontory  is  seen.  This  is  Roche’s  Point, 
at  the  ent  rance  to  Queenstown  Harbor, 
and  standing  off  it  is  the  tender  which 
is  to  take  ashore  the  mails  and  the  pas- 
sengers who  are  not  going  on  to  Liver- 
pool. 

Perhaps  it  will  be  well  to  say  just  here 
what  the  uses  of  Queenstown  are  to  the 
transatlantic  .simmers,  and  what  their 
relations  are  with  it.  All  the  mail 
steamers  between  New  York;  Boston, 
and  Philadelphia  And  Liverpool  call  at 
it  both  on  their  way  from  America  to 
England  and  from  England  to  America. 
They  deliver  the  American  mails  there, 
and  recei  ve  the  English  mails.  The  dis- 
tance from  Queenstown  to  Liverpool  is 
two  hundred  and  forty  miles,  and  the 
steamers  usually  take  from  seventeen  to 
twenty  hours  in  making  it.  The  time 
is  occasionally  increased  by  from  one  to 
nine  hours  through  detentions  caused  by 
the  insufficiency  of  water  at  the  Liver- 
pool bar.  But  by  the  mail  service  vid 
Dublin  and  Holyhead  the  time  occupied 
between  Queenstown  and  London,  two 
hundred  and  one  miles  farther  than 
Liverpool,  is  only  nineteen  hours;  and 
thus  it  is  possible  for  a mail  to  be  deliv- 
ered in  London  before  the  steamer  which 
brought  it  to  Queenstown  has  entered  the 
Mersey.  The  service  is  by  train  to  Cork 
and  Dublin;  thence  by  extraordinarily 
powerful  Channel  steamers  across  the  Irish 
Sea  to  Holyhead,  on  the  Welsh  coast,  and 
from  Holyhead  to  the  metropolis  by  fast 
trains,  which  cover  the  distance,  two  hun- 
dred and  sixty  miles,  in  six  hours  and  forty 
minutes.  In  coining  to  America  the  steam- 
ers are  required  to  wait  at  Queenstown  for 
the  mail  leaving  London  at  nine  o'clock 
in  the  evening  of  the  day  on  which  they 
sail  from  Liverpool.  In  other  words,  sup- 
posing that  one  of  them  left  the  latter  port 
at  noon  on  Saturday,  she  would  be  in 
Queenstown  early  on  Sunday  morning, 
and  would  anchor  there  until  the  arrival 
of  the  train  which  left  London  nine  hours 


A QUEENSTOWN  PEDDLER. 


convenient  port  for  the  embarkation  of 
the  large  number  of  emigrants  coming 
from  Ireland.  The  passengers  who  em- 
bark at  Liverpool  usually  have  enough 
time  ashore  at  Queenstown,  while  their 
steamers  are  waiting  for  the  mail,  to  see 
the  beautiful  harbor,  the  river  Lee,  Cork, 
and  even  to  kiss  the  Blarney  Stone,  and 
for  those  who  are  bound  to  Europe  it  is 
the  best  starting-point  for  the  tour  of  Kil- 
larney.  To  such  an  extent  are  Americans 
seen  in  it.  and  to  such  an  extent  do  they 
patronize  its  hotels,  its  shops,  its  hawkers, 
and  its  beggars,  that  it  seems  like  an 
American  possession,  and  the  American 
Hair,  throwing  out  its  crimson  bars,  looks 
quite  at  home  on  the  roof  of  the  consulate, 
which  is  embanked  high  on  one  of  the 
white  terraces  of  the  town. 

But  let  us  return  to  our  steamer  off  the 
Old  Head  of  Kin  sale,  on  her  way  to  Liv- 
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have  been  living  on  the  Eden  isle  of  their 
all  absorbing  passion,  and  propose  to  take 
that  unreal  estate  on  shore  with  the  rest 
of  their  baggage.  Except  to  them  there 


erpool.  The  teuder  lying  to  off  the  port 
bow  is  the  Lord  Bandon}  the  Mount 
Etna , or  the  Jackal  and  when  we  are 
within  half  a mile  of  her  the  engines  are 


BLARNEY  CASTLE. 


is  a sense  of  release,  and  we  at  once  begin 
to  feel  a greater  fullness  of  space  than  the 
immensity  of  mid  ocean  has  ever  impress- 
ed upon  us.  The  spell  is  indeed  broken 
and  the  knot  untied.  Scarcely  is  the 
gang-plank  nut  when  a vender  of  news- 
papers is  distributing  the  New  York  HtT* 
aid  and  the  London  Times.  There  is  a 
flutter  of  excitement  over  a weather  stain- 
ed leather  dispatch  bag  which  a man  from 
the  shore  delivers  to  the  purser.  That 
gentleman  is  unci  villy  mobbed  by  the  pas- 
sengers in  their  anxiety  to  get  at  the  cun* 


slowed,  and  then  stopped*  to  allow  her  to 
come  alongside.  There  is  a hush  and  a 
straining  of  sight  among  the  passetigers 
as  she  approaches,  A few  of  them  expect 
friends  to  meet  them ; all  of  them  are  deep- 
ly interested.  She  breaks  the  eight-day 
spell  of  the  voyage,  and  reopens  com- 
munication with  the  larger  World,  and 
solves  the  little  social  knot  which  the  iso- 
lation of  the  voyage  has  tied.  The  firm- 
ness and  greenness  of  the  land  are  not 
more  welcome  than  the  new  and  unfamil- 
iar faces,  except  to  the  bridal  pair  who 
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tents.  The  little  circular  plate  to  the  woodedand W^therv bluff,  TheMu^ai'B 
lock  focuses  their  aUctj  non*  .and  for  a mo-  nearly  all  whito  ^nl  square  a- ml  uniform, 
meat.  while  the  key  is  inserted.  every  face  , in  featuna  Their  color  ami  the  freqneu: 
is  fixed  in  suspense,  A bundle  of  letters  green  Which . snm>unds  them  give  them 
and  telegrams  is  b rough it  out  aed  disfrib-  a tropical  re^mbhuu  e.  especially,  as  is  not 
Hied  : then  the  mob  disperses  to  read  what,  often  the  ease,  when  the  sun  lights  them 
it  has  received  in  quiet  while  the  up  and  distills  all  sorts  of  jvdnbosv  tuns 

few  disuppoiateii  ones  who  have  received  from  the  atmosphere, ' which  is  usually 
nothing  mournfully  try  to  interest  them*  soft,  but  gray  and  dispiriting,  <>n  a clear 
wlvt**.  in  what  is  . doing  on  upon  the  and  placid  summer  day  Queenstown  Hat 
•ice k.  la  the  /oeau  time  the  mails  have  hor  is  as  beautiful  os  anything  l hut  can 
beep .-put ^\?h  tK>ard  the  lender,  &ud  the  pas-  be  The  •foliage  has  a k>ft  and 

sedgeo?  are  warned  by  hells  and  whistles  cloudy  depth.  And  the  water  is  a.  still  ppdl" 
to  dvdfow  theuu  Tins  i*  speedily  done.,  of  wmw^UL  E^ery  object  b refined  and 
»ni  the  great  ship,  which  looks  nobler  ut  idealized,  every  color  .hannonb.vHl.  The 
the  end  of  the  voyage  than  when  she  snbatautia]  thiuge.  themselves  seem 
started,  is  hailed  with  cheers,  which  isfrtj  beautiful}  v plutntasmut  as:  their  nun ute  re- 
with  three  tmarse  bla&ts  from  ' 

her  Tog-horn..  She  tears  off  to  t .he  north*  At  the  foot  of  tte  cVHf  and  along  the 

lj&$i  and  the  tender  makes  for  Rochet  quays  is  a s treet  of  shops  and  taverns,  most 
Point,  within  the  shelter  of  which  she  of  them  aiming  for  pat ronayr  fd .tourists, 
si>6n  is/  / emigrants* atm 

^ueeristo wyHarbor  is  not  ufdibcthaio^  *Aces  are  pruidipally  dwolIVnp^ .an«i  the 
New  Y«rk.  As  the  'Narrows  protect  ihtv!  higher  they  an\  the  belter  is  th^ebss  *0 
l&tUu\  Rochet  Point  and  its  opposite head  I which  the;,  belong;-.  On  the  ridge 
Jaxtd  Are  so  close;  together  that  they  shut  j all  the  .others  a<v  two  or  tlm*i  houses 
obt  the  storm#  from  the  foympr,  aiid  keep  J which  may  be.  civiled  palace*  wjfhouf  eyy 
tbc:  wr/ter  with  it  .smooth  Wlietv  that  t*Ut  - ; tra  vugancc  of  plfmavO  Though  the  hi  h r 
side,  trs  ragbag.  The  ehvutW  bay,  with  its  eSts  of  Queenstown  are  not  much  varied, 
islands  atid  hilly  iihbro^  is  also  a dupU-  .au<3  social  wmplK&ttati*  inv  sciurely  to  b& 
cafe  of  what  fhe  qxpeclcd  from  thcmv  the  lines  of  cur!^  and 

* ^ti  the  mouth  .miik  am  drawn  wii li  English  precision.. 


hurhood  of  Siaten 
♦the  land  h ernggyi  &.fy<i  t!»#  heights  are 
hut  f^rth^  ris  the  foliage  is  pro- 
fuse.  Thera  \&.  arndiornge  for  thousands 
of  $hips,  and  a sufficient  depth  of  wat# 
to  admit  the  largest  at  all  atat#.  of  the 

rtdfci ,r . v 

■)  1 ' ■ ■ ^Uhh'Vyv,  }h 

aimight  jtifiu  Ptxfct , tdvVlif 

hutli  in  vht^^H^WTlHV  other;  CAV^V 


8TRKJtrr  TIKW  I>  <tVKKNStOWN- 


of  the  market,  and 
ships  in  ha! last  from 

abroad /which  can  in? 

ordered  from  here  to 
that,  point  where  the 
most  f avorable  terms 
for  carrying  a cargo 
are  procurable, 

The  captain,  whose 
vessel  is  lying  in  the 
harbor  waiting  or- 
ders is  ope  of  the 
constituent  figures  of  Queenstown — a com- 
fortable person,  with  a complexion  of  cop- 
per bronze  and  a marked  steadiness  of  eye, 
and  a simplicity  and  brevity  of  manner. 
One  degree  above  him  is  the  ship  agent, 
who  also  is  a comfortable  person,  with  a 
villa  on  the  heathery  biutf,  set  in  its  own 
grounds,  and  commanding  a view  of  the 
mirror  like  bay — a cozy  habitation,  full  of 
the  spoils  of  travel,  in  which  he  gives  lit- 
tle dinners,  celebrated  by  libations  its  deep 
as  they  were  in  country  houses  twenty 
years  ago.  This  is  the  great  ship  agent, 
whose  argosies,  ‘k  with  portly  sail,  like 
signiors  and  rich  burghers  of  the  flood, 
do  overpeer  the  petty  traffickers/5  The 
agent  of  “ the  petty  traffickers"  also  has  a 
house  somewhere  on  the  hill,  and  a little 
office,  filled  with  charts  and  maps  ami  pic- 
tures of  ships,  in  the  street  by  the  water- 
side, Another  clement  is  contributed  by 
the  officers  of  the  garrison  and  the  officers 
of  the  Board  of  Trade,  whose  duty  lies  with 
the  outgoing  ships;  and  the  salubrity  of  its 
climate  brings  a small  number  of  invalid 
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visitors  to  it,  especially  consumptives  ami 
sufferers  from  nervous  debility.  The  dom- 
inant person  in  this  little  society  is  the  ad- 
miral of  the  port,  and  not  to  know  him  is  to 
be  unknown— at  least  in  fashionable  eyes. 
An  obsolete  old  war  ship  is  moored  in  the 
harbor,  and  though  it  is  nominally  a guard- 
ship,  its  principal  use  is  as  a vessel  on 
which  the  admiral  can  fly  his  flag.  Prac- 
tically he  might  fly  his  flag  with  no  less 
effectiveness  from  any  pole  on  land,  but 
that  would  be  an  infringement  of  naval 
usages,  and  the  harmless  old  frigate  is 
maintained,  with  a crew  of  two  hundred 
or  more  men,  to  fulfill  a tradition.  Be- 
sides flying  his  flag,  the  admiral  has  oue 
or  two  other  duties  to  perform.  Now 
and  then  one  of  the  enormous  armored 
ships  calls  at  Queenstown,  or  a great  white 
tratisport  comes  into  the  har!>or  to  car- 
ry troops  away  from  this  inactive  little 
station  to  the  Cape  or  India,  and  as  soon 
as  she  is  moored  a ladder  is  lowered  down 
her  side,  and  the  captain  in  full  uniform 
enters  a l>oat  which  bears  him  away  to 
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the  admiral  to  report,  anti  the  admiral  re- 
ceives him  with  gratifying1  bland  ness. 
The  functions  of  the  admiral  are  almost 
entirely  ornamental,  and  around  him  clus- 
ters an  acquiescent  little  court,  with  many 
naval  and  military  courtiers.  A few 
yachtsmen,  whose  bird-like  vessels  add  to 
the  beauty  of  the  harbor,  are  also  pre- 
sent in  the  summer  season,  and  some- 
times there  is  the  special  correspondent 
of  an  important  newspaper  waiting  to  1m?- 
guile  some  distinguished  traveller  by  sea 
into  an  “interview/’  These  dissimilar  el- 
ements find  a point  of  contact  in  the  Club, 
which  adheres  to  many  of  the  rules  un- 
der which  it  was  formed  in  1720,  and  is 
the  oldest  of  all  yacht  clubs.  A writer  in 
1748  thus  describes  one  of  its  customs  to 
the  Admiralty:  “I  shall  now  acquaint) 


i Sea,  once  a year,  in  a Number  of  little  Ves- 
1 sets  which  for  painting  and  gilding  ex- 
ceed the  King’s  Yacht  at  Greenwich  and 
Deptford.  Their  Admiral,  who  is  annu- 
ally elected,  and  hoists  his  Flag  on  board 
his  little  Vessel,  leads  the  Van,  and  re- 
ceives the  honours  of  the  Flag.  The  rest 
of  the  fleet  fall  in  their  proper  stations, 
and  keep  their  line  in  the  same  manner  as 
the  King's  Ships.  This  Fleet  is  attended 
with  a prodigious  Number  of  Boats,  which 
with  their  colors  flying,  Drums  beating, 
and  Trumpets  sounding,  forms  one  of  the 
most  agreeable  and  splendid  Sights  your 
Lordships  can  conceive/*  Some  of  the 
rules  are  very  odd.  They  direct,  among 
other  things,  that  uno  admiral  do  bring 
| more  than  two  Dishes  of  Meat  for  the  En- 
i icrtainincnt  of  the  Club”;  that  “ no  ad- 
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your  Lordships  with  a ceremony  they  have 
at  Cork.  It  is  somewhat  like  that  of  the 
Doge  of  V en ice’s  wedd  in  g the  Sea.  A set  of 
worthy  Gentlemen  who  have  formed  them- 
selves into  a body,  which  they  call  the 
Water  Club,  proceed  a few  leagues  out  to 


miral  do  presume  to  bring  more  than  two 
Dozen  of  Wine  to  his  Treat,  for  it  has  al- 
ways been  deemed  a Breach  of  the  ancient 
Rules  arid  Constitutions  of  the  Club,  ex- 
cept when  my  Lords  the  Judges  are  in- 
vited"; that  “no  captain  do  bring  any 
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the  Night  before:  this  order  not  to 
extend  to  the  admiral,  who  has 
right  to  invite  whom  he  pleases”: 
ami  that  “uo  long’  tail  Wigs*  large 
Sleeves,  or  Rufftas  be  worn  by  any 
Member  at  the  Club.” 

Though  the  club  is  less  restrictive  now, 
and  is  a very  pleasant  little  house  of  en- 
tertainment, it  is  not  enough  to  beguile 
all  the  spare  time  which  the  men  have, 
and  one  hears  many  corn  plaints  of  ennui 
among  those  who  are  fixtures.  Queetis- 
town  isdull,  and  loan  active  temperament 
the  torpor  of  its  wavs  soon  becomes  exe- 
crable. The  passengers  of  the  ocean  steam- 
ers ripple  the  surface  for  a few  hours,  hut 
the  moment  they  are  gone  the  place  re- 
lapses into  its  usual  and  oppressive  qui- 
etude. 

As  soon  as  an  American  steamer  is  tele- 
graphed it  is  known  among  the  thatched 
cottages  on  the  hill  side  through  some  rap- 
id but  mysterious  agency,  and  long  before 
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the  tender  comes  in  from  rtocne  s jrpmt  a 
voluble  and  excited  rabble  of  hawkers,  beg- 
gars, and  carmen  gathers  on  the  quays. 
When  the  passenger  lands  lie  is  confused 
by  the  chorus  of  importunities  to  buy  and 
to  give.  Each  carman  pretends  to  believe 
that  he  has  been  especially  selected,  and 
waves  his  Whip  and  arms  frantically  at 
the  supposititious  hirer:  “ Very  well,  yer 
haner;  this  kyer,  yer  haner;  I'm  waiting 
j for  yer  haner ' — though  the  person  address 
ed  has  not  signified  any  intention  of  rid 
ing.  Un  less  he  mounts  one  of  the  shabby 
jaunting-cars,  however,  he  will  not  find  it 
easy  io  extricate  himself  from  the  belea- 
j guering  mendicants,  who  surround  him 
and  follow  him  with  propitiatory  11 
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ings,  which  are  showered  upon  him  with 
rapid  and  indistinct  reiteration . There  are 
old  women  with  long  black  cloaks  falling 
from  the  shoulders  to  the  feet,  and  square 
caps  which  envelop  the  whole  of  the  back 
andcrown  of  the  head,  surrounding  the  face 
with  a clean  white  frill,  who  have  grapes 
and  other  fruit  to  sell  at  five  times  their  val- 
ue. There  are  hawkers  of  lace,  shillalalis, 
bog-oak,  pictures,  and  sprigs  of  the  sham- 
rock— everything  at  unscrupulous  prices. 
There  is  an  unblushing  fluency  of  lying, 
flattery,  and  humbug,  and  when  the  crowd 
is  evaded  without  purchases  the  blessings 
are  quickly  turned  into  muttered  curses. 
The  Englishmen  who  have  to  run  this 
blockade  scowl  at  the  nuisance,  and  do 
not  disguise  their  annoyance  with  it;  but 
the  Americans  treat  it  as  capital  fun,  and 
buy  and  give  with  a reckless  liberality 
which  has  made  many  of  the  peddlers  rich, 
and  begging  a lucrative  profession. 

The  run  ashore  at  Queenstown  depends 
for  what  it  embraces  on  the  time  which  the 
passengers  have;  but  the  westward-bound 
steamers  are  usually  in  the  harbor  long 
enough,  waiting  for  the  mails,  to  enable 
them  to  go  up  the  river  to  Cork  and  kiss 
the  Blarney  Stone.  The  “sweetness”  of 
Cork  has  been  sung  by  one  of  its  melodi- 
ous sons  in  easily  remembered  lines,  but 
its  beauty  was  surely  in  the  glamour  cast 
upon  it  by  his  own  fondness.  The  stranger 
wanders  its  streets  and  quays  in  vain  to 
find  a confirmation  of  Father  Prout’s  mu- 
sical verses.  What  he  sees  is  a city  of 
small  size,  which  reminds  him  somehow 
of  inky -sleeved  and  dissolute  Captain 
Shandon  penning  the  prospectus  of  the 
Pall  Ma  ll  Gazette  in  the  Fleet  Prison.  W. 
Maginn,  the  original  of  that  famous  pic- 
ture of  Thackeray’s,  was  a native  of  Cork. 
So,  too,  was  Francis  Mahony,  the  gifted 
humorist  who  has  sent  the  music  of  the 
Shandon  Bells  all  round  the  world. 

Cork,  as  the  second  city  of  Ireland,  is 
of  no  little  commercial  importance,  and 
though  its  streets  are  untidy  and  its  ar- 
chitecture is  uninteresting,  the  scenery 
above  it  and  below  it  is  exceedingly  beauti- 
ful. From  the  wide  and  deep  harbor  of 
Queenstown  the  Lee  winds  up  to  it,  in  an 
almost  straight  course,  between  verdant 
hills,  with  many  comfortable  villages  and 
luxurious  residences  upon  them,  and  sev- 
eral quiet  little  watering-places  along  the 
grassy  shore.  The  distance  is  eleven  miles, 
and  the  channel  has  a depth  of  ten  feet  at 
low  water.  Above  Cork  the  river  greatly 


resembles  the  Thames  in  the  neighborhood 
of  Henley.  It  flows  placidly  through  fra- 
grant meadows,  with  willow's  drooping 
over  it,  and  here  and  there  inclosing  it. 
The  banks  here  are  low  and  firm,  and  the 
hills  are  distant,  so  that  long  reaches  of 
the  stream  are  open  to  the  view.  The  scene 
has  the  highly  cultivated  character  of  the 
best  of  English  landscape. 

This  is  the  way  to  Blarney,  which  is  five 
miles  from  Cork,  and  there  is  the  stone  of 
talismanic  eloquence,  one  of  the  greatest 
of  the  many  humbugs  in  Ireland.  Blar- 
ney itself  is  a thriving  manufacturing  vil- 
lage which  produces  excellent  cloth,  and 
the  castle  is  a picturesque  ruin,  once  the 
stronghold  of  the  Earls  of  Clancarty.  The 
origin  of  the  magic  power  ascribed  to  the 
stone  is  not  known,  but  whoever  kisses  it 
acquires,  in  the  language  of  one  version 
of  the  legend,  “ the  gift  of  gentle  insinua- 
ting speech,  with  soft  talk  in  all  its  ramifi- 
cations, whether  employed  in  vows  light  as 
air,  such  as  lead  captive  the  female  heart,  or 
elaborate  mystifications  of  a grosser  grain, 
such  as  may  do  for  the  House  of  Com- 
mons.” This  magniloquence  is  of  a piece 
with  the  description  Father  Prout  gave 
Sir  Walter  Scott,  who  made  a pilgrimage  to 
Blarney  in  1825.  14  You  behold,  Sir  Wal- 

ter, the  most  valuable  remnant  of  Ireland’s 
ancient  glory,  the  most  precious  lot  of  her 
Phoenician  inheritance.  Possessed  of  this 
treasure,  she  may  well  be  designated 

‘ First  flower  of  the  earth,  and  first  gem  of  the  sea,’ 

for  neither  the  musical  stone  of  Memnon 
that  so  ‘sweetly  played  in  tune,’  nor  the 
oracular  stone  of  Delphi,  nor  the  lapidary 
talisman  of  the  Lydian  Gyges,  nor  the 
colossal  granite  shaped  into  a Sphinx  in 
Upper  Egypt,  nor  Stonehenge,  nor  the  Pe- 
lasgic  walls  of  Palestrina,  offer  so  many 
attractions.  The  long-sought  lapis  phi - 
losophorum,  compared  with  this  jewel, 
dwindles  into  insignificance;  nay,  the  sa- 
vory fragment  which  wTas  substituted  for 
the  infant  Jupiter  when  Saturn  had  the  ma- 
nia for  devouring  his  children ; the  Luxor 
obelisk  ; the  treaty  stone  of  Limerick,  with 
all  its  historic  endearments;  the  zodiacal 
monument  of  Denderah,  with  all  its  astro- 
nomic importance ; the  Elgin  marbles,  with 
all  their  sculptured,  the  Arundelian,  with 
all  their  lettered,  riches— can  not  for  a mo- 
ment stand  in  competition  with  the  Blar- 
ney block.  What  stone  in  the  world  save 
this  alone  can  communicate  to  the  tongue 
that  suavity  of  speech  and  that  splendid 
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effrontery  so  necessary  to  get  through 

lifer 

The  authentic  stone  can  only  be  reach- 
ed by  a perilous  suspension  from  the  top 
of  the  castle  tower;  but  the  more  sensible 
visitors  satisfy  any  ambition  they  may 
have  to  add  unconscionable  garrulity  to 
their  other  vices  by  touching  a less  horri- 
fying part  of  the  masonry  with  their  lips. 
After  the  osculation  a rapid  journey  must 
be  made  to  the  harbor.  The  mails  will 
be  on  hoax'd  the  tender,  and  the  beggars 
and  peddlers  crying  for  patronage  with  in- 
creasing urgency.  An  hour  later,  Queens- 
town will  be  behind,  and  from  the  quiet 
headlands  a long  black  shape,  emitting  an 
endless  chain  of  smoke,  will  be  seen  silent- 
ly gliding  into  the  sunset. 

The  greatest  pleasure  of  the  run  ashore 
is  when  the  passenger  lands  from  an  in- 
ward-bound steamer,  and  has  time  to  visit 
Glengariff  and  Ki  llarney.  There  are  some 
disadvantages  connected  with  this  excur- 
sion. The  rain  is  as  wearily  persistent  as 
the  sunshine  is  infrequent.  The  mount- 
ains are  nearly  always  in  a gray  retire- 
ment. The  rains  and  mists  are  not  so  ob- 
jectionable, however,  that  the  splendor  of 
scenery  will  not  atone  for  them.  What 
detracts  from  the  tour  most  is  the  miser- 
able co  i n pr  die  ns  t v e ness  of  the  beggars, 
who  from  end  to  end  of  the  journey  fol- 
low the  visitor  with  dogged  perseverance, 
and  chase  him  for  miles  and  miles — bare- 
footed women,  shock-headed  children,  and 


even  able-bodied  men  wdiose  appearance 
is  far  from  that  of  destitution.  He  can 
never  be  alone,  never  for  a moment  left 
to  the  quiet  enjoyment  of  what  lie  has 
come  to  see.  Every  cottage  oil  the  way 
sends  out  after  him  a rosy-faced  and  well- 
fed  crowd  of  beggars,  who  will  not  take 
the  mo§L  absolute  refusal  nor  the  most 
savage  rebuke,  and  who  keep  at  his  heels 
until  another  cottage  is  reached,  when 
they  give  up  the  chase  to  the  emissaries 
of  that,  who  continue  it  until  they  reach 
their  limit,  where  they  leave  their  next 
neighbor  to  sustain  the  agony.  There  is 
a deliberate  intention  to  weary  him  into 
surrender,  and  surrender  increases  rather 
than  diminishes  the  plague.  Killamey 
can  only  be  half  enjoyed  under  these  cir- 
cumstances, but  it  is  so  lovely  that  the 
pleasure  which  can  be  derived  from  it  is 
great,  despite  the  many  annoyances. 

All  natural  beauties  are  embraced  in 
this  region;  not  one  form,  but  all  forms — 
mountains  and  lakes;  gaunt  hills  and  de- 
lightful valleys;  the  amplest  fertility  and 
the  most  unconquerable  barrenness;  the 
bleakest  uplands,  and  glens  and  lanes  in 
which  everything  is  green.  History,  tra- 
dition, and  poetry  increase  the  charm 
which  Nature  herself  possesses.  Scarcely 
a spot  is  unstoried  ; scarcely  a spot  un- 
sung, or  unclaimed  by  fable. 

There  are  two  ways  of  approaching  the 
lakes,  and  that  which  includes  Glengariff 
is  the  better.  The  train  leaves  the  traveller 
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at  Bantry,  a little  town  on  a magnificent 
bay  which  sweeps  in  from  the  Atlantic 
between  jutting  and  rocky  shores,  and 
carries  its  brine  in  a deep  flood  at  least 
seven  miles  inland.  Bantry  is  the  ter- 
minus of  the  railway,  and  thence  the  way 
is  by  car  along  the  edge  of  the  bay,  which 
is  now  on  a level  with  the  road,  and  then 
far  down  at  the  foot  of  the  bowlder-strewn 
slopes. 

At  the  head  of  the  bay,  under  the  shad- 
ow of  clustered  mountains,  is  Glengariff. 
When  it  is  discovered  from  a height  the 
scene  is  one  of  sterile  and  tawny-colored 
splendor.  The  water  spreading  out  to 
its  gates  is  encircled  by  savage  mount- 
ains ; the  rocks  are  bare  and  brown ; the 
sky  is  cold.  There  is  no  promise  of  the 
fragrance  and  juicy  verdure,  the  melting 
mood  in  which  nature  is  found  at  a lower 
elevation ; and  as  from  the  top  of  the  hill 
we  go  down  into  an  ever-increasing  luxuri- 
ance of  green  of  varying  shades,  from  the 
solemn  dark  of  the  fir  to  the  transparence 
and  luminousness  of  banks  of  ferns,  wind- 
ing into  tunnels  of  foliage,  mixed  with 
which  is  the  blazing  fruit  of  the  mountain 
ash,  and  the  fire-drops  of  the  fuchsias,  it 
seems  like  penetrating  the  outer  brusque- 
ness of  one  who  at  heart  is  full  of  gentle- 
ness. The  cordiality  of  nature  is  expressed 
in  elastic  turf,  springing  softly  under  the 
pressure  of  the  foot,  in  the  moist  exuber- 
ance of  the  verdure,  in  the  sound  of  many 
rills  which  gush  out  from  and  between 
the  rocks,  in  the  strength  and  brilliance 
of  scores  of  flowers,  and  in  the  languish- 
ing mildness  of  the  air.  The  very  hedges, 
as  dense  and  as  trim  as  the  hawthorn  of 
English  fields,  are  compact  masses  of 
blossom,  and  the  vines  clamber  up  above 
the  window-sills  to  the  roofs,  enmeshing 
every  stone  in  their  tenacious  threads. 
The  mountains  that  from  above  look  shag- 
gy and  awful  are  quieting  in  their  influ- 
ence down  here,  and  the  salt-water  bay 
with  its  woody  islands  is  like  a calm  in- 
land lake.  One  or  two  houses  and  two 
hotels  of  uncommon  excellence  are  built 
in  this  happy  spot,  and  the  climate  is  so 
genial  that  they  are  occupied  all  the  year 
round. 

Winding  away  from  Glengariff  again, 
of  which  Thackeray,  Macaulay,  Froude, 
Lever,  and  many  more  writers  have  sung 
the  praises — their  testimony  being  hung 
in  a printed  form  on  the  walls  of  all  the 
bedrooms — the  fertility  is  succeeded,  as 
the  mountains  are  ascended,  by  wild, 


stony  pastures,  deserted  farms,  sad  moor- 
lands, and  craggy  ridges,  and  for  nearly 
forty  miles  these  are  the  characteristics  of 
the  scenery.  Great  long  rocky  valleys 
are  revealed,  shut  in  by  lofty  mountains, 
and  entered  by  dark  and  forbidding  ra- 
vines, and  the  predominant  color  is  a rus- 
set brown,  or,  in  the  farthest  distance,  a 
stormy  blue.  In  one  of  these  valleys, 
looking  small,  bleak,  and  wild,  the  three 
lakes  of  Killarney  are  at  first  seen  from  the 
summit  of  the  Kenmare  Road,  a distance 
at  which  all  their  less  austere  beauties  are 
hidden ; but,  as  in  approaching  Glengariff, 
the  way  descends  from  sterile  uplands  into 
a maze  of  foliage,  and  overhead  and  at 
both  sides  crops  up  the  luscious  green  en- 
tanglement. The  drive  down  from  the 
police  barracks  to  the  untidy  little  town, 
a large  part  of  whose  population  lives  on 
the  alms  of  summer  visitors,  is  along  a 
smooth  and  clean  road.  On  one  hand  is 
a precipitous  mountain  slope  completely 
covered  with  grasses,  mosses,  ferns,  and 
shrubs,  and  in  all  that  high  embankment 
soaring  up  many  hundred  feet  not  one 
gray  rock  nor  one  black  patch  of  earth  is 
without  its  crown  of  green.  On  the  other 
hand  is  a magnificent  demesne  of  pasture 
and  woodland  opening  out  into  vistas  of 
the  placid  lakes,  with  their  many  islets, 
and  the  shadowy  forms  of  the  opposite 
mountains  springing  into  the  clouds. 

It  is  impossible  to  imagine  a fuller  love- 
liness than  that  of  Killarney.  To-day  we 
strike  out  between  the  immense  walls  of 
Dunloe  Gap,  where  the  mountains  almost 
clasp  one  another  overhead,  and  the  blu- 
ish-gray rocks  bear  all  the  evidences  of 
their  fierce  origin,  and  the  spent  force  of 
immemorial  ages.  Up  this  way  there  are 
Acherontic  pools  whose  unrippled  waters 
are  dyed  black  by  the  surrounding  fields 
of  peat,  and  spongy  bogs  treacherously 
covered  with  pallid  and  feeble  grasses, 
whose  nature  is  forever  sullen  and  threat- 
ening. To-morrow  we  loiter  under  the 
arbutus  groves  and  by  the  white  ruins  of 
sweet  Innisfallen,  or  tread  through  the 
vacant  chambers  of  old  Ross  Castle,  or 
conjure  up  the  past  out  of  the  picturesque 
decay  of  Muckross  Abbey.  One  hour  we 
may  be  amid  an  uncompromising  sterility, 
and  the  next  imprisoned  in  a tropical 
prodigality  of  leafage,  where  the  Tore 
water-fall  leaps  seventy  feet  down  a preci- 
pice; one  hour  in  the  cool  shadows  of  the 
Colleen  Bawn  caves,  or  calling  echoes  from 
the  towering  bluff  of  the  Eagle’s  Nest, 
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or  swiftly  shooting  ddwn  the  race.  under 
the  old  weir  bridge,  and  next  lying  idly  iu 
the  pasturage  of  the  Earl  of  Ken  mare's 
demesne,  and  watching  a scenoof  pastoral 
eotntoDtnierii  Svliicli  seems  to  belong  to  any 
other  work!  than  the  Gap  of  Diuiloe, 

So  varied  is  the  interest  and  so  many 


are  the ^ 6f  Klllamey  that  the  run 

ashore  at  Queenstown  will  be  a memora- 
ble experience  if  melude?  this  incom- 
parable. p](^sui^  It  Was  so  much 

to  tne  that  I begin  to  forget  fend  Forgive 
the  peidUiaeity  of  the  imggurs  and  the 
cuimitig  ami. fertility-  of  the  guides. 
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A3J  ihti  itaific  w^s  in  the  hands '( east  and  Nyesi  of 

of  tlm  Oregon  Railway  and  Navigation. ! uuisOfcL  Them  u 
Company,  which  was  rival  leu  at  it^<x-eati  -tmuPus  railway 
end  by  r he  Pacific  Stenm-ship  Company.  to  Minnesota:  $ 
running  &bat&  between  Fortlufcld  aihiB&ii  the  Columbia  to 
Francisco,  and  eastward  ly  by  tli0  pr^tcii  I rrs^(>t  (Uc  max!  pr 
sk>ns.  if  pot  the  actual  prc^nicej  of  the  j ©riui^er,  Wyottii 
Northern  Pacific.  Within  the  past  ftw  | ^teeder&M  extend 
years,  how^V.^r,  great  Changes  have  <x-  i region  where  tbc 
eurrod.  Hiding  tiie  advantage  that  might  preaches,  the  Co 
follow  a of  ihefe  local  interests  in  j Stm  Franci^o  ar 
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transportation  atid  developemeut  with  the  j gon  and  • ;|||Uway , - traversing 

trap^toptin^utAl  :\\ n* ' 0 the : Norther*  v the 

?nik\  which  bJfjfi, gvuim.svfcj  carrying  to  a and  the  tfitwra  Nevada  To  these  should 
^uv’.c.e^ful  cotuiplelier«r  Mr.  Henry  Vi  Hard,  be  jtftfctl  a fourth  means  of  Ingress  in  Uio 
of  New  "York*  secuml  eouM-ol  and  si d Maw-  1 .public  huuh  of  the  O-duwhU  RasO  -Uu* 
Vital  cuuHtfoii  ij&  the  business  j Kh^itnvrs  on  Urn  Puoilim  si hce. thus 

of  the  RwCvko  Steam  •■  ship  Company.  the’  will  on  me  many  tm  viih'P*  from  Europe, 
n ;<:r  traffic  mid  deuiehed  vyilways  o(  Un,  rt*i  ( Jo;  AMaiiiw*  *Uyim«.;rs  to  A»|miwail 
Oregon  Itarlivny  iiu<i  Kayightifm  Co*y>pu- | pw>^' (jire  Isthmus.; : CNC.-^  iy-v k’/v 

nv\  and  of  the  rights  ami  ■ invrodueiory  It  v.  :»*  my  Titmun*  ra-e?.nly  U>  make  a 

c«>^tructhm  of  the  N*h-themiWHk Cbnr-  ; trip  through  Ipin  hasm;  whJe  gMhd  oRpur 
pan r th|*  rmA-  ft  happen#.  1& .;jpr;»^d' / to-  exam unS  what  th%  c»ni‘ 

therefore*.  that  the  whole  t4.-a-iisporm.Uoii  tui »R»il  attractive  to.enhgranhs  and  I have 
iysfem  of  Oregon  and  WrislUiigloo,  hoth 
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II. — AROUND  WALLA  WALLA. 

Among  the  earlier  immigrants  into 
Oregon,  thirty  years  ago,  a few  halted  on 
the  eastern  skirts  of  the  “blue  hills”  that 
had  so  long  guided  them  across  the  weari- 
some plains.  When  a settlement  became 
fixed  there,  the  Indians  massacred  it,  and 
war  began.  The  government  established 
a military  post  amid  the  sands  of  Wal- 
lula,  but  soon  moved  it  a dozen  miles 
up  the  Walla  Walla  River  to  a beautiful 
site  among  rolling  green  prairies,  where 
it  exists  to  day  as  one  of  the  pleasantest 
of  all  our  army  posts.  Under  this  pro- 
tection it  rapidly  grew  up  a community 
of  farmers,  tilling  the  valleys  and  creek- 
bottoms,  scattering  more  widely  with  in- 
creasing numbers  and  assured  safety,  un- 
til now  a district  is  covered  by  civilization 
stretching  irregularly  from  the  Columbia 
River  southward  to  Pendleton,  thence 
eastward  along  the  base  of  the  Blue  Mount- 
ains to  Lewiston,  Idaho.  This  tract  lies 
wholly  south  of  the  Snake  River,  partly 
in  Oregon  and  partly  in  Washington  Ter- 
ritory. It  is  a hundred  miles  long  by  an 
average  of  perhaps  forty  miles  in  breadth, 
and  contains  not  far  from  25,000  people. 
In  addition,  to  the  southward,  there  are 
the  fertile  Wallowa  and  the  Grande  Ronde 
valleys  of  Oregon,  lying  within  circling 
spurs  of  the  Blue  Mountains;  and  also  the 
long  strip  of  arable  country  between  the 
Blue  Mountains  and  the  Cascade  Range, 
through  which  flow  John  Day’s  and  the 
Des  Chutes  rivers.  I do  not  know  how 
many  thousands  of  acres  or  square  miles 
of  cultivable  soil  these  separate  and  liill- 
bordered  patches  would  make  if  united; 
but  two  or  three  Atlantic  States  could  be 
made  up  out  of  them  without  any  trouble. 

Down  across  the  upper  portion  of  the 
Blue  Mountains,  from  Umatilla  vid  Pen- 
dleton and  the  Grande  Ronde,  there  is  a 
railway  which  gives  access  to  all  the 
western  part  of  this  region,  and  furnishes 
a quick  outlet  for  its  products  both  east- 
ward and  westward.  Elsewhere  ingress 
is  had  by  the  railway  from  Portland  to 
Walla  Walla,  and  thence  by  branches  to 
Dixie,  to  Dayton,  and  across  to  the  Snake 
River  at  Riparia,  whence  steamboats  as- 
cend to  Lewiston,  Idaho,  while  stages  run 
across  the  country  in  all  directions  to  re- 
mote settlements. 

The  whole  of  this  great  track,  though 
nowhere  flat,  is  comparatively  level,  ex- 
cept where  it  reaches  up  into  the  foot-hills, 


or  is  crossed  by  long  ridges,  like  that  be- 
tween Walla  Walla  and  Dayton.  The 
first  settlers  took  the  bottom-lands  because 
they  held  their  greenness  longest  and 
were  easiest  of  cultivation.  The  streams 
here  and  there  showed  old  beaver-dams, 
and  were  bordered  by  broad  thickets  of 
willows  and  cottonwoods  convenient  to 
“slash.”  The  older  farms  are  in  such 
localities.  Before  long,  however,  adven- 
turous spirits,  finding  that  irrigation  was 
unnecessary,  made  experiments  in  plant- 
ing upon  the  round  tops  of  the  hills,  whose 
yellow  backs  lay  hot  under  the  sun  be- 
tween the  river  copses  and  the  mountain 
woods.  The  tufaceous  soil  turned  up  by 
the  plough  was  dark  and  rich,  and  the  yield 
outranked  the  best  acres  along  the  creek- 
side.  The  hills  were  many  and  high,  suf- 
ficing for  all  the  wants  of  the  scant  popu- 
lation during  many  years,  so  that  the  wide 
level  benches  that  lay  between  the  foot- 
hills and  the  prairies — middle  lands,  light- 
soiled,  dry,  and  dusty,  covered  with  sorry 
bunch-grass  and  sad  rabbit-weed — were 
neglected,  and  came  to  be  considered 
worthless,  and  were  to  be  had  almost  for 
the  asking. 

One  day  about  seven  years  ago  a young 
man  came  into  Walla  Walla  driving  all 
his  wealth  in  the  shape  of  a span  of  horses 
and  an  old  wagon.  A day  or  two  later 
he  was  busy  hauling  flour  to  Wallula, 
which  he  continued  until  he  had  saved  a 
little  money  and  won  a little  credit.  Wal- 
la Walla  stands  some  miles  out  in  the 
plain,  and  none  of  its  plentiful  shade  trees 
grew  there  naturally.  Seeing  the  demand 
for  fire- wood  in  the  village,  he  built  a small 
flume  from  the  nearest  wooded  foot-hill, 
and  brought  down  cord-wood  or  small 
timbers  more  cheaply  than  they  could  be 
drawn  by  horses.  The  profits  of  this,  to- 
gether with  his  practice  as  a physician,  in 
which  respect  he  had  now  had  time  to 
prove  himself,  made  enough  money  to  en- 
able him  to  try  an  experiment  in  agricul- 
ture, namely,  the  cultivation  of  the  inter- 
mediate bench  lands.  Taking  up  160  acres, 
he  sowed  wheat,  and  his  success  was  so 
encouraging  that  he  enlarged  his  opera- 
tions until  his  crop  of  1881  was  no  less 
than  80,000  bushels  from  2000  acres  of  de- 
spised “ rabbit- weed” — an  average  of  forty 
bushels  to  the  acre.  This  experiment  has 
shown  that  the  benches  are  nearly,  if  not 
quite,  as  good  as  the  uplands  or  creek-bot- 
toms. The  average  crop  of  the  best  up- 
lands, taking  along  series  of  years  togeth- 
er rigi  rial  from 
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er,  is  thirty  bushels.  This  is  of  wheat, 
scarcely  anything  else  being  raised,  not 
for  lack  of  ability— oats  and  potatoes  are 
especially  successful— but  because  there  is 
so  much  more  ready  money  in  wheat,  for 
which  there  is  always  a market.  Here, 
too,' the-  dangers  attending  so  exclusive  a 
method  of  farming  are  lessened,  for  there 
has  never  yet  been  a failure  of  crops  at 
Walla  Walla,  though  absence  of  rain  now 
and  then  shortens  the  yield  to  half  its 
proper  amount.  So  strong  is  the  soil , also, 
that  any  manuring  is  not  yet  thought  of, 
and  one  farm  was  pointed  put  to  me  where 
for  eighteen  successive  years  good  crops 
had  lieen  produced.  The  farmers,  never- 
theless, are  more  and  more  generally 
adopting  the  “summer  fallow'1  plan  as  a 
precaution  against  too  great  depletion  of 
their  soil.  Another  bit  of  economy  is  the 
use  of  ''  headers’-  rather  than  the  ordinary 
mowers  and  reapers,  the  long  stubble  re- 
maining after  the  harvest  being  burned, 
and  thus  returning  to  the  soil  in  ashes  the 
greater  part  of  the  minerals  drawn  into 
the  straw  during  the  previous  half-year, 
Unfortunately,  however,  there  is  a large 
class  of  ignorant  and  shiftless  farmers, 
“old- timers”  for  the  most  part,  who  are 
heedless  of  these  far-seeing  precautions. 


What  I have  said  applies  to  the  whole 
region  between  the  Blue  Mountains  and 
the  dry  plateaus  that  begin  at  the  Idaho 
line. 

Besides  Walla  Walla,  there  are  half  a 
dozen  thriving,  progressive  farming  cen- 
tres, all  connected  by  railway  or  stage 
lines,  having  the  telegraph,  a daily  mail, 
local  newspapers,  and  other  appurte- 
nances of  civilization.  The  heavy  storms 
of  midwinter,  mantling  the  face  of  the 
earth  in  snow  four  or  five  feet  deep,  and 
sinking  the  mercury  away  below  zero  for 
weeks  together,  isolate  these  communi- 
ties sometimes,  but  not  for  protracted  in- 
tervals. 

HI— UP  SNAKE  IUVER. 

The  railway  from  Walla  Walla  struck 
Snake  River  about  ninety  miles  above  its 
mouth,  at  a station  called  Riparia,  but 
known  to  the  people  of  the  region  as  Tex- 
as Ferry.  The  station  and  steamboat 
landing  consisted  here,  as  elsewhere  in 
this  region,  of  an  immense  wharf  boat  or 
covered  scow  moored  at  the  shore.  Be- 
side it  a railway  track  ran  upon  a long 
incline  down  to  the  very  lowest  water 
mark,  so  that  as  the  river  sank  or  rose, 
and  the  boat's  level  altered  accordingly, 
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freight-cars  would  still  stand  even  with 
her  deck.  The  steamer  proved  to  be  a 
large,  handsome  craft,  receiving  a cargo 
of  merchandise  for  the  country  stores,  sup- 
plies of  bran  and  such  feed  for  cattle,  and 
much  agricultural  machinery.  It  was  a 
very  hot  day,  but  a breeze  coming  down 
the  canon  made  the  sheltered  upper  deck 
a comfortable  place  to  sit  and  watch  the 
clever  way  in  which  the  men  handled  the 
bulky  freight  in  the  narrow  limits  of  the 
forward  gangway. 

This  used  to  be  the  crossing-place  for 
all  the  lower  Palouse  region,  and  the  ferry 
did  a good  business,  but  now  it  is  of  small 
consequence.  It  consisted  of  a wire  rope 
stretched  across  the  river  over  a tripod  on 
each  bank  high  enough  to  keep  it  out  of 
the  way  of  the  steamboats.  Suspended  to 
this  wire  by  two  pulleys,  the  small  flat- 
bottomed  ferry-boat  ran  across  by  the 
force  of  the  current,  the  right  sheer  being 
obtained  by  a windlass  in  the  boat,  which 
lengthened  or  shortened  the  guy-ropes  at 
the  will  of  the  ferryman.  This  proved  to 
be  the  type  of  all  the  ferries. 

The  shores  are  lava  hills  that  rise  steep- 
ly from  the  water — so  steeply  that  here  no 
room  is  left  for  a cattle  trail  or  beach. 
Maroon  - red  level  cliff  ledges,  broken 
through  by  angular  ravines,  and  connect- 
ed, one  terrace  above  the  other,  by  grass- 
grown  slopes  or  a natural  riprapping  of 
fallen  fragments,  stand  with  faces  almost 
vertical  for  two  or  three  hundred  feet 
above  the  river,  and  then  round  off  into 
golden-edged  domes  of  sun-ripened  turf. 
Everything  in  this  deep  river  gorge  ap- 
pears as  dry  and  useless  as  possible,  but 
wheat  is  growing  right  on  the  brow  of  those 
bluffs,  where  the  soil  is  rich,  though  the 
crops  are  always  exposed  to  suffer  from 
drought. 

We  cast  loose  and  began  our  voyage  up- 
stream soon  after  noon. 

The  first  landing  was  a curious  sight. 
The  cutting  away  of  the  bluff  by  a water 
gully  had  formed  a bar  of  sand  and  grav- 
el, and  ploughed  out  a passage  up  to  the 
table-land.  The  nose  of  the  steamer — a 
flat-bottomed,  run-on-a-heavy-dew  style 
of  boat — was  pushed  right  up  on  the 
beach,  whereupon  the  current  quickly 
drifted  her  stem  inshore,  and  the  plank 
was  run  out.  A small  shed  stood  near 
the  margin,  in  which  some  bags  of  salt 
were  stored ; otherwise  every  kind  of 
freight,  boxes,  bales,  barrels,  packages  of 
furniture,  sacks  of  meal,  crates  of  wooden 


ware,  and  the  brillianf  red  wheels  and 
wood-work  of  threshers  and  other  ma- 
chinery, all  in  pieces,  lay  scattered  hig- 
gledy-piggledy, and  half  buried  in  the 
sand.  Gradually  these  things  would  be 
carted  back  to  their  owners  over  the  hills. 
Meanwhile  the  weather  was  to  be  trusted, 
and  nobody  would  disturb  them. 

This  landing  was  named  New  York  Bar 
by  a company  who  once  proposed  to  go 
into  placer-mining  here,  but  the  diggings 
were  soon  abandoned  to  the  patient  China- 
men, who  are  only  too  glad  to  be  let  peace- 
fully alone  with  second  pick  at  anything. 
We  could  see  them  working  as  we  passed, 
half  a dozen  or  so,  hard  to  distinguish 
from  the  bowlders  among  which  they 
delved.  There  is  gold  to  be  taken  out  of 
all  the  gravel  banks  and  island  bars  along 
the  whole  river,  and  also  down  the  Co- 
lumbia. 

So  the  afternoon  wore  on,  the  sun  blaz- 
ing down,  the  scenery  repeating  itself  ex- 
actly as  we  turned  each  bend  in  this  tru- 
ly snake-like  river— long,  level,  red-brown 
escarpments  like  ruined  walls  fallen  for- 
ward here  and  there  under  the  pressure  of 
the  bulging  earth  behind,  or  rounded 
bluffs,  whose  gleaming  yellow  intensified 
the  clear  azure  of  the  filtered  sky,  crown- 
ed with  massive  fortifications  and  pillared 
domes  of  lava,  whose  rifts  and  shadows 
were  painted  in  ultramarine  and  indigo. 
Thus  the  view  was  limited  between  high 
horizons  scarcely  a mile  apart,  while  the 
river  filled  the  bottom  of  the  windiug 
cafion. 

At  Penewawa  the  stage  road  crosses 
from  Colfax  to  Dayton  and  Walla  Walla, 
following  up  the  long  dry  bed  of  Dead 
Man’s  Hollow.  This  ferry,  like  the  oth- 
ers, made  a great  deal  of  money  before 
the  Northern  Pacific  Railway  turned  all 
the  merchandise  from  this  route.  Here 
were  two  or  three  extremely  fine  orchards, 
and  pleasant  homes  surrounded  by  trees 
and  gardens,  for  which  they  were  indebt- 
ed to  a spring  near  the  top  of  the  hill. 

Recent  farming  on  the  highlands  of 
the  Snake  has  proved  very  successful. 
Meanwhile  the  plateaus  are  devoted  to 
stock-raising  and  sheep -herding,  afford- 
ing fine  pasturage.  The  bottoms  are  util- 
ized in  growing  wheat,  which  is  cut  and 
stacked  for  hay,  little  timothy  being  sow- 
ed here.  This  wheat  hay  is  to  be  fed  in 
the  snowy  winter  to  the  sheep. 

The  breezy  evening  found  us  at  Almota, 
a village  with  shops  and  hotels,  and  a 


Digitized  by 


Gq  gle 


Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


WHEAT  FIFXI>S  OF  THE  COLUMBIA  5U5 

— — • * * -- — r— r ~ 

wharf  which  is  the  lanijui^ijUce  for  the  j the  Jews  c*ut,  The  life  they  lived  was  far 
larpS  Farrrdng  district  about  Moscow  and  [ more  eomtoHless  and  sa K&yfr-- a'ii'ctlfeol 
westward.  Th‘*r^  is  tx  government  wear  \ than  ill  at  of  the  fiiduni  on  the  opposite, 
/her  Nation  here,  «>m!  two  youths  were  ! bank,  who.  had  Ins  family,  his  horses,  and 
o vciiaugiog  jd'ao  ttce  with  signal-  j his  ny%hbor$  al  ways  witis  him.  and  who 

u*;nm  111;  n-W  j no  doubt  enjoys  himself,  oermdmg  to  his 
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Five  o'clock  in  the  morning  was  the 
hour  for  starting,  the  vehicle  proving  to 
he  an  open  two  seated  ami  badly  used  up 
backboard.  With  great  joy  I .saw  a trio 
of  tlie  mangiest,  of  “ bagmen”  drive  away 
in  the  opposite  direction,  and  found  that 
my  companion  was  to  be  a young  Cali  for* 
nian,  acting  as  advance  agent  for  The  Man 
Mysterj*— a magician,  contortionist,  etc., 
who  was  making  a tour  of  the  region, 
“his  wonders  to  perform”  before  the  ex- 
cited Frontiersmen,  Driving  to  the  brink 
of  the  Clearwater,  whose  current  is  blue, 
while  that  of  the  Snake  is  yellow,  we 
shouted  to  the  ferryman  opposite,  who 
calmly  finished  his  breakfast,  and  then 
leisurely  steered  us  across  by  means  of  his 
wile  suspended  flat-boat.  He  had  eight- 
een dogs,  all  of  which,  “without  distinc- 
tion of  race,  color,  or  previous  condition,” 
came  down  to  welcome  our  bark  with 
theirs. 

Here,  too,  stood  a tall,  sunburned  maid 
m*  straight  as  a wheat  stalk.  She  had 
just  alighted  from  a big  black  horse,  and 
now  climbed  up  beside  the  dri  ver,  who  ev- 
ident ly  considered  us  two  passengers  in 
the  low  seat  behind  entirely  unnecessary 


pice.  The  water  swishing  by  the  prow 
Hashed  a moment  in  the  yellow  glare  of 
our  low  head  light,  arul  swept  back  into 
the  velvety,  noiseless  gloom  behind.  No 
wind  made  moans  or  music  through  the 
wire  cordage  of  the  steamer  s upper  works, 
and  the  stillness  of  sleep  settled  upon  the 
boat  as  I smoked  my  hist  warm  pipeful  in 
the  pilot-house,  studying 

“the  deep  sapphire  overhead, 

Distinct  with  vivid  stars  iuluid.’* 

After  this,  cool  oblivion,  and  an  awak- 
ing in  the  bright  morning  at  Lewiston, 
at  the  junction  of  the  Snake  and  Clear- 
water rivers. 

IV. — ACROSS  THE  PA  LOUSE. 

The  agricultural  region  north  of  the 
Snake  River  is  known  as  the  Pa  louse 
country,  or  simply  w the  Pa  louse,  after 
the  mime  of  its  central  river  Stages 
traverse*  it,  carrying  the  mail  in  several 
directions,  and  I chose  the  route  from 
Lewiston  to  Cheney,  a station  on  the 
Northern  Pacific  Rail  way.  the  direction  be- 
ing due  north,  and  right  along  the  bound- 
ary between  Washington  and  Idaho. 
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Before  us  loomed  a hill  that  it  would 
require  two  and  a half  hours  to  climb*  in 
Order  to  get  up  to  the  plateau  level,  m 
deep  was  the  river-bed  sunken.  The  road 
wound  here  and  there,  wherever  the  grade 
was  best-  Expanding  before  us  as  we 
went  higher  and  higher*  all  the  landscape 


and  were  soon  very  talkative  together, 
whereupon  the  driver  became  sulky,  and 
devoted  himself  to  giving  me  geographical 
information,  none  of  which  was  new. 

Tin*  deep  ravine  in  the  bare  and  grav- 
elly bluff along  which  we  were  climbing 
was  covered  with  hundreds  of  narrow’ 


to  Ills  happiness.  Her  costume  was  well 
adapted  to  her  journey— a broad-brimmed 
and  badly  cracked  chip  hat,  a double- 
caped  water-proof,  rusty  with  sunshine 
aud  dust,  two  green  Balmoral  skirts,  and 
(outside  the  water-proof  cloak)  a riding- 
skirt  of  faded  alpaca,  which,  when  she 
took  her  seat  on  the  backboard,  she 
wrapped  around  her  waist  like  a sash. 
That  she  had  a better  hat,  however,  was 
manifest  by  the  shape  of  a parcel  carefully 
carried  in  her  lap. 


glowed,  under  the  beams  of  the  rising  sun, 
with  broad  color— a mingled  tone  of  the 
yellow  of  straw  and  the  grayish-green  of 
hay,  with  cobalt  lying  solid  in  the  angular 
masses  of  shadow  near  at  hand,  or  washed 
evenly  and  almost  impalpable  over  the 
misty  background.  It  soon  appeared  that 
our  new  passenger  was  a school-mistress, 
and  wished  she  were  back  in  California, 
not  liking  Idaho.  The  advance  agent 
and  she  discovered  they  had  acquaintances 
in  common  in  the  Sacramento  Valley, 
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sheep  paths,  dividing  the  face  of  the  hill 
into  a multitude  of  minute  terraces.  On 
our  side  we  could  hardly  trace  these 
through  the  weeds,  though  at  a distance 
they  were  as  plain  as  the  lines  of  shin- 
gling on  a roof.  Great  flocks  of  sheep 
passing  back  and  forth  in  spring  and 
again  in  the  autumn,  between  their  high 
summer  pastures  and  the  sheltered  fields 
along  the  river,  keep  these  tiny  trails  well 
trodden. 

As  the  summit  approached,  a vast  scene 
was  spread  before  us, 

“ grassy,  wild,  and  bare. 

Wide,  wild,  and  open  to  the  air.” 

At  the  base  of  the  bluff  the  two  rivers 
came  down  to  join  currents,  and  break 
through  the  jagged  indigo  of  the  canon 
just  visible  at  the  right.  In  the  south 
some  mountain  silhouettes  were  painted 
faintly  on  the  far  horizon,  and  right  un- 
derneath us  the  orchards  and  white  houses 
of  Lewiston  and  the  green  meadows  along 
the  Clearwater  formed  bright  notes  in  the 
landscape.  All  the  rest  was  a treeless  pla- 
teau, but  a plateau  through  which  the  wa- 
ter had  cut  tortuous  and  confluent  lines  of 
drainage,  beginning  far  back  as  mere  pen- 
cil scratches,  like  the  outermost  twigs  of 
a tree,  and  uniting  into  deeper  and  deeper 
channels,  until  the  great  gulches  opened 
into  the  river  gorge.  All  these  rivulets, 
brooks,  and  winding  river-courses  were 
now  dry  and  brown,  with  sere  grass  to 
their  very  beds,  and  between  them  lay 
rounded  ridges  like  well-shaven  lawns,  as 
smooth  and  close-cropped  and  tawny  as  a 
pig’s  back.  We  were  1800  feet  above  the 
town,  the  school  mistress  said,  and  only 
now  could  we  begin  to  appreciate  how 
deeply  sunken,  broad,  and  forcible  a 
stream  was  this  great  river  of  the  Snake. 
Its  course  could  be  traced  for  a score  of 
miles — a vast  cliff-guarded  chasm  plough- 
ed far  through  the  basalts  that  here  and 
there  protruded  from  underneath  their 
thick  blanket  of  soil  and  herbage.  I have 
said  ploughed,  but  that  is  only  partially 
true,  for  one  could  easily  see  how  the  edges 
of  the  bluffs  along  each  side  of  both  the 
Snake  and  the  Clearwater  were  higher 
than  the  general  level  of  the  plateaus  back 
of  them,  showing  that  subterranean  forces 
had  forced  the  earth’s  crust  apart  along 
this  line,  furnishing  an  irregular  drainage 
channel,  to  which  all  Idaho  contributes. 

Walking  slowly  up  the  long  hill  in  the 
freshness  of  the  morning,  and  much  of 


the  time  in  the  shade,  there  had  been  little 
discomfort;  but  here  on  the  summit  began 
the  “heat  and  burden  of  the  day.”  The 
sun  blazed  down  straight  from  the  cloud- 
less vault,  and  was  reflected  back  from  an 
unbounded  area  of  seared  plain.  The  light 
soil,  powdered  by  incessant  travel  and  pro- 
longed drought,  was  kicked  into  a dense 
cloud,  hiding  the  horses’  feet,  and  poured 
off  the  wheels  into  our  faces  and  over  our 
clothes.  The  glib  tongue  of  the  school- 
mistress was  kept  fast  shut  in  her  mouth, 
which  she  dared  not  open  in  the  blinding 
dust,  and  the  driver  substituted  touches  of 
his  whip-lash  for  speech  in  addressing  his 
team. 

The  people  of  this  neighborhood  were 
largely  Norwegians,  most  of  whom  had 
previously  dwelt  somewhere  else  on  the 
Pacific  coast.  Their  houses  were  chief- 
ly built  of  logs,  which  they  had  hauled 
ten  or  twenty  miles  from  the  hills,  and 
the  walls  inclined  inward  somewhat,  as 
I have  seen  represented  in  pictures  of 
settlements.  There  was  not  the  least  ap- 
pearance of  an  attempt  to  be  nice  about 
any  of  the  houses,  and  almost  no  bushes 
or  trees  were  set  out.  As  the  small,  com- 
fortless school  building  came  into  view 
on  a distant  eminence,  the  school-mistress 
began  to  talk  about  the  difficulties  of  her 
position. 

“Most  of  my  pupils  are  as  old  as  I am, 
and  it  is  hard  to  behave  like  a teacher 
with  them.  And  stupid  ? Lordy  l” 

I could  see  by  the  way  her  two  hands 
went  up  that  their  dullness  was  immea- 
surable by  words. 

“I  guess  some  of  ’em  are  pretty  smart 
in  their  own  lingo;  but  all  they  want  of 
our  teaching  is  just  enough  to  read  a lit- 
tle and  make  change.  As  soon  as  these 
boys  get  grown,  you  see,  they're  going 
away  off  a thousand  miles  or  so,  buy  some 
land,  and  go  to  farming,  just  as  their  fa- 
thers did.  They  don’t  need  much  savvey 
for  that.” 

Nobody  was  to  be  seen  around  the  hot 
little  log  school-house,  the  windows  of 
which  were  boarded  up,  showing  how  the 
boys  had  smashed  the  glass.  It  looked 
pretty  lonely  for  the  young  woman,  who 
waved  us  good-by  with  her  big  hat  as  we 
came  to  the  crest  of  the  next  hill.  The 
driver  was  much  affected.  “I  wouldn’t 
mind  goin’  to  school  myself  this  after- 
noon,” he  sighed.  “I  think,  if  I were  to 
try,  I could  make  it  interesting  for  the 
teacher.” 
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he’ll  whoop  ’EH  fp  FOR  THE  PROFESSOR. 


Arrived  at  Moscow  for  dinner,  we  look- 
ed  very  much  like  darkies  or  coal-heavers. 
Moscow  is  a lively  little  town,  doing*  a 
large  trade  with  the  farmers. 

The  advance  agent  thought  this  town, 


having  so  large  a tributary  population, 
would  he  a good  place  for  his  man,  and  so 
lie  “ hilled”  it,  which  1 learu  is  the  proper 
expression  for  posting  announcements 
and  arranging  the  preliminaries  of  any 
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exhibition.  A lounger  at  the  hotel  took 
vast  interest  in  the  proceedings,  and  prom- 
ised him  a big  house,  as  though  he  4<  car- 
ried the  county  in  his  breeches  pocket,” 
like  a politician. 

“ We  ’ain’t  had  a show  since  ’way  back, 
and  every  feller  that  can  raise  the  bullion 
’ll  come,  and  bring  his  girl.  Better  not 
have  any  reserved  seats.  Charge  every- 
body four  bits  straight,  and  the  kids  two 
bits.  That  ’ll  fetch  ’em.  Don’t  you  fret. 
We’ll  whoop  ’er  up  for  the  Professor.” 

The  same  endless  succession  of  rolling 
hills,  farm-covered  as  far  as  the  eye  could 
reach,  continued  all  the  way  to  the  Pa- 
louse  River — a distance  from  Lewiston 
given  as  forty-five  miles;  but  that  is  mea- 
sured in  an  air  line  simply  by  counting 
the  section  lines.  The  road  always  takes 
two  sides  of  a triangle,  either  in  going 
over  a hill  or  around  a farm,  so  that  it  is 
much  longer  in  fact,  the  hot  sun  and  sti- 
fling dust  not  tending  to  shorten  our  esti- 
mate. 

At  Palouse  City  we  spent  the  night. 
The  town  is  on  the  river,  here  a small, 
swift  stream  running  through  a thin 
growth  of  yellow  pines.  The  water-pow- 
er has  caused  two  saw-mills  to  be  built, 
to  which  logs  are  rafted  down,  and  on 
the  steep  sides  of  the  ravine  a rough  vil- 
lage of  a hundred  people  or  so  has  grown 
up,  forming  a supply  point  for  the  neigh- 
borhood. It  has  dawned  upon  them, 
however,  that  the  rugged  little  cafion  is 
no  place  for  the  town,  so  they  are  picking 
it  up  bodily  and  moving  a mile  down  the 
creek  to  where  it  may  stand  on  a level. 
Colfax,  a village  of  considerable  size,  not 
far  away,  had  been  burned  just  before  my 
visit,  and  it  was  expected  that  the  dwell- 
ers there  would  not  rebuild,  but  would 
come  and  start  afresh  at  this  new  town, 
or  else  at  Endicott.  It  never  occurred  to 
any  of  these  persons  that  there  was  any 
sentiment  to  hinder  their  pulling  up 
stakes  and  moving  a town  about  in  this 
fashion.  The  whole  country  is  merely 
laid  off  in  squares.  States,  counties, 
towns,  farms,  are  all  run  by  surveyors’ 
lines.  Nothing  has  been  brought  about 
by  a course  of  events,  or  is  determined  by 
the  natural  boundaries  of  big-tree,  stream, 
or  hill  range,  as  is  pleasantly  the  case  in 
the  father-land.  Hence  there  is  no  char- 
acter in  any  district  or  piece  of  real  estate, 
nor  more  hold  upon  a man’s  affection  than 
in  any  other  quarter  section  he  might 
4 4 take  up.”  It  is  not  home  at  all.  No- 


body has  been  born,  or  died,  or  married 
there;  the  owner  has  not  planted  hopes 
along  with  his  orchard,  and  therefore  has 
none  to  uproot  in  the  abandonment  of  his 
trees.  All  that  sort  of  thing  is  yet  to 
come,  and  it  costs  him  and  his  family  no 
more  pangs  to  pack  up  and  go  where  they 
think  they  can  do  a little  better  than  it 
does  a hunter  to  move  his  nightly  lodge 
as  he  follows  the  game. 

Between  Palouse  City  and  the  railway 
occurs  the  same  wide  expanse  of  rolling 
fertile  hills  and  valleys,  everywhere  dot- 
ted with  farms.  Various  small  streams, 
the  largest  of  which  is  Hangman’s  Creek, 
exist,  and  it  is  said  that  springs  are  abun- 
dant throughout  the  whole  region,  and 
good  wells  easily  obtained. 

Hangman’s  Creek  is  not  at  all  as  forbid- 
ding as  its  name,  winding  its  way  cheerily 
through  willowy  and  flower-strewn  banks. 

In  1857  the  trees  along  its  banks  a little 
lower  down  were  decorated  with  the  bod- 
ies of  several  ringleaders  of  a murderous 
revolt  on  the  part  of  the  Spokane  Indians, 
to  whom  General  Wright  administered  a 
defeat  so  severe  and  so  well  merited  that 
this  tribe  has  been  most  polite  and  friend- 
ly to  the  whites  ever  since.  The  name  of 
the  pleasant  creek  perpetuates  this  execu- 
tion, which  in  Idaho  phrase  was  a “hang- 
ing-bee.” 

Two  villages  north  of  the  Palouse  were 
passed  through — Farrington  and  Spangle 
— which  have  a dozen  stores  and  vari- 
ous workshops  each,  and  look  forward  to 
a long  continuance  of  their  rapid  growth. 
The  heaviest  establishment  in  all  these 
villages  is  the  warehouse  of  the  man  who 
sells  agricultural  implements.  These 
farms — a few  of  which  exceed  a thousand 
acres — require  the  use  of  machinery,  and 
every  farmer  is  discontented  unless  he 
owns  a complete  set,  with  all  the  latest 
improvements.  This  is  expensive,  for 
here  machinery  costs  fully  twice  its  price 
in  the  Eastern  States.  It  is  seldom  that 
the  farmer  can  pay  more  than  a fraction 
of  the  cost ; but  the  dealer  gives  him  credit, 
takes  a mortgage  on  the  farm,  and  charges 
him  one  to  two  per  cent,  a month  inter- 
est. The  farmers  don’t  deserve  their  good 
wagons  and  implements,  even  on  these  ru- 
inous terms,  for  I saw  them,  in  many  in- 
stances, left  out-of-doors  to  crack  and  rust. 

The  methods  of  farming  show  nothing 
extraordinary  except,  perhaps,  the  culti- 
vation of  wheat  for  hay,  to  which  end  al- 
most the  entire  crop  has  been  consigned 
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hitherto.  Timothy,  clover,  and  alfalfa  do 
well,  but  have  been  cultivated  very  spar- 
ingly. The  principal  crop  until  recently 
was  tiax — the  wild  plant  is  plentiful  all 
about  these  hills — the  yield  of  which 
would  average  about  fourteen  bushels  to 
the  acre.  It  was  profitable  because  of  the 
saving  in  freight  compared  with  a cargo 
of  grain  of  equal  value, 


which  is  one  of  unusual  drought,  the  total 
yield  of  the  region  not  being  expected  to 
more  than  equal  last  year's  crop,  in  spite 
of  the  increased  acreage.  Drouglg*  is  the 
great  enemy  the  farmer  has  to  dread,  but 
no  irrigation  is  considered  necessary,  and 
probably  lack  of  grain  is  to  l>e  looked  for 
no  more  here  than  in  the  Prairie  States. 

Stock-raising  was  profitable  to  the  first 
comers,  but  the  rapid  filling  up  ami  fen- 
cing in  of  the  country  has  limited  the  pos- 
sibilities of  this.  One  does  not  see  many 
cattle,  therefore,  and  fewer  horses  than 
formerly . though  every  farmer  has  a small 
bund,  which  are  disposed  of  to  drovers, 
who  sell  them  again  to  the  herdsmen  of 


Now,  however, 
the  farmers  are  turning  their  attention 
more  to  wheat  and  oats ; not  much  barley 
is  raised.  The  average  yield  per  acre  of 
these  grains  is  very  large  compared  with 
the  East,  though  by  no  means  reaching 
the  extravagant  estimates  often  published, 
nor  am  I judging  from  the  present  year, 
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Wyoming  and  Colorado,  to  be  used  up 
and  mercifully  shot  after  a year  or  two  of 
cattle-chasing.  In  the  horse  and  cattle 
business,  but  especially  the  former,  the 
farmers  have  keen  competitors  in  the  Nez 
Perce  Indians,  who  raise  great  numbers 
of  ponies,  which  they  sell  not  only  to  the 
cattle  men,  but  also  to  the  Northern  In- 
dians— Spokanes,  Coeur  d’Alenes,  Crees, 
and  Flat-heads — who  are  less  favorably 
situated  for  horse-breeding.  These  Indian 
ponies,  and  the  half-breed  scrub  stock 
raised  by  the  white  men  as  well,  go  by 
the  name  of  “Kyuses” — derived  from  a 
tribe  of  Indians  in  northern  California 
with  whom  the  pioneers  first  began  to 
trade  in  horseflesh.  They  are  tough,  act- 
ive, often  speedy  little  brutes,  but  as  full 
of  tricks  and  deviltry  as  their  homely 
skins  will  hold. 


V.— THE  SPOKANE  REGION. 

The  sand  and  lava  along  the  banks  of 
the  Columbia  River  extend  northeastward 
from  the  Dalles  in  a triangular  tongue  of 
desert  penetrating  almost  to  Cceur  d’Alene 
Lake.  Its  scenery,  as  viewed  from  the 
car  window,  is  perfectly  described  by  Bret 
Harte’s  familiar  stanza: 

“Just  take  a look  about  you:  alkali,  rock,  and 
sage, 

Sage  and  rook  and  alkali — ain’t  it  a pretty  page  t 

Sun  in  the  east  at  mornin*,  sun  in  the  west  at 
night, 

And  the  shadow  of  this  yere  station  the  only  thing 
mores  in  sight” 


Through  this  desolation  the  Northern 
Pacific  Railway,  with  incredible  hard- 
ship to  its  engineers  and  workmen,  has 
constructed  its  main  line,  following  an  an- 
cient water-course,  called  the  Great  CoulA 
There  is  no  station  better  than  a switch 
and  a telegraph  office  for  two  hundred 
and  fifty  miles,  or  all  the  way  from  the 
Dalles  to  the  Spokane  Valley.  The  situ- 
ation was  told  very  well  by  an  old  gentle- 
mans the  car  drew  up  at  a station  con- 
sisting of  a section-house  and  a big  sign- 
board, when  he  said,  “The  people  here 
get  just  two  drinks  of  water  a day,  one 
when  the  train  goes  up,  and  the  other 
when  it  comes  down.” 

Nevertheless,  in  spite  of  this  cheerless 
aspect  of  affairs,  the  sage-brush  plains 
that  lie  on  top  of  the  bluffs  bordering 
the  railway  are  very  rich,  and  beyond 
them  bunch-grass  uplands  of  scarcely  less 
fertility  stretch  northward  and  south ward 
(as  we  have  already  seen),  and  are  contin- 
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ued  west  of  the  Columbia  in  the  vastly 
useful  valleys  and  grazing  plateaus  of  the 
Yakima,  and  the  other  drainage  slopes  of 
the  Cascade  Range.  All  these  uplands  are 
being  settled  upon  with  amazing  rapidity, 
and  are  to  be  yet  more  eagerly  appropria- 
ted when  the  railway  connections  hereto- 
fore explained  have  made  them  readily 
accessible.  At  Sprague  the  shops  of  the 
Pacific  division  are  established,  and  a 
considerable  town  has  sprung  up,  to  which 
much  farm  trade  will  presently  go,  in  ad- 
dition to  the  support  of  the  railway  me- 
chanics. 

At  present,  however,  the  next  station 
northeast  of  Sprague  has  great  advantages. 
This  is  Cheney,  just  now  the  largest  and 
most  active  village  in  eastern  Washing- 
ton. 

Cheney  was  the  terminus  of  my  Palouse 
stage  trip,  and  my  first  impression  of  the 
town  was  that  it  was  the  scene  of  a mil- 
itary funeral.  Getting  nearer,  the  truth 
appeared.  The  nucleus  of  a band  was 
playing  before  a theatre  door,  the  brazen 
character  of  the  performance  appearing 
more  in  the  temerity  of  the  musicians  than 
in  the  nature  of  their  instruments.  To 
make  up  for  this  deficiency,  tones  of  thun- 
der were  being  struck  from  a big  bass-drum 
by  a sad-spirited  German,  and  it  was  this 
I had  mistaken  for  the  minute-guns  of  my 
funeral.  Several  times  the  music  seemed 
about  to  break  down,  and  the  musicians  to 
turn  and  flee ; but  the  big  drum  kept  thun- 
dering on  to  keep  their  courage  up,  and  the 
little  snare-drum  trotted  bravely  along  at 
the  heels  of  the  humming  and  banging  as 
a sort  of  rear-guard  to  force  into  the  thin 
ranks  any  cowardly  or  straggling  notes 
that  might  fall  behind. 

I thought  the  deepest  misery  of  tavern 
life  had  been  sounded  at  Walla  Walla  and 
Palouse  City ; but,  bless  you ! I was  inex- 
perienced. The  “gentlemanly  clerk”  of 
the  Cheney  hotel  was  a homicide  not  only 
under  conviction,  but  actually  undergoing 
a year’s  sentence,  and  he  went  up  to  the 
jail  to  sleep  every  night,  carrying  the  key 
to  his  cell  in  his  pocket.  The  crockery  was 
the  most  valuable  of  bric-k-brac,  if  cracks 
are  a criterion.  The  waiters  were  assorted 
into  three  nationalities  and  two  colors,  to 
suit  every  taste,  and  were  obligingenough 
to  sit  beside  you  at  the  table  and  entertain 
you  with  enlivening  conversation  if  their 
duties  were  slack  for  a moment.  The  bill 
of  fare  was  gorgeously  adorned  with  Egyp- 
tian scenery  composed  by  the  job-printer 
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out  of  material  kindly  furnished  by  the 
type-foundry,  and  contained  line  after 
line  of  French  dishes  that  complimented 
the  erudition  of  the  cooly  cook  far  more 
than  his  ability  when  they  presented  them- 
selves. 

“Beef  it  la  mode  /’’one  traveller  was 
heard  to  exclaim.  ( 4 1 suppose  that  means 
4 after  a fashion.’  ” 

A very  bad  fashion. 

When  I wanted  to  go  to  bed  I was  con- 
ducted to  a house  some  distance  away, 
and  shown  to  a little  doorless  cell  upstairs, 
built  of  new  lumber,  out  of  which  the  res- 
in was  exuding  in  big  drops  and  trickling 
streams.  The  total  furniture  consisted  of 
three  nails,  a tin  candlestick,  and  a rough 
bedstead  on  which  was  laid  an  inch  or  so 
of  hay  in  a sack,  and  two  army  blankets. 
A series  of  these  balsamic  cells  was  occu- 
pied at  a dollar  a night  each  by  men  very 
glad  to  get  any  place  to  lie  down. 

“ Weariness 

Can  snore  upon  the  flint,  when  resty  sloth 

Finds  the  down  pillow  hard.” 

A pair  of  stentor- voiced  minstrels  going 
through  a long  repertory  for  the  benefit  of 
a contiguous  beer  saloon,  in  which  44  Rock 
of  Ages”  came  next  to 44  Patrick,  mind  the 
Baby, ’’and 44  Annie  Laurie”  found  herself 
in  close  pursuit  of  “Biddy  McGee,”  made 
no  hurtful  impression  upon  my  drowsy 
ears.  It  did  wake  me  up,  however,  when 
at  midnight  one  lodger  who  had  left  his 
bed  for  five  minutes  in  search  of  a drink 
— of  water,  he  said,  but  that  is  doubtful — 
came  back  to  find  a stranger  between  his 
warm  blankets.  Naturally  a row  ensued, 
but  nobody  was  killed ; and  presently  the 
sunshine  of  another  day  came  streaming 
through  the  horizontal  cracks  in  the  wall 
and  the  vertical  cracks  in  the  partition, 
dividing  the  gloom  of  my  cell  into  hun- 
dreds of  cubes  of  gleaming  dust-motes. 

Cheney  possesses  several  hundred  peo- 
ple, all  of  whom  are  enterprising  and 
busy.  Two  years  ago  there  was  not  a ves- 
tige of  a town.  Now  it  is  the  chief  place 
for  business  44  in  the  upper  country,” 
except  Spokane  Falls;  is  building  brick 
stores,  churches,  a big  new  hotel,  has  a 
large  academy,  and  is  selling  town  lots  at 
big  prices.  That  it  will  have  long  and 
steady  life,  I have  no  doubt;  whether  its 
ambition  of  becoming  the  metropolis  of 
the  region  is  to  be  realized,  remains  to  be 
seen.  As  yet  it  is  new  and  rough  to  the 
last  degree. 


At  Spokane  Falls  is  Liberty  Hall. 

44  That  is  your  room,”  said  our  host, 
opening  a door  into  a cool,  prettily  fur- 
nished chamber,  domestic  enough  either 
to  make  us  homesick  or  cure  us  of  it,  as 
the  effect  happened  to  be — “That  is  your 
room ; make  the  most  of  it.  We  don’t 
get  up  till  we  get  ready,  but  there  is  a good 
restaurant,  where  you  can  get  your  break- 
fast. For  luncheon  you  will  always  find 
trifles  in  the  cupboard’* — and  with  that  he 
led  to  the  darkened  dining-room — “and 
beer  or  claret  in  this  refrigerator.  Help 
yourself.  We  dine  at  five  o’clock,  but 
you  needn’t  worry  about  any  spike-tailed 
coat  or  clerical  tie.” 

So  the  jolly  days  went  by  in  the  luxu- 
rious idleness  of  rest,  and  in  picking  up 
loose  ends  of  work  that  had  trailed  behind 
our  rapid  transit — went  by  in  strong  hot 
blaze  at  noonday,  and  in  breezy  coolness 
after  sunset.  Then  in  the  comfort  of  ham- 
mocks and  easy-chairs,  under  the  influence 
of  good  tobacco  and  merry  company,  we 
heard  much  about  the  attractions  of  Spo- 
kane Falls,  and  believed  it  all,  because  we 
wished  to.  We  learned  what  a bright  little 
town  was  growing  up  there,  and  that  a 
very  excellent  class  of  people  were  choos- 
ing it  for  their  home ; how  it  had  none  of 
the  signs  of  the  rough,  temporary  4 4 camp,” 
but  was  destined  to  grow  solidly  and 
prettily  into  the  most  important  and  most 
desirable  town  in  the  whole  region.  Why 
this  confidence?  was  the  question  asked 
and  discussed.  Because  of  the  vast  fertile 
plains  north  and  south  of  it,  which  are 
being  settled  with  great  rapidity,  and  will 
send  it  a large  portion  of  their  trade;  be- 
cause of  the  loveliness  of  its  site ; because 
of  its  healthfulness  and  comfortable  cli- 
mate, especially  in  winter;  because  its  in- 
terests are  already  in  the  hands  of  enter- 
prising and  intelligent  people;  but  chiefly 
on  account  of  the  inducements  which  it 
offers  to  manufacturers. 

The  Spokane  River  at  the  falls  comes 
sweeping  down,  a clear,  full-bodied,  power- 
ful stream  more  than  a hundred  feet  wide, 
and  it  goes  crashing  in  a short  series  of  mag- 
nificent cascades  down  three  ledges,  mea- 
suring together  150  feet.  Few  cataracts  in 
the  wide  world  are  more  splendid  in  their 
snowy,  tumultuous  beauty  than  this— a 
glory  no  device  of  men  can  ever  destroy, 
as  has  been  done  at  St.  Anthony.  But 
the  grand  picture  of  the  falls  is  not  the 
claim  they  make  upon  us  for  prophecy; 
it  is  the  power  in  this  swift  and  easily 
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harnessed  water  to  turn  mill-wheels.  At 
Spokane  Falls  will  rise  the  manufacturing 
town  that  the  wide  farming  population  of 
the  plateaus  of  the  Columbia  and  Spokane 


must  soon*  make  necessary,  and  about  it 
will  cluster  the  most  solidly  constituted 
and  agreeable  society  to  be  found  “east  of 
the  mountains.” 


THE  HERO  OF  THE  TOWER. 


Long  time  ago,  when  Austria  was  young, 
There  came  a herald  to  Vienna’s  gates. 
Bidding  the  city  fling  them  open  wide 
Upon  a certain  day;  for  then  the  king 
Would  enter,  with  his  shining  retinue. 

Forthwith  the  busy  streets  were  pleasure- 
paths; 

And  that  which  seemed  but  now  a field  of 
toil, 

With  weeds  of  turbulence  and  tricky  greed, 
Flashed  into  gardens  blooming  full  of  flowers. 
Beauty  blushed  deeper,  now  the  rising  sun 
Of  royalty  upon  it  was  to  shine; 

Wealth  cast  its  nets  of  tinsel  and  of  gold 
To  catch  the  kingly  eye;  and  wisdom  merged 
Itself  into  the  terms  of  an  address. 

Which  the  old  Mayor  sat  up  nights  to  learn 
(A  needy  poet  wrote  the  same  for  him). 

No  maiden  fluttered  through  the  narrow  streets 
That  pondered  not  what  ribbons  she  should 
wear; 

No  window  on  the  long  procession’s  route 
But  had  its  tenants  long  engaged  ahead. 

But  the  old  sexton  of  St.  Joseph’s  Church 
Moped  dull  and  sulky  through  the  smiling 
crowd, 

A blot  upon  the  city’s  pleasure-page. 

“ What  runs  wrong  with  you,  uncle?”  was  the 
cry — 

“You  who  have  been  the  very  youngest  boy 
Of  all  the  old  men  that  the  city  had, 

Who  loved  processions  more  than  perquisites, 
And  rolled  a gala  day  beneath  your  tongue — 
What  rheumatism  has  turned  that  temper 
lame? 

Speak  up,  and  make  your  inward  burden 
ours.” 

The  old  man  slowly  walked  until  he  came 
Unto  the  market-place,  then  feebly  stopped, 
As  if  to  talk;  and  a crowd  gathered  soon, 

As  men  will  when  a man  has  things  to  say. 
And  thus  he  spoke:  “For  fifty  years  and 
more 

I have  been  sexton  of  St.  Joseph’s  Church. 

St.  Joseph’s  would  have  fared  ill  but  for  me. 
And  though  my  friend  the  priest  may  smile 
at  this. 

And  wink  at  you  an  unbelieving  eye, 


My  office  shines  in  heaven  as  well  as  his. 
Although  it  was  not  mine  to  make  the  church 
Godly,  I kept  it  clean,  and  that  stands  next 
If  I have  broke  one  circle  of  my  sphere, 

Let  some  one  with  straight  finger  trace  it  out. 

“And  no  procession  in  these  fifty  years 
Has  marched  the  streets  with  aught  like  kingly 
tread. 

But  on  the  summit  of  St.  Joseph’s  spire 
I stood  erect  and  waved  a welcome-flag, 

With  scanty  resting-place  beneath  my  feet, 

And  the  wild  breezes  clutching  at  my  beard. 

It  took  some  nerve  to  stand  so  near  to  heaven 
And  fling  abroad  its  colors.  Try  it,  priest 

“But  I am  old;  most  of  my  manhood’s  fire 
Is  choked  in  cold  white  ashes ; and  my  nerves 
Tremble  in  every  zephyr  like  the  leaves. 

What  can  I do? — the  flag  must  not  be  missed 
From  the  cathedral’s  summit.  I’ve  no  son. 

Or  he  should  bear  the  banner,  or  my  curse. 

I have  a daughter:  she  shall  wave  the  flag! 

“ And  this  is  how  my  girl  shall  wave  the 
flag. 

Ten  suitors  has  she;  and  the  valiant  one 
Who,  strong  of  heart  and  will,  can  climb  that 
perch, 

And  do  what  I so  many  times  have  done, 

Shall  take  her  hand  from  mine  at  his  descent. 
Speak  up,  Vienna  lads!  and  recollect 
How  much  of  loveliness  faint  heart  e’er  won.” 

Then  there  was  clamor  in  the  callow  breasts 
Of  the  Vienna  youth;  for  she  was  far 
The  sweetest  blossom  of  that  city’s  vines. 

Many  a youngster's  eye  climbed  furtively 
Where  the  frail  spire-tip  trembled  in  the  breeze, 
Then  wandered  to  the  cot  wherein  she  dwelt; 
But  none  spoke  up,  till  Gabriel  Petersheim, 
Whose  ear  this  proclamation  strange  had 
reached, 

Came  rushing  through  the  crowd,  and  boldly 
said: 

“I  am  your  daughter’s  suitor,  and  the  one 
She  truly  loves;  but  scarce  can  gain  a smile 
Until  I win  her  father’s  heart  as  well; 

And  you,  old  man?  have  frowned  on  me,  and 
said 
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I was  too  young,  too  frivolous,  too  wild. 

And  had  not  manhood  worthy  of  her  hand. 
Mark  me  to-morrow  as  I mount  yon  spire, 
And  mention,  when  I bring  the  flag  to  you, 
Whether  ’twas  ever  waved  more  gloriou8ly.,, 

And  thus  the  old  man  answered:  “Climb 
your  way; 

And  if  a senseful  breeze  should  push  you  off, 
And  break  that  raw  and  somewhat  worthless 
neck, 

I can  not  greatly  mourn;  but  climb  your  way, 
And  you  shall  have  the  girl  if  you  succeed.” 

High  on  the  giddy  pinnacle  next  day 
Waited  the  youth;  but  not  till  evening’s  sun 
Marched  from  the  western  gates,  that  tardy 
king 

Rode  past  the  church.  And  though  young 
Gabriel’s  nerves 

Were  weakened  by  fatigue  and  want  of  food, 
He  pleased  the  people’s  and  the  monarch’s 
eye, 

And  flashed  a deeper  thrill  of  love  through 
one 

Who  turned  her  sweet  face  often  up  to  him, 
And  whose  true  heart  stood  with  him  on  the 
tower. 

Now,  when  the  kingly  pageant  all  had 
passed, 

He  folded  up  the  flag,  and  with  proud  smiles 
And  prouder  heart  prepared  him  to  descend. 
But  the  small  trap-door  through  which  he  had 
crept 

Had  by  some  rival’s  hand  been  barred!  and  he, 
With,  but  a hand-breadth’s  space  where  he 
might  cling, 

Was  left  alone  to  live  there,  or  to  die. 

Guessing  the  truth,  or  shadow  of  the  truth, 
He  smiled  at  first,  and  said:  “Well,  let  them 
voice 

Their  jealousy  by  such  a paltry  trick! 

They  laugh  an  hour;  my  laugh  will  longer  be! 
Their  joke  will  soon  be  dead,  and  I released.” 
But  an  hour,  and  two  others,  slowly  came, 
And  then  he  murmured:  “This  is  no  boy’s 
sport; 

It  is  a silent  signal,  which  means  ‘Death l’” 

He  shouted,  but  no  answer  came  to  him, 
Not  even  an  echo,  on  that  lofty  perch. 

He  waved  his  hands  in  mute  entreaty,  but 
The  darkness  crept  between  him  and  his 
friends. 

A half-hour  seemed  an  age,  and  still  he 
clung. 

He  looked  down  at  the  myriad  city  lights. 
Twinkling  like  stars  upon  * a lowlier  sky, 

And  prayed:  “O  blessed  city  of  my  birth, 


In  which  full  many  I love,  and  one  o’er-well, 
Or  I should  not  be  feebly  clinging  here, 

Is  there  not  ’mongst  those  thousands  one  kind 
heart 

To  help  me?  or  must  I come  back  to  you 
Crashing  my  way  through  grim,  untimely 
death?” 

Rich  sounds  of  mirth  came  faintly — but  no 
help. 

Another  hour  went  by,  and  still  he  clung. 
He  braced  himself  against  the  rising  breeze, 
And  wrapped  the  flag  around  his  shivering 
form, 

And  thus  he  prayed  unto  the  merry  winds: 
“O  breeze,  you  bear  no  tales  of  truer  love 
Than  I can  give  you  at  this  lonely  height! 
Tell  but  my  danger  to  the  heart  I serve, 

And  she  will  never  rest  till  I am  free!” 

The  winds  pressed  hard  against  him  as  he 
clung, 

And  well-nigh  wrenched  him  from  that  scanty 
hold, 

But  made  no  answer  to  the  piteous  plea. 

Hour  after  hour  went  by,  and  still  he  held— 
Weak,  dizzy,  reeling — to  his  narrow  perch. 

It  was  a clear  and  queenly  summer  night; 
And  every  star  seemed  hanging  from  the  sky. 
As  if  ’twere  bending  down  to  look  at  him. 
And  thus  he  prayed  to  the  far-shining  stars: 
“O  million  worlds,  peopled  perhaps  like  this, 
Can  you  not  see  me,  clinging  helpless  here? 
Can  you  not  flash  a message  to  some  eye, 

Or  throw  your  influence  on  some  friendly 
brain 

To  rescue  me?”  A million  sweet-eyed  stars 
Gave  smiles  to  the  beseecher,  but  no  help. 

And  so  the  long  procession  of  the  night 
Marched  slowly  by,  and  each  scarce  hour  was 
hailed 

By  the  great  clock  beneath;  and  still  he  clung 
Unto  the  frail  preserver  of  his  life. 

And  held,  not  for  his  life,  but  for  his  love — 
Held  while  the  spiteful  breezes  wrenched  at 
him; 

Held  while  the  chills  of  midnight  crept  through 
him; 

While  Hope  and  Fear  made  him  their  battle- 
ground, 

And  ravaged  fiercely  through  his  heart  and 
brain. 

He  moaned,  he  wept,  he  prayed  again;  he 
prayed — 

Grown  desperate  and  half-raving  in  his  woe — 
To  everything  in  earth,  or  air,  or  sky: 

To  the  fair  streets,  now  still  and  silent  grown; 
To  the  cold  roofs,  now  stretched  ’twixt  him 
and  help; 

To  the  dumb,  distant  hills  that  heedless  slept; 
To  the  white  clouds  that  slowly  fluttered  past; 
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To  his  lost  mother  in  the  sky  above; 

And  then  he  prayed  to  God. 

About  that  time 
The  maiden  dreamed  she  saw  her  lover,  faint, 
Clinging  for  life;  and  with  a scream  uprose, 
And  rushed  to  the  old  sexton's  yielding  door, 
Granting  no  peace  to  him  until  he  ran 
To  find  the  truth,  and  give  the  boy  release. 

An  hour  ere  sunrise  he  came  feebly  down, 
Grasping  the  flag,  and  claiming  his  fair  prize. 
But  what  a wreck  to  win  a blooming  girl! 
His  cheeks  were  wrinkled,  and  of  yellow  hue. 
His  eyes  were  sunken,  and  his  curling  hair 
Gleamed  white  as  snow  upon  the  distant  Alps. 


But  the  young  maiden  clasped  his  weary 
head 

In  her  white  arms,  and  soothed  him  like  a 
child; 

And  said,  14  You  lived  a life  of  woe  for  me 

Up  on  the  spire,  and  now  look  old  enough 

Even  to  please  my  father;  but  soon  I 

Will  nurse  you  back  into  your  youth  again.” 

And  soon  the  tower  bells  sung  his  wedding 
song. 

The  old -young  man  was  happy;  and  they 
both, 

Cheered  by  the  well-earned  bounty  of  the 
king. 

Lived  many  years  within  Vienna’s  gates. 


GEORGE 

THE  death  of  George  Fuller  occurred  in 
the  most  interesting  period  of  his  ar- 
tistic career.  He  had  developed  his  meth- 
od of  painting  so  far  as  to  be  able  to  ex- 
press with  much  more  accuracy  than  at 
any  previous  stage  of  his  progress  that 
peculiar  effect  of  light  and  atmosphere 
which  excited  his  imagination  and  tempt- 
ed his  brush ; he  had  attained  a skill  in 
rendering  the  finest  qualities  of  expression 
in  the  human  face  which  has  not  been 
equalled  in  the  history  of  art  in  this  coun- 
try. He  was  one  of  the  few  painters  of 
modern  times  who  have  kept  young  in 
art  while  they  have  advanced  in  years. 
At  his  death  the  conditions  of  progress 
were  apparently  as  vital  and  as  sound  in 
him  as  in  any  youth  who  thumbs  his  first 
palette.  Like  Corot,  he  developed  slowly 
and  ripened  late  in  life;  like  Millet,  his 
love  for  art  and  his  singleness  of  purpose 
only  strengthened  as  he  grew  older;  like 
all  great  painters,  his  art  was  his  life,  and 
strongly  reflected  his  personality.  To  fully 
understand  Fuller  as  a painter  it  is  neces- 
sary to  keep  in  mind  the  conditions  under 
which  he  pursued  his  profession.  If  we 
take  into  consideration  his  surroundings, 
if  we  properly  gauge  the  influences  to 
which  he  was  subjected,  then  much  that 
seems  hesitating  and  uncertain  i\ ^ his 
methods  will  be  accounted  for  as  necessa- 
ry phases  of  his  development,  and  we 
shall  gain  a more  just  estimate  of  his 
strength  as  a painter  and  his  character  as 
a man.  It  was  a common  remark  among 
his  friends  that  in  any  other  country  he 
would  long  ago  have  been  honored  as  a 


FULLER. 

master  in  the  profession.  It  is  undoubt- 
edly true  that  in  a community  where  art- 
ists, as  a class,  have  more  popular  distinc- 
tion than  they  have  here,  Fuller  would 
have  found  at  a much  earlier  point  in  his 
career  an  appreciative  audience,  and  he 
would  have  had  a wider  influence  with 
his  art  than  he  has  had.  Not  that  every 
painter  of  marked  individuality  is  speed- 
ily recognized  even  in  the  novelty-hunting 
French  artistic  circles,  but  the  quality  of 
human  interest  and  the  personal  charm 
in  Fuller’s  work  are  too  eloquent  not  to 
have  been  deeply  felt  in  any  society  sus- 
ceptible to  artistic  impressions.  The  in- 
dividuality of  his  work,  though  intense, 
was  never  revolutionary  in  character.  It 
did  not  oblige  the  spectator  to  lay  aside 
all  previous  predilections,  and  to  try  to 
analyze  the  charm  of  the  new  creations. 

It  did  not  attempt  the  glorification  of  the 
humble  and  the  uncouth,  nor  deal  with 
any  problems  beyond  the  scope  of  the  ob- 
server gifted  with  ordinary  intelligence. 

His  art  was  grounded  in  the  poetry  of  ev- 
ery-day life.  It  was  not  based  upon  any 
peculiarities  of  social  condition,  and  it 
made  no  appeal  for  recognition  through 
the  dramatic  emotions.  He  has  built  his 
own  temple  out  of  fine  materials,  and  it  is 
because  he  has  chosen  the  rarest  textures 
from  among  the  mass  of  superficially  at- 
tractive material  ready  to  his  hand  that 
his  individuality  deserves  such  honor. 

Fuller  passed  his  early  life  in  a New 
England  village.  To  any  one  who  has 
experienced  the  artistic  dearth  and  deso- 
lation of  the  American  country  town  re- 
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mote  from  a commercial  centre,  this  fact 
is  a significant  one.  Most  painters  readi- 
ly trace  the  beginning  of  their  artistic  im- 
pulse to  childish  impressions,  and  in  coun- 
tries where  the  churches  and  the  public 
buildings  popularize  the  art  of  an  old  civ- 
ilization the  taste  for  art  is  insensibly  fos- 
tered and  is  naturally  developed.  It  is  an 
impossibility  in  most  European  countries 
for  a youth  to  receive  a good  education 
and  reach  man’s  estate  without  ever  hav- 
ing been  brought  in  contact  with  a single 
serious  work  of  art.  Here  it  has  been  not 
only  a possible,  but  even  a common,  expe- 
rience. At  the  time  when  Fuller  began 
his  art  education  the  foundation  of  that  ir- 
regular system  of  art  schools  which  has 
overspread  the  country  since  the  Centen- 
nial Exhibition  was  not  even  thought  of, 
and  whatever  training  he  had  in  the  rudi- 
ments of  his  profession  was  at  the  best  but 
meagre  and  insufficient.  A short  trip 
abroad  helped  in  a measure  to  supply  the 
deficiency  of  instruction  at  home,  but,  un- 
like most  Americans  who  pursue  their 
studies  abroad,  he  did  not  identify  him- 
self with  any  of  the  schools  then  in  vogue. 
He  is  known  to  have  been  much  impressed 
by  the  old  masters,  and  particularly,  per- 
haps, by  the  works  of  Correggio,  whose  del- 
icacy of  sentiment  and  refinement  of  col- 
or appealed  to  his  feelings  more  than  the 
stronger  and  more  masculine  productions 
of  other  Italian  painters.  But  he  revered 
all  the  old  masters  with  an  intensity  of 
feeling  almost  amounting  to  worship,  and 
when  he  came  home  after  a study  of  them 
he  was  so  filled  with  the  spirit  of  the  large 
purpose  of  their  art  that  the  influence  nev- 
er left  him. 

During  the  period  of  his  residence  in 
New  York  he  received  but  slender  en- 
couragement. The  circle  of  art -lovers 
was  then  very  small,  and  the  interest 
manifested  in  the  productions  of  local 
artists  was  comparatively  insignificant. 
Fuller  had,  besides,  none  of  the  pushing 
qualities  which  were  often  necessary  to  se- 
cure recognition.  But  in  all  probability, 
notwithstanding  the  unpretentious  char- 
acter of  the  work  he  then  produced,  he 
would  have  made  himself  a place  as  a por- 
trait painter  if  he  had  stuck  to  his  easel, 
and  had  persistently  pursued  his  studies. 
He,  however,  after  a short  stay  in  the  me- 
tropolis, gave  up  his  studio,  betook  him- 
self to  his  native  town,  and  devoted  the 
larger  part  of  his  time  and  attention  to 
farming.  It  is  a mistake  to  suppose  that 


he  was  influenced  to  take  this  step  solely 
by  the  want  of  success  he  met  with  in 
New  York.  He  was  not  making  money, 
it  is  true,  but  he  would  probably  have  con- 
tinued the  fight  if  the  death  of  his  father 
had  not  happened  at  that  time.  He  felt 
called  to  return  to  his  country  home  to 
endeavor  to  fill  the  responsible  place  of 
head  of  the  family  and  manager  of  the 
farm.  It  was  an  act  so  characteristic  of 
the  man  that  we  can  not  criticise  the  mo- 
tives of  it,  although  we  must  regret  the 
cause  of  the  apparent  desertion  of  his  pro- 
fession. One  of  the  articles  of  his  creed 
was  that  an  artist  should  first  of  all  be  a 
man.  His  life  shows  how  well  he  acted  up 
to  this  principle.  In  sacrificing  his  own 
immediate  interests  for  the  good  of  others 
he  was  satisfied  that  he  performed  his  first 
duty,  and  we  find  him  directing  the  op- 
erations of  a country  farm  with  the  same 
enthusiasm  that  he  carried  on  a studio. 

The  facility  with  which  he  exchanged 
the  brush  for  the  plough-handle  is  essen- 
tially characteristic  of  a typical  American. 
It  is  a common  reproach  to  our  mechanics 
that  they  are  jacks  of  all  trades;  to  our 
doctors  that  they  are  surgeons,  physicians, 
and  professors  at  the  same  time;  to  the 
members  of  the  legal  profession  that  they 
are  solicitors,  lawyers,  and  politicians  in 
one.  It  seems  to  be  a condition  of  our  civ- 
ilization that  we  shall  be  able  to  do  more 
than  one  thing,  be  it  well  or  ill.  Indeed, 
specialties  in  professions  are  with  us  quite 
a recent  innovation.  This  state  of  things 
is,  I believe,  partly  the  heritage  of  our 
early  struggles  in  the  settlement  and  civ- 
ilization of  the  country,  the  remote  echo 
of  that  personal  independence  and  self-re- 
liance which  the  necessities  of  existence 
developed  in  our  ancestors.  But  Puritans 
and  pioneers,  however  useful  they  may 
have  been  in  founding  the  institutions 
which  make  the  country  what  it  is,  are 
not  harmonious  factors  in  the  develop- 
ment of  an  art-loving  community.  This 
fatal  facility  for  acquiring  a trade  or  a 
profession,  this  adaptability  to  circum- 
stances, is  one  of  the  greatest  drawbacks 
to  the  production  of  serious,  thoughtful, 
intense  work  in  any  sphere  of  life.  This 
same  facility  is  also  the  cause  of  that  su- 
perficiality of  acquirement  which  is  the 
well-merited  reproach  to  the  artistic  pro- 
fession in  this  country.  The  glamour  of 
skillful  technique  and  the  temptation  of 
easy  production  preoccupy  the  attention 
of  the  artist,  and  confine  his  thoughts  to 
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the  narrow  limits  of  his  immediate  occu- 
pation. This  preoccupation  leaves  him 
without  impulse  or  inclination  to  pursue 
those  collateral  branches  of  study  which 
are  quite  as  necessary  to  the  full  develop- 
ment of  the  artist  as  are  others  which  re- 
late directly  to  the  production  of  pictures. 
But  while  this  facility,  if  undirected,  is 
unfavorable  to  the  productions  of  great 
works  of  any  kind,  and  especially  of  im- 
aginative works,  it  may  be  turned  into  the 
strongest  element  of  real  success  by  mak- 
ing use  of  it  as  a means,  and  not  relying 
on  it  as  an  end.  Fuller  did  exactly  this, 
although  it  cost  him  great  and  continuous 
effort.  He,  improbable  as  it  would  seem 
from  an  examination  of  his  later  and  fin- 
ished works,  had  a good  share  of  the  in- 
nate Yankee  skill  in  the  use  of  materials. 
Precision  of  touch  and  a rigid  method  of 
treatment,  amounting  almost  to  conven- 
tionality, are  seen  in  some  of  his  earlier 
works,  and  may  be  sometimes  traced  even 
in  his  late  productions.  But  he  regarded 
facility  as  a jeopardy  to  all  good  art,  and 
despising  the  qualities  obtained  by  manual 
skill  and  adroitness,  he  was  satisfied  only 
with  the  exhaustive  results  which  follow 
intense  study  and  severe  labor. 

Although  his  sojourn  of  fifteen  of  the 
best  years  of  his  life  on  a country  farm 
would  appear  to  have  been  fatal  to  his 
progress  in  art,  yet,  on  the  contrary,  it 
doubtless  had  a beneficial  effect  on  him. 
He  did  not  by  any  means  wholly  throw 
up  his  chosen  work,  although  the  duties 
of  a farmer’s  life  prevented  any  continu- 
ous application  to  painting.  It  was  dur- 
ing this  sojourn  in  the  country  that  he 
was  able  to  accomplish  what  perhaps 
would  have  been  impossible  if  he  had  de- 
pended on  his  painting  for  his  support — 
the  development  of  a method  by  which  he 
could  express  his  appreciation  of  the  charm 
in  mysterious  effect  of  light,  and  his  acute 
sense  of  beauty  of  form. 

He  painted  many  landscapes,  a num- 
ber of  beautiful  heads,  and  was  evidently 
occupied  with  the  study  of  certain  effects 
and  compositions  which  afterward  ap- 
peared in  completed  pictures.  Naturally 
enough,  his  isolation  only  served  to  crys- 
tallize his  ideas  of  art  in  general.  Quite 
outside  the  influence  of  the  different 
schools  which  have  dragged  our  artists 
and  our  public  hither  and  thither,  he 
went  on  in  his  own  way,  and  put  his  own 
personality  in  his  works.  It  is  very  in- 
teresting to  trace  the  effect  on  his  art  of 


this  intimate  study  of  nature.  He  was 
evidently  more  vividly  impressed  by  the 
quality  of  sunlight  than  by  anything  else, 
and  in  his  successive  attempts  to  realize 
this  impression  upon  canvas  he  gradually 
left  behind  altogether  the  rigid  treatment 
which  was  the  residual  of  his  early  train- 
ing, and  sought  more  and  more  to  give 
the  truth  of  effect  without  regard  to  how 
this  truth  was  obtained.  The  quality  of 
solidity  and  relief,  which  was  a strong 
element  in  his  early  work,  now  became 
modified,  and  was  sometimes  almost  lost 
in  the  endeavor  to  secure  more  subtle 
truths.  We  thus  find  during  his  coun- 
try life  a constant  and  distinct  progres- 
sion toward  refinement.  If  he  had  not 
had  this  opportunity  for  self- develop- 
ment, it  is  difficult  to  surmise  the  direc- 
tion which  his  progress  would  have  tak- 
en, because  his  extreme  sensitiveness  to 
impressions  would  undoubtedly  have  in- 
sensibly directed  his  endeavor  to  meet  the 
demands  of  recognized  taste. 

When  he  appeared  in  public  for  the 
second  time,  about  eight  years  ago,  he 
came  forward  with  a method,  a way  of 
looking  at  nature,  an  intention,  entirely 
his  own,  no  more  to  be  copied  or  to  be  im- 
itated than  any  strongly  individual  paint- 
er who  has  preceded  him.  In  the  first 
place,  he  showed  himself  a colorist;  not 
an  adjuster  of  brilliant  harmonies,  nor  an 
inventor  of  startling  contrasts,  but  a col- 
orist in  the  best  sense  of  the  term,  finding 
beauty  of  color  in  the  commonest  mate- 
rial, selecting  combinations  sober  in  tone, 
but  rich  and  full  in  quality.  He  was 
never  satisfied  with  an  accidental  sugges- 
tion of  color,  and  rarely  stopped  short  of 
a complete  rendering  of  the  quality  he 
sought.  In  the  second  place,  he  showed 
himself  a draughtsman,  for  he  preserved 
all  the  large  lines  of  the  forms,  while  sac- 
rificing the  minor  details  to  the  beauty  of 
the  whole.  Lastly,  he  showed  himself  an 
imaginative  painter,  for  he  rejected  all 
facts  which  interfered  with  his  rendering 
of  the  impression  he  had  in  his  mind. 
The  soul  of  his  art  was  selection.  His 
common  remark  was  that  art  is  cosmo- 
politan, that  neither  school  nor  national- 
ity should  govern  an  artist  in  his  work, 
but  his  own  choice  of  what  is  beautiful 
in  nature  should  be  his  school.  In  the 
works  of  the  old  masters  he  found  the 
doctrine  fully  exemplified.  Each  of  them, 
he  reasoned,  chose  what  most  attracted 
him,  and  clung  to  that  as  the  only  thing 
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worth  painting.  His  method  of  painting 
was  directed  by  this  conviction,  which 
the  long  opportunity  for  quiet  study  and 
contemplation  of  nature  strengthened  and 
fixed  in  his  mind.  He  loved  in  a land- 
scape that  quality  of  sunlight  which 
unites  all  objects  in  a warm  glow,  softens 
the  lines,  fills  the  shadows  with  mysteri- 
ous forms,  and  glorifies  the  earth  with 
palpitating  color.  For  him  there  was  no 
immediate  foreground : he  chose  an  effect 
which  carried  the  composition  far  beyond 
the  frame.  He  did  not  consider  it  worth 
while  to  attempt  to  represent  the  com- 
monplace actuality  of  foreground  objects, 
for  that  diverted  the  attention  from  the 
charm  of  the  effect.  He  painted  his  land- 
scapes with  the  same  exalted  feelings  that 
possess  one  at  the  sight  of  the  glories  of 
a sunset  or  the  loveliness  of  an  Indian 
summer  day. 

He  argued  and  proved  by  his  work  that 
in  the  presence  of  a sublime  effect  all  de- 
tail which  does  not  emphasize  a great  fact 
is  overlooked  or  forgotten.  He  threw  over 
his  landscapes  an  atmosphere  which  gave 
them  a bewitching  charm  of  mystery,  and 
concealed  none  of  the  beauty  of  line  or  the 
contrast  of  masses.  His  figures  have  the 
same  warm  glow  thrown  about  them  which 
covers  the  landscape  in  which  they  stand. 
They  thus  become  a part  of  the  harmoni- 
ous whole,  retire  from  the  first  plane,  and 
lose  the  gross  and  commonplace  aspect  of 
foreground  objects.  From  the  persistency 
with  which  Fuller  studied  this  peculiar  ef- 
fect he  was,  of  course,  often  charged  with 
affectation.  The  same  charge  is  always 
made  against  a painter  who  diligently  pur- 
sues a favorite  theme.  Corot’s  effects  have 
been  both  sneered  at  and  accepted.  Fuller 
chose  another  and  equally  attractive  effect 
of  light,  and  studied  it  with  an  astonishing- 
ly parallel  result.  Take  for  a good  exam- 
ple of  figures  and  landscape  the  “ Turkey 
Pasture  in  Kentucky.”  No  one  would 
think  of  calling  this  a realistic  landscape, 
because  we  have,  by  common  usage,  con- 
fined that  adjective  to  the  description  of 
the  representation  of  the  most  common- 
place objects  of  nature.  But,  at  the  same 
time,  no  one  familiar  with  the  country  can 
look  at  this  picture  without  experiencing 
the  glow  of  the  delightful  memory  of  some 
similar  effect.  The  broad,  broken  field 
dotted  with  figures,  and  the  dark  masses 
of  the  birds  with  burnished  backs,  the  dis- 
tant, irregular  silhouette  of  trees  against 
the  sky,  the  sky  itself  feathery  and  soft  in 


texture,  and  over  all  that  pervading  and 
harmonizing  veil  of  rich  but  softened  sun- 
light, suggesting  not  only  the  heat  but  the 
hum  of  a summer  day,  when  all  the  insect 
world  is  busy,  and  the  earth  seems  to  open 
its  pores  and  store  up  the  warmth  of  the 
sunlight  and  the  wealth  of  its  color.  The 
same  principles  which  governed  his  selec- 
tion of  effect  of  light  directed  his  choice 
of  type  and  expression  in  his  heads.  He 
placed  before  him  an  urchin  from  the 
street.  If  there  was  a suggestion  of  re- 
finement in  the  type  of  face  or  in  the  ex- 
pression, Fuller  caught  it  and  put  it  down. 
He  never  painted  a brutal  head.  If  he 
saw  brutality,  he  did  not  like  it,  and  would 
not  represent  it.  He  believed  the  province 
of  art  was  to  call  attention  to  the  beauties 
of  nature,  not  to  insist  upon  the  defects, 
the  deformities,  and  the  vulgarities  of  man 
or  landscape.  His  street  urchin  on  can- 
vas remains  a street  urchin  still,  but  he 
has  a gentle  expression,  such  as  will  some- 
times be  caught  on  the  veriest  of  vaga- 
bonds, and  the  sunburned  skin  affords  an 
opportunity  for  rich  and  glowing  color, 
not  an  excuse  for  the  imitation  of  the  re- 
pulsive condition  of  human  flesh.  In  his 
studies  of  girlhood  Fuller  has  fixed  the 
loveliest  expression  of  innocence  and  hap- 
piness that  has  ever  been  put  on  canvas. 
In  his  idealized  heads  he  has  created  a 
type  of  beauty  thoroughly  natural  in  its 
character  and  individual  in  its  style,  and 
one  which  will  live  as  a representative  im- 
pression of  the  feminine  beauty  of  the  pre- 
sent day.  In  this  type  he  has  combined 
the  choice  elements  of  innocence  and  sim- 
plicity of  character,  and  has  given  us  a re- 
fined and  sweet  country  maiden,  full  of 
health  and  youthful  vigor,  and  rich  in  the 
promise  of  perfect  womanhood. 

“Winifred  Dysart”  will  always  remain 
in  the  mind  of  every  one  who  has  felt  the 
graceful  charm  of  her  presence  as  a unique 
type  of  the  loveliness  of  maidenhood. 
The  picture  is  simplicity  itself.  The  life- 
size  figure  of  a girl,  with  her  arms  hang- 
ing by  her  side,  stands  in  a spacious  land- 
scape facing  the  spectator.  Not  even  the 
suggestion  of  an  incident  gives  interest  to 
the  subject.  In  the  bewitching  sweetness 
of  the  face,  in  the  girlish  grace  of  the  fig- 
ure, and  in  the  wonderful  delicacy  of  the 
color  there  is  united  such  elements  of  real 
beauty  and  such  a wealth  of  artistic  ex- 
pression that  the  spectator  is  first  attract- 
ed, then  absorbed  and  elevated,  by  its  con- 
templation. Common  realism,  even  in  its 
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greatest  perfection,  has  no  such  power  to 
invest  its  creations  with  persphal  interest 
and  impressiveness.  In  “Winifred  Dy- 
sart,r  Fuller  has  succeeded  in  rendering 
much  of  the  strength  of  his  own  impres- 
sion, and  thus  through  his  work  he  is  able 
to  conuiiuuicate  some  of  the  contagion  of 
his  own  appreciation  of  beauty.  In Other 
pictures  he  has  given  much  of  the  .same 
quality  of  loveliness,  but  in  none  1ms  ho 
reached  the  height  of  expression  which  is 
found  in  “Winifred  Itysart '*  In  his 
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latest  work,  “ Arctium,”  he  lias  extended 
to  the  female  figure  the  same  sense  of  per- 
fection of  form  and  refinement  of  color 
which  lie  has  stri  ven  for  in  his  heads.  No 
more  chaste  and  poetical  rendering  of  the 
figure  has  been  seen  in  modern  times. 

Fuller  doubtless  often  failed  with  his 
ywrt  rails  to  satisfy  the  requirements  of  or- 
dinary portraiture,  because  he  could  not 
la i content  with  the  superficial  imitation 
of  flesh,  feature,  or  test  urea,  What  he 
attempted  and  usually  succeeded  in  doing 
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was  to  represent  his  sitters  under  the  best 
aspect  which  his  observation  and  imagi- 
nation suggested.  Of  absolute  realism  in 
his  portraits  there  is  little ; of  accurate  im- 
itation of  the  details  of  form  and  color 
there  is  also  little:  but  there  is,  what  is 
very  much  better,  a masterly  generaliza- 
tion of  the  characteristic  traits  of  the  sit- 
ter. A portrait  which  has  this  quality  is 
not  less  an  accurate  representation  be- 
cause it  happens  not  to  be  a commonplace 
one.  It  is  this  quality  which  has  made 
the  portraits  of  the  old  masters  live  as 
models  for  all  future  painters,  and  it  is 
the  lack  of  this  which  makes  the  ordinary 
portrait  no  more  valuable  as  a likeness 
than  the  photograph. 

I have  said  enough  to  show  what  a 
broad  purpose  Fuller  had  in  his  art,  and  I 
have  given  a hint  of  the  strength  of  the 
personality  he  put  into  everything  he 
touched.  Of  course  he  could  not  have  ar- 
rived at  his  way  of  looking  at  the  large 
facts  of  nature  unless  he  had  cultivated 
his  mind  by  the  study  of  the  world  out- 
side the  narrow  workshop  where  material 
imitation  is  often  the  sole  end.  He  was 
familiar  with  all  subjects  which  furnish 
food  for  a vigorous  intellect.  From  his- 
tory, religion,  politics,  and  social  science 
he  always  derived  support  for  the  princi- 
ples which  governed  his  painting,  as  they 
did  his  life,  and  he  had  a way  of  general- 
izing on  the  questions  of  the  day  which  is 
remembered  by  his  friends  as  a prominent 
feature  in  his  familiar  conversation. 

It  will  be  readily  understood  why  he 
never  took  any  pupils,  nor  made  any  de- 
cided attempts  to  influence  the  production 
of  art  in  the  community  in  which  he  lived. 
His  way  of  working  could  not  be  impart- 
ed with  profit  to  the  student,  because  it 
was  suited  to  the  temperament  of  the  mas- 
ter alone.  The  one  lesson  he  felt  im- 
pelled to  teach  was  the  great  lesson  of 
choice,  and  this  he  could  best  show  in  his 
own  works.  The  only  painter  who  has 
been  of  late  years  closely  associated  with 
Fuller  is  Mr.  J.  J.  Enneking,  of  Boston, 
and  in  their  friendship  there  was  as  much 
of  the  relation  of  master  and  pupil  as 
was  possible  to  one  of  Fuller's  ideas  in 
art.  Although  he  did  not  have  the  en- 
thusiastic and  admiring  circle  of  students 
around  him  that  the  late  William  M.  Hunt 
had,  Fuller's  influence  was  far  from  insig- 
nificant. He  had  a conspicuous  follow- 
ing of  the  younger  men  in  the  profession, 
who  gave  him  what  was  denied  by  his 


contemporaries  in  years— membership  in 
their  artistic  organization,  and  an  honored 
place  in  the  annual  exhibition.  To  them 
must  be  given  the  credit  of  recognizing 
the  vital  qualities  of  his  work. 

It  is  impossible  to  adequately  represent 
Fuller’s  pictures  through  the  medium  of 
engraving,  but  Mr.  Closson,  whose  long 
intimacy  with  the  artist  has  made  him 
familiar  with  his  methods,  has  interpreted 
several  of  the  paintings  as  perfectly  as  the 
material  will  allow.  The  charm  of  line 
and  the  mystery  of  the  effect  are  there,  but 
of  course  the  great  beauty  and  delicacy  of 
the  color  can  not  be  more  than  suggested. 

It  may  not  be  out  of  place  to  add,  in  clos- 
ing, that  Fuller’s  method  of  flesh-painting, 
the  peculiarity  of  which  consisted  largely 
in  the  harmonizing  of  textures  and  tones 
by  the  use  of  the  brush-handle,  was  not  by 
any  means  confined  to  him,  although  he 
has  made  more  frequent  use  of  it  than  any 
one  else.  His  ordinary  mode  of  proced- 
ure in  the  case  of  a portrait  was  to  make  a 
realistic  study  during  the  sitting,  and  aft- 
er the  sitter  went  away  to  eliminate  all  the 
unnecessary  details,  and  refine  the  form 
and  color.  As  may  bo  seen  by  an  exam- 
ination of  the  work  of  his  life,  he  found  it 
as  easy  to  make  the  commonplace  realistic 
study  as  any  one  else.  This  study  he 
considered  but  the  means  toward  produ- 
cing the  end  he  had  in  view ; that  is,  the 
realization  of  the  high  ideas  he  cherished. 

The  lesson  of  Fuller’s  life  is  just  what 
we  need  now.  We  are  in  the  secondary 
stage  of  artistic  development  in  this  coun- 
try. We  are  painting  the  surface  of 
things.  Our  portraits  are  commonly 
masks,  our  pictures  deal  with  textures  and 
forms.  The  higher  fields  of  expression, 
of  composition,  of  beauty  in  art,  are  sel- 
dom occupied.  It  is  natural  that  this 
should  be  so.  It  has  been  so  in  the  history 
of  every  country  where  art  is  not  indige- 
nous, and  we  can  not  expect  to  do  better, 
with  all  our  education,  our  wealth,  and 
our  facilities  for  travel,  than  to  hasten 
the  progression  of  the  different  stages 
through  which  we  must  arrive  at  an  ap- 
preciation and  a cultivation  of  the  high- 
est in  art.  Fuller  was  the  forerunner  of 
a new  tendency  in  our  art,  which  is  as  sure 
to  continue  as  our  progress  in  art  is  cer- 
tain. He  has  turned  our  attention  from 
bric-a-brac,  from  pots  and  pans,  from  beg- 
gars and  rags,  and  has  made  us  look  for 
the  nobler  facts  in  nature.  To  have  done 
this  is  to  have  lived  to  some  purpose. 
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a light,  flourish,}',  eopi*fc'j 
ly  touch  that  takes  Hue 
hack  to  the  time  of  pow- 
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a good  fair  bit  that  was 
built  wbeh  the  Dutch  bad 
fin  architecture  of  their, 
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making  glorious  chap- 
ters of  history,  when 
their  Jlags  were  flying  iu 
every  clime,  anil  they 
were  good  hard  hitters 
by  sea  and  land. 

The  vague  exc itemenfc* 
huntitjg,  tfarf®  sight  see- 
ing tou rist  could  * *.slii’' 
the  Hhgtih  gtiMiLVll. /»!:«:» jit,' 
it  in  ft  good  hmg  heart- 
breaking d^  ami  forget 
ail  about  it  before  the 
next  itrmrmng,  and  lie 
-ready.-  ago i a for  a shUi- 
tar  dose  ; but  to  those 
who  have  an  interest  iu 
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say,  had  a cool  and  soothing*  effect  after  the 
glare  of  the  white  sand  and  white  cottages ; 
but  as  we  wended  our  way  under  the  dense 
over  arching  boughs  the  air  began  to 
strike  more  and  more  chill,  and  the  odor  of 
the  thick  mat  of  rotting  leaves  all  about 
became  more  pungent  and  wearisome.  I 
began  to  long  for  the  free  air  again. 

It  was  a blessed  relief  to  come  to  a quiet 
shady  village,  with  a quiet  little  inn,  fair 
in  the  warm  sunlight.  The  horse  was 
rested*  and  we  were  cheered  and  comfort- 
ed  by  a frugal  lunch,  indeed,  hut  it  seemed 
a regal  repast,  and  tmlooked-for  in  that 
solitude.  There  was  more  Prince's  Wood 
still  to  do.  but  luckily  there  was  at  this 
point  a choice  of  roads.  I need  riot  say 
that  we  chose  the  other  way  round.  It 
was  only  half  shaded ; the  dense  trees  fol- 
lowed us  on  one  side  with  their  dull  shad- 
ows and  their  acrid  autumnal  odors*  but 
overhead  was  the  fair  sky  ; and  on  the 
other  hand  we  could  see,  stretching  far 
away  over  the  interminable  net  work  of 
little  rush-fringed  water-courses  cutting 
about  the  broad  emerald  meadows;  the 
high  grassy  dikes  that  kept  hack  the 
brown  waves  of  the  North  Sea.  We  could 
see  the  flapping  pennons  of  the  fisher- 
boats  on  the  strand,  and  we  could  scent 


bewildered  drainage  among  others)  of  the 
elder  place.  Wishing  to  see  all  the  Dutch 
sea  side  resorts  I could  comfortably,  we 
planned  an  early  day  at  Ivatwyk,  The 
quickest,  cheapest,  and  easiest  way  from 
the  Hague  was  by  rail  to  Leyden,  and  then 
by  tram  a couple  of  miles  or  so.  This, 
however,  was  much  too  easy  and  popular 
for  us;  we  must  needs  do  something  ilifti 
cult  and  roundabout  in  order  to  be  out  of 
the  common.  Taking  the  tram  to  Seller- 
en  ingen,  and  another  good  look  at  the 
mass  of  saline  picturesqueness  thereabout, 
for  purposes  of  comparison,  seemed  an 
idea  ; anyhow,  we  did  it.  and  also  I a sketch 
or  two  while  bandy  by.'1  Jacob  was 
then  sent  in  quest  of  a trap  to  drive  us*  on 
to  Katvvyk  along  the  coast  road.  In  an 
evil  moment,  however,  came  another  idea 
to  Jacob.  Why  not  go  by  the  Prince's 
W nod  ? It  was  a little  farther,  but  it  was 
through  such  a lovely  shady  park,  and  it 
would  be  a relief  after  so  much  sea  and 
town,  and  all  the  rest  of  it.  Good!  the 
Prince’s  Wood  be  it  A park,  or  a wood, 
or  a Straggling  scrubby  .forest;,  is  consider- 
ed a great  treat  always  in  Holland.  The 
trap  was  Soon  at  hand*  with  a serious,  sad- 
eyed  driver  and  a hangdog*  fly-tormented 
horse,  The  Prince's  Wood,  I am  hound  to 
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from  afar  the  air  tingling-  with  ©jsone.  | “You  muss*  pay  bun  for.  bis  buck  jnur- 
The  saline  whiffs  got  strongs  but  even  >m?y  all  ile  sained'  suggested  r )j^ ■ ' literal  - 
when  mingled  w ith  d^bas  .-of,  i.H’at:  rtA  ; monied  J^eob. 
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id  that  deposing  grove.  Kat wyk  bus  a rol. Wt  to  have  it  m a ehwngv  v;r<> 
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*LV  ^/heveningen.  One  Is  lifted  over  its  Leyden  stiulents  had  been  taking  a few 
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•la  u mud  impulse  to  vateb  One  of  thf  improved  the  occasion  by  appropriate  Ub;v 
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amt!  have  u wild.  Ciireering  wait.*;  across  i v>f  • * the  'm*y,  ••'  Thfi^y  .sarig  -u[ir(^vrious].y 
the  level  sumls.  •Katwyk  is  much  triorc  they  sang— and  the  s*^f  f|ic 
quiet  and  retired  than  her  ueighbv>r, -while.  ! deni  is  no  Feeble  [upmy  The  platform  of 
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sandy  hair  were  in  perfect  harmony  with 
his  clothes.  His  position  was  so  comfort- 
able to  him,  with  his  hands  jammed  well 
down  his  deep  pockets,  that  he  did  not 
budge  until  I had  booked  him ; and  then, 
just  as  the  car  went  rattling  off,  I cut  the 
leaf  from  the  solid  block  to  put  it  in  the 
pocket.  Away  it  went,  with  a puff  of  wind. 
He  saw  the  flying  leaf  coming  toward  him, 
and  quicker  than  I thought  him  capable  of 
moving,  he  caught  it,  and  ran  after  the  car 
to  give  it  to  me.  He  soon  saw  that  it  was 
himself  that  he  was  bringing.  He  must 
have  counted  the  patches,  as  the  likeness 
was  not  elaborate.  He  trotted  beside  the  car 
for  some  distance,  roaring  with  glee  at  his 
4 4 take  off . ” He  was  joined  by  two  or  three 
other  loafers,  who  also  laughed.  There 
was  a slight  chance  of  its  coming  to  grief 
in  the  tussle  to  see  it  at  one  time.  How- 
ever, I finally  got  it  again  all  safe,  and 
the  good-natured  original  got  some  coin 
that  seemed  to  delight  him  more  than  his 
sketch. 

The  next  day  we  returned  to  Katwyk- 
Within,  and  found  it  even  better  than  it 
promised  from  the  tram  platform  the  day 
before.  There  is  a widish  river  running 
through  the  village.  On  one  side  is  a tree- 
shaded  promenade,  with  quaint  old  resi- 
dences standing  back  from  the  road  be- 
hind garden  walls.  On  the  other  side  of 
the  stream  are  red -roofed  cottages  with 
little  gardens  and  orchards,  and  brick 
walls  sloping  down  to  the  water’s  edge. 
There  were  women  busy  washing  at  the 
brink,  beating  the  clothes  with  many  a 
noisy  spat  of  their  flat  paddles,  the  rattling 
clack  of  their  merry  chatter  and  laughter 
keeping  time.  Children  were  playing  in 
the  boats  with  their  own  tiny  craft, general- 
ly the  toy  boats  would  be  one  of  their  own 
wooden  shoes,  or  klumpen , with  a little 
stick  stuck  through  a paper  sail.  The 
whole  scene  was  full  of  ever-changing  bits 
of  form  and  color.  It  was  not  so  enticing 
to  sketch  as  it  was  to  watch  it.  There  was 
a stalwart  young  woman  hanging  clothes 
on  a line,  and  every  movement  displayed 
rugged  grace  and  strength.  She  might 
have  inspired  a wholesome-minded,  realist- 
ic sculptor  with  many  of  her  unconscious 
poses.  I watched  her  every  movement 
until  she  exhausted  her  basket,  and  then 
I watched  for  her  to  come  again.  The 
river  was  not  very  wide,  and  I could  see 
perfectly;  and,  which  was  only  natural,  I 
could  be  seen  in  my  watching;  and  then 
began  a skirmishing  fire  of  such  light 


“chaff”  as  the  fraternity  who  wash  their 
own  and  other  peoples’  soiled  linen  in 
public  know  how  to  indulge  in.  Poor 
Jacob,  who  could  understand  it,  for  his 
sins  was  fain  to  blush  at  times.  He  fair- 
ly chuckled  and  gurgled  with  enjoyment 
over  some  of  the  richly  seasoned  jokes 
they  pelted  us  with.  When  my  statu- 
esque hanger -out  returned  to  her  work 
with  a fresh  basket,  she  was  made  aware 
of  her  being  sketched.  It  made  all  the 
difference  in  the  world.  She  was  con- 
scious and  restrained,  and  not  overpleased. 
The  rural  policeman  then  favored  us 
with  his  society,  as  a change.  The 
line  of  washers  screamed  with  delight 
at  first,  as  it  seemed  quite  on  the  cards 
that  we  might  be  led  off  in  custody.  He 
had  no  such  idea,  however,  that  big,  mild 
functionary.  When  he  saw  the  sketch- 
ing, the  latent  art  instinct  of  his  nature 
was  awakened.  He  would  gladly  have 
sat  with  us  and  even  protected  us  from  gibe 
all  afternoon  if  I had  only  gone  on  with 
drawing  the  women  at  the  washing.  He 
and  Jacob  soon  struck  upon  a chord  of 
mutual  sympathy.  Jacob  must  have  dis- 
covered, as  usual,  that  they  were  distant  re- 
lations in  some  way.  They  fed  each  oth- 
er on  snuff,  and  sneezed  and  snorted  in 
grand  concert.  It  was  like  oil  on  the  wa- 
ters, this  fraternity  between  them.  The 
washers  turned  to  other  matters  of  nearer 
interest,  and  my  “hanger-out”  came  back 
to  the  attitudes  of  simple  unconsciousness 
again.  The  policeman  told  us  of  a good 
place  to  lunch,  not  at  the  inn — that  would 
be  too  dear — but  at  the  grocer  s,  in  a quiet, 
friendly  way.  I did  not  care  for  this  idea 
at  first,  but  there  was  the  charm  of  novel- 
ty about  it,  after  all.  It  was  so  long  since 
I had  gone  to  a village  grocer’s  for  lunch 
that  I wished  to  renew  my  impressions. 
Having  secured  us  for  his  friend,  the  po- 
liceman moved  off,  and  I firmly  believe 
he  was  good  enough  to  advise  the  grocer 
of  our  coming.  There  was  a beam  of  wel- 
come on  his  face  that  could  never  have 
come  unaware.  We  were  soon  seated  in 
his  own  little  back  parlor,  and  through 
the  open  door  leading  into  the  snuggest 
and  brightest  little  Dutch  kitchen  we  could 
presently  hear  the  sizzling  of  our  cutlets. 
There  was  a welcome  odor  with  the  fry- 
ing, as  it  helped  to  neutralize  a powerful 
fragrance  of  crude  petroleum  that  filled 
the  place. 

In  Holland  they  simply  revel  in  all  the 
varieties  of  things  that  can  be  made  from 
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that  wonderful  but  penetrating  and  pun- 
gent article.  I think  the  fire  was  made 
from  it ; the  knives  and  forks  were  cleaned 
with  it.  The  grocer  himself  had  taken 
some  of  it  for  his  cold,  and  the  appren- 
tice, who  was  also  waiter,  had  copiously 
anointed  his  shiny  head  with  it.  They 
don’t  seek  to  disguise  it  in  Katwyk  with 
pretty  names  of  vaseline,  but  they  take  it 
as  it  is,  and  love  it  for  itself.  I thought 
at  one  time  of  leaving  the  scene  of  novelty, 
with  whatever  other  charms  there  might 
be  in  store  for  us,  and  going  off  to  the  inn. 
But  that  would  be  a confession  of  tender- 
ness of  the  4 ‘oil-factory”  nerves,  as  the 
old  lady  said.  So  looking  only  on  the 
bright  and  shiny  side  of  the  scene,  I waited 
for  further  delights.  The  petroleum  made 
no  difference  to  Jacob ; I doubt  if  lie  smelled 
it  at  all.  It  was  a favorite  theme  of  his 
in  conversation.  If  he  could  introduce 
it  once , it  was  as  hard  to  get  rid  of  as  its 
clinging  flavor.  Petroleum  stores  were 
favorite  objects  in  nature  with  him ; he  al- 
ways pointed  them  out  to  me  with  great 
relish,  until  I positively  forbade  him  to  do 
it  any  more.  He  would  even  then  forget 
himself  sometimes,  and  begin  witli  a flour- 
ish : “ Do  you  zee  dose  large  building  wiz 
de helevators on de outzide ?”  “Yes;  well, 
go  on.”  He  would  then  remember.  “Oh, 
well — nevermind.  No;  I dinks  she  is  not 
de  liouzc  I mean.  I s’pects  dot  is  only  one 
of  dose  petroleum  sdores.”  He  would  thus 
manage  to  point  it  out,  after  all,  without 
appearing  to.  Now  I was  wondering  how 
he  enjoyed  the  full  blast  of  the  article 
that  wreathed  about  us  on  every  side.  W e 
opened  the  window  giving  on  the  street. 
This  was  a relief  and  amusement.  The 
friendly  policeman  came  and  stood  out- 
side, and  took  a lively  interest  in  our  re- 
past when  it  came ; he  even  suggested  a 
salad  which  the  old  grocer  was  famous  for. 
I declined  for  various  reasons,  principally 
because  I felt  sure  that  it  would  be  mixed 
with  vaseline  and  vinegar.  The  police- 
man called  our  attention  particularly  to 
the  pepper  as  being  the  best  he  ever  tasted, 
lie  was  evidently  bent  on  our  making  a 
good  meal  of  it,  as  we  never  dusted  on 
enough  to  please  him.  Jacob  told  him 
that  we  would  offer  him  beer,  but  dare 
not  while  on  duty.  He  said  nothing,  but 
looked  sad  and  thoughtful.  The  police- 
man was  joined  by  several  other  worthy 
citizens,  who  staid  by  until  the  repast  was 
over.  A small  but  ribald  boy,  however, 
who  wished  to  while  away  a fragment  of 


his  spare  time  at  our  window,  was  sent  off 
about  his  not  very  urgent  business  prompt- 
ly by  our  friendly  protector.  After  all, 
it  was  some  fun.  I know  several  simple 
natures  who  would  have  enjoyed  it  with 
me  enormously. 

We  then  bade  adieu  to  our  fragrant 
grocery,  to  our  confiding  policeman,  to 
our  string  of  washers  still  laving  their 
linen  in  the  sudsy  stream,  getting  a few 
parting  shots  of  chaff  from  them  as  we 
went  by.  It  was  all  in  fun,  and  the  ring- 
ing chorus  of  laughter  that  went  up  showed 
that  the  joke  struck  them , though  we  went 
lightly  by  unscathed.  It  is  a grand  thing 
not  to  understand  too  much  of  a tongue — 
even  that  of  a Dutch  laundress. 

The  Faithful  One  had  often  tried  to 
arouse  in  me  an  interest  in  a certain 
sleepy  old  town  called  Oudewater — per- 
sonally deal*  to  him  from  tender  associa- 
tions. “It  wos  dere  I go  for  my  onny- 
moon.  Heer  Gott,  wot  larks  we  ’ave!” 

He  did  say  how  many  years  ago,  but  I 
forget.  However,  this  particular  Sunday 
was  the  anniversary  of  that  larky  event. 

“Suppose,  then,  we  go  to  Oudewater 
on  a little  modest  celebration  of  the  hap- 
py day  ? Would  that  suit  you,  Jacob  ?” 

It  suited  us  both  so  well  that  in  ten  min- 
utes we  were  on  our  way  to  the  station. 

The  idea  was  to  take  the  train  to  Gouda, 
and  then  get  a trap  to  carry  us  the  rest  of 
the.  way.  From  the  Hague  to  Gouda — 
even  under  the  softening  effects  of  a gold- 
en scumble  of  October  haze— the  scenery 
was  not  of  a kind  to  be  cheered  or  gilded 
into  the  slightest  interest.  It  had  the 
flat,  endless,  monotonous  repetitions  of  a 
common  pattern  on  a roll  of  cheap  wall-pa- 
per. Lines  of  toy-like  windmills  at  even 
distances,  rows  of  spindly  poplars  all  out 
of  the  same  toy  box,  speckless  little  white 
cottages,  so  many  to  the  mile,  and  even 
the  cows  and  geese  were  littered  carefully 
about  in  exact  ratio  to  the  other  pretty  lit- 
tle things. 

The  little  ditches  were  as  straight  as. 
the  ruled  lines  on  a sheet  of  writing-paper. 

It  was  so  very  odd  that  I could  not  help 
jotting  down  some  of  the  more  rigid  pat- 
terns of  the  landscape  as  they  unrolled  be- 
fore our  window.  With  the  exception  of 
a few  way-side  stations  there  was  not  a 
break  in  the  “design”  xmtil  we  reached 
Gouda.  As  we  decided  to  put  off  our 
look  at  this  place  until  our  return  from 
Oudewater,  Jacob  was  sent  in  quest  of  a 
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nice  open  trap.  I could  amuse  myself  on 
the  old  bridge  until  he  came.  He  gave 
me  a good  long  wait,  and  finally  came 
upon  the  scene  with  a neat,  new,  highly 
varnished  little  close  brougham.  Seeing 
my  look  of  dismay,  he  proceeded  to  ex- 
plain. It  was  Sunday,  it  was  a fine  day, 
and  every  other  thing  was  let.  “Never 
mind,  Jacob ; this  is  your  own  celebration ; 
so  you  shall  go  in  proper  style.”  I thrust 
him  in,  and  turned  the  door  on  him,  and 
mounted  up  beside  the  coachman.  There 
was  no  end  of  protesting  on  Jacob’s  part, 
but  he  finally  accepted  the  position  cheer- 
fully, and  I hope  he  enjoyed  it.  The 
driver  was  deeply  amused  at  the  move, 
which  puzzled  him  fearfully  as  well;  but 
we  soon  forgot  all  about  Jacob  in  his 
tank,  and  launched  out  into  a very  mixed 
and  dislocated  conversation.  He  would 
try  bad  English  on  me,  and  I would  pay 
him  back  in  worse  Dutch ; and  when  our 
talk  got  hopelessly  involved,  Jacob  would 
kindly  lean  out  of  the  carriage  window 
and  undo  the  conversational  tangle. 

The  road  ran  most  of  the  way  on  the 
top  of  a high  dike,  and  beside  the  road  and 
dike  ran  a placid  little  stream,  that  was 
now  a river,  now  a canal,  now  a mill- 
pond ; or  it  would  lose  itself  in  great  pools 
and  marshes  among  sandy  flats,  and  then 
pull  itself  into  a stream-like  shape  again, 
and  go  on  as  before,  first  one  side  of  the 
dike  and  then  the  other,  in  the  most  way- 
ward and  un-Dutch-like  manner.  There 
were  constant  changes  of  the  character 
of  the  scenery  about  it,  funny  little  fer- 
ries now  and  then,  and  quaint  little  boats 
and  bridges.  There  was  plenty  of  char- 
acteristic figures,  too,  lolling  over  the 
bridges,  smoking  and  chatting  to  other 
picturesque  but  podgy  figures  in  the  boats ; 
curly  blue  smoke,  too,  everywhere,  peat 
reek  from  the  red  chimneys  of  the  fat  and 
placid  farmsteads  nestled  away  among  the 
apple  and  cherry  trees,  wreaths  and  puffs 
of  pungent  fat  cigars  from  the  idling  fig- 
ures. 

It  seemed  a plodding,  happy  land  on  ev- 
ery side,  where  it  was  nearly  always  Sun- 
day or  fete-day  afternoon.  Rich,  succu- 
lent fields  of  pasturage,  where  the  drow- 
siest and  sleekest  cows  and  the  fleeciest  of 
pink-eyed  sheep  fairly  waded  about  in  the 
cloying  grasses.  The  grain  ricks  seemed 
bursting  with  fullness,  the  orchards  were 
laden  down  with  apples,  rosy,  golden,  and 
russet,  and  the  air  was  filled  with  their 
fragrance.  Great  rich  mellow  pears  were 
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bearing  down  the  looped  branches  of  the 
long  avenues  of  espaliers.  Every  inch  of 
the  “well-larded  earth”  seemed  to  be  un- 
der the  most  loving  and  elaborate  cultiva- 
tion. Small  wonder  that  the  farm-houses 
looked  pictures  of  home  contentment;  that 
the  porches  and  arbors  were  overrun  with 
vine  and  flower;  that  the  garden  paths 
were  lined  out  with  great  splashes  of  color 
in  masses  of  dahlia  and  hollyhock  and 
aster;  that  the  great  brass  door-knockers 
and  the  gilded  weatlier-cocks  filled  the 
sunshine  with  tinges  of  glinting  gold! 
The  apples  had  their  rosy  hues  repeated  in 
ripe  pippin-like  cheeks  of  the  tow-headed 
children  rolling  about  in  the  orchards,  and 
the  glints  of  gold  were  reflected  back  from 
the  massive  ornaments  of  the  Sunday -clad 
people  at  every  turn,  so  that  there  was  no 
lack  of  opulent  Rubens-like  color  to  glad- 
den the  soul  of  the  lover  of  a full,  rich 
picture.  Although  the  men  as  a rule  were 
arrayed  in  shiny  black  “store  clothes,” 
they  compensated  nobly  to  the  general 
color  scheme  by  wearing  such  startling 
scarfs  of  “Magenta,”  and  “Solferino” 
hues,  singly  and  in  combination,  that 
their  massive  rings  and  pins  paled  into 
half-tones  beside  them.  The  womenkind 
did  not,  either,  put  on  much  “blare”  of 
color  in  their  dress  material.  The  cor- 
rect form  seemed  amplitude . Skirt  on 
skirt,  “until  it  took  the  shape,  fold  after 
fold,  of  mountain”  and  of  minor  hay- 
stack. I have  seen  other  women-folk  of 
Holland  who  made  rather  a parade  of 
their  wealth  of  piled-on  petticoats,  but  I 
fancy  the  best  of  them  would  have  felt 
rather  slim  and  poor  beside  these  rotund 
maids  and  matrons.  What  airing  of  fine 
Brussels  lace,  too,  on  gold-bedizened  cap, 
on  gold-bangled  sleeve,  and  jewel-clasped 
collar  and  frill!  “And  some  had  got 
rings  upon  every  finger,  and  on  some  fin- 
gers they  had  got  three,”  like  Lord  Bate- 
man’s bride.  There  was  color  enough,  too, 
of  the  positive  and  eye-searing  sort  in  cap 
strings  and  pinner.  And  how  they  seemed 
to  enjoy  their  own  and  each  others’  mag- 
nificence of  attire  and  ample  spread  of 
sail  and  beam!  wandering  about  hand  in 
hand,  champing  the  rosy  apple,  or  absorb- 
ing the  melting  pear.  It  seemed  a vale 
of  health,  too,  as  well  as  wealth:  nowhere 
had  I seen  such  brilliant  fresh  complex- 
ions, such  cheeks  of  peach  (and  peony) 
and  cream,  such  bright-gleaming,  kindly 
eyes.  They  had  not  the  hale,  bronzed 
look  of  the  sea-side  Dutch,  but  they  were 
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seemingly  just  as  strong  and  hearty.  It 
our  drivers  own  province,  and  he 


about  it,  I should  say  I could  have  told 
more  about  it  if  it  had  not  been  for  our 
driver's  consuming  vanity.  He  loved  to 
rattle  furiously  over  the  little  cobble* 
paved  streets  With  much  too  much  crock 
of  whip,  and  effort  to  witch  the  gaping 
rustics  with  noble  drivership.  It  was 


was 

was  delighted  with  our  rather  frank  and 
free  admiration  of  his  fair  country-wo- 
men. We  passed  through  several  spick- 
and-span  villages — one  down  by  the  wa- 
ter-side, with  some  very  good  sketching 
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only  a fleeting  vision  of  neat  little  brick 
houses,  with  gleaming  windows,  and  doors 
polished  like  coach  panels,  and  curly  iron- 
work in  the  shape  of  dates  and  monograms 
embellishing  the  gable  fronts,  sloping  cel- 
lar doors  to  most  of  them,  where  the  hap- 
py rotund  urchins  could  slide  down  all 
day  long;  speckless  pavements  of  mottled 
brick,  laid  herring-bone- wise;  a glimpse 
only  of  a tobacconist’s  shop,  with  priceless 
old  Delft  and  Japan  jars  for  the  holding 
of  snuff  in  the  window ; then  past  a little 
chemist’s,  with  a golden  mortar  and  pestle 
outside  as  a sign,  and  another  big  golden- 
looking  one,  with  scales  and  weights  of 
the  same  burnished  metal,  and  more  jars 
containing  spices  from  the  Indies  inside 
the  shop;  pendent  bunches  of  dried  herbs 
hung  from  the  ceiling. 

We  soon  got  through  that  small 44  dorp” 
at  the  lively  pace  we  were  displaying. 
Scared  mothers  ran  out  and  rescued  wan- 
dering babes,  and  blessed  us  both  loud  and 
deep ; dogs  flew  after  us ; chickens,  ducks, 
and  geese  flew  cackling  before  us.  But 
for  all  our  whip-snapping  and  prancing 
and  dust,  I don’t  fancy  we  made  much 
impression  on  the  groups  of  sleek,  stolid 
villagers,  who,  with  rich  green  cigars, 
and  hands  deep  in  pockets,  smoked  calm- 
ly and  grinned  broadly — that  sort  of  ex- 
pansive, many-sided  smile  that  may  be 
complimentary  or  it  may  not,  so  wanting 
is  it  in  decision  of  character. 

We  reached  Oudewater  just  in  time  to 
order  lunch  and  to  take  a preliminary  stroll 
while  it  was  being  prepared.  I naturally 
expected  a choice  menu  in  the  very  cen- 
tre of  that  land  of  plenty.  Not  a bit  of 
it.  Our  choice  at  the  choice  inn  was  the 
choice  of  Hobson — the  inevitable  veal 
steak,  fried  potatoes,  pickled  cabbage,  and 
Dutch  cheese.  Of  course  if  we  chose  to 
wait  some  hours  they  could  get  us  a fowl 
or  duck,  but  the  fatted  calf  was  the  only 
thing  in  the  larder. 

It  was  not  much  of  a menu  to  cele- 
brate the  wedding  feast,  but  I did  not  care 
particularly.  I left  the  problem  44  how  to 
get  more”  to  Jacob,  and  he  gave  it  up, 
and  consoled  himself  by  remembering 
that  the  original  44  onny-moon”  festival 
consisted  largely  of  “weal  and  bickles 
and  dings,”  and  this  was  a happy  coinci- 
dence, after  all.  The  sights  of  Oudewater 
were  soon  seen,  and  we  were  soon  out  into 
the  free  air  again,  and  back-tracking  to 
Gouda  over  the  breezy  high-road.  The 
drive  was  charming,  although  it  was  only 


the  reverse  way  of  seeing  the  same  scenes 
of  the  morning. 

We  were  in  Gouda  again  in  time  to  see 
a little  of  the  place,  and  to  go  over  the 
cathedral,  famed  principally  for  its  stained 
glass. 

Gouda  itself,  as  a town,  is  rather  inter- 
esting, quite  good  enough  to  while  away  an 
odd  day  in,  if  the  sketcher  happens  to  find 
himself  at  the  Hague.  Altogether,  the  day 
had  been  a most  pleasant  one,  and  though 
the  towns  and  villages  I had  heard  of  disap- 
pointed me,  the  ones  unknown  to  me  were 
pleasant  surprises.  In  considering  the  lay 
of  the  land  from  the  map  I fancied  that 
there  ought  to  be  some  good  material  on 
the  southern  shores  of  the  Zuider  Zee 
where  it  trends  round  toward  Amsterdam. 

I liked  the  look  of  Muiden,  Naarden,  and 
the  little  villages  thereabout  (as  they  took 
their  spots  on  the  map,  that  was  all),  and 
Jacob,  being  appealed  to,  confirmed  the 
guess  that  there  was  a chance  for  44  skits- 
es”  in  abundance.  And  as  I wished  to  go 
to  Zandvoort,  I could  see  Haarlem  again 
on  the  way. 

So  then  let  us  go  on  to  Amsterdam  as 
a centre.  There  is  one  advantage  in 
Holland:  it  is  not  a vast  empire,  and 
one  can  soon  get  from  place  to  place  of 
interest,  as  they  all  lie  tolerably  near  to- 
gether. Amsterdam  has  so  much  in  it  to 
interest  and  amuse  one,  an  artist  especial- 
ly, that  he  need  never  feel  injured  if  he 
has  to  see  it  again  and  again.  On  the 
morning  after  our  arrival  we  took  advan- 
tage of  the  splendid  weather  for  our  inves- 
tigation of  Muiden. 

What  a queer,  delicious  little  old  Zuider 
Zee  port  Muiden  turned  out  to  be — far, 
far  beyond  my  hopes  of  it  !*  It  is  a strag- 
gling old  place,  evidently  of  some  im- 
portance in  days  gone  by,  still  flourish- 
ing, however,  and  full  of  life  and  move- 
ment. There  is  a broad  eccentric  river 
dividing  it  and  interlacing  it,  making  it 
into  bridge-connected  islands,  filling  its 
tree -shaded  streets  and  wharves  with 
river  side  folk,  and  the  water-ways  with 
broad-hulled  Zuider  Zee  shipping.  The 
gayly  painted  and  gilded,  carved,  and 
brass-enriched  sterns  of  the  various  craft 
gave  forth  glowing  spots  of  color.  The 
haze  of  the  October  afternoon  took  an  ex- 
tra scumble  from  the  peat  reek  of  galley 
fire  and  shore  kitchen,  and  blended — in 
all  and  sundry  of  the  local  colors,  harsh 
or  harmonious — into  one  pleasant  bit  of 
gleaming  tone.  The  quays  were  border- 
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ed  by  avenues  of  trees,  and  the  fat.  yeh 
low  tints  of  autumn  mingle  and  blend  or 
stand  brightly  out  ill  spots  of  trembling 
gold  against  the  meshes  of  interwoven 
masts  and  rigging,  of  brown  sails  and  gay 
flutter  of  pennon,  of  lines  of  many  tinted 
garments  hung  out  to  flap  themselves  dry 
in  the  soft  air.  If  any  one  loves  wlmt  is 
called  "'a  play  of  color,’'  let  him  happen 
m Midden  on  Home  such  October  after- 
noon. There  are  piles  of  purple  and  ten- 
der green  cabbages,  mounds  of  red  and 
gold  cheeses,  bags  of  dusty  meal,  and  ket- 
tb  s ami  pots  of  Mack-brown  tar  and  pitch* 
heaps  of  newly  kippered  sails  and  cord- 
age. and  against  and  among  all  this  array 
of  foreground  ami  background  objects  can 
be  seen  examples  of  all  the  queerly  rigged 
sailor  people  of  the  North  Sea  ports.  The 
women  take  no  small  part  in  this  mov- 
ing play  of  light,  shade,  color,  and  sound. 
The  feminine  notes  ring  out  clear  ami  free 
in  the  universal  chaff  and  chatter,  and  the 
V Yo  heave  0 !”  of  the  sailors.  (The  Dutch 
seaman's  equivalent,  however,  for  our 
“ Heave  Of'  is  far  more  of  an  agonizing 
bellow.)  The  little  water - side  taverns, 
with  shady  skittle  grounds  and  arbors, 
had  changed  so  little  since  the  days  of 
Ostade  and  Jan  Steen  that  either  worthy 
might  have  sat  down  to  work  without  a 
sigh  of  regret.  There  was  the  same  noisy 
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stream.  Look  across  the  slow -moving 
river,  filled  with  slow -trailing,  brown- 
sailed  craft,  at  the  clanging  ship-yards  on 
the  other  shore.  What  tangles  of  masts 
and  spars  and  ropes  crossing  and  bewil- 
dering themselves  from  the  vessels  tilted 
over  at  every  angle  to  suit  the  calker's 
need!  What  spots  of  color  in  the  sea- 
worn  old  hulls!  How  the  red  flame  un- 
der the  seething  caldrons  of  tar  and  pitch 
lick  and  dart  from  under  the  black  sides 
of  great  iron  pots ! How  the  smoke  and 
steam  swirl  about  in  wreaths  and  clouds, 
and  the  little  busy  figures  of  the  calkers 
and  riggers  run  here  and  there  like  ants ! 
Even  their  distant  shouts  and  laughter, 
and  choice  sea-faring  Dutch,  culled  from 
profane  authors,  can  be  heard,  as  in  a dis- 
tant dream,  mingled  with  the  faintly  ech- 
oed clack  of  the  calking  mallet,  or  the 
rhythmic  beat  of  the  hammer  on  the  blaz- 
ing iron  sending  out  showers  of  sparks  in 
the  ruddy  glow  of  the  blacksmiths’  shops. 
The  music  of  toil  seems  to  have  a kindred 
sympathy  with  the  pictures  of  toil,  seen 
through  the  shifting  veils  of  mists  across 
the  water. 

Looking  toward  the  Zuider  Zee,  one 
sees  the  square  outlines  of  the  slot  or 
castle  of  Muiden.  The  whole  subject — 
towers,  sea,  and  surroundings — “com- 
pose” so  pictorially  from  that  point  of 
view  that  one  feels  rather  as  if  it  was  too 
much  of  a good  thing — too  like  a “sweet- 
ly pretty”  chromo  on  the  top  of  a plum 
box.  This  strikes  one  all  the  more  if  it 
be  a dry  purple  haze  and  melting  colors. 
Nearer  by,  the  square  weather-scarred  old 
walls  are  rugged  enough,  and  when  one 
can  take  note  of  the  dreadfully  modern 
windows  that  are  stuck  too  liberally  about 
it,  and  the  various  other  improvements 
that  have  broken  out  all  over  it  like  a 
sad  distemper,  the  “Slot  Muiden”  is  ugly 
enough  to  satisfy  the  most  exacting  real- 
ist of  the  new  school. 

In  spring,  when  the  fruit  bloom  is  out, 
I should  think  the  country  about  Muiden 
would  sing  with  color,  there  are  so  many 
gardens.  And  then  when  that  pearly 
haze  that  hangs  about  the  Zuider  Zee 
should  conspire  to  mingle  with  the  other 
tones  and  tints,  I fancy  that  the  effect 
would  be  entirely  “precious,”  to  borrow 
the  happy  slang  of  the  amateur.  I found 
Muiden  so  fascinating  that  I went  several 
times  to  it,  sometimes  spending  the  day, 
other  times  an  hour  or  so,  going  to  or  from 
neighboring  places. 


If,  while  at  Amsterdam,  the  visitor  in- 
tends to  devote  part  of  a day  to  the  inevi- 
table Zaandam,  it  would  be  as  well  to  eke 
out  the  entire  day  by  going  on  to  Zand- 
voort-on-Sea,  and  getting  a blow  of  the  fine 
North  Sea  breeze,  and  at  the  same  time  a 
little  idea  of  a favorite  Dutch  watering- 
place  well  worth  seeing.  The  sketch er  will 
find  far  more  to  interest  him  at  the  former 
place,  however.  In  fact,  weeks  might  be 
spent  there  with  pleasure  and  advantage 
if  a note  or  sketch  book  forms  part  of 
one’s  outfit.  The  sight-seeing  tourist  will 
easily  knock  off  both  places  in  a short 
day,  and  sigh  for  a few  more  villages  to 
conquer.  Zandvoort,  being  the  bathing, 
breathing,  and  * ‘ gambolling  place”  of  Am- 
sterdam and  Rotterdam,  and  their  neigh- 
boring towns,  is  no  small,  retiring,  or 
modest  affair.  When  the  visitor  comes 
by  train  into  its  vast  and  elaborate  rail- 
way station  of  red  and  yellow  intercom- 
plicated  brick  and  stone  work,  the  first 
impression  is  that  he  has  arrived  at  a chief 
town  in  Opera-comique  Land.  One  pass- 
es, after  the  first  surprise,  not  always 
pleasant,  that  these  chattering,  clattering 
fisher  girls,  so  very  decorative  in  costume 
on  the  station  platform,  are  not,  after  all, 
part  of  a corps  de  ballet , on  along  an 
avenue  of  bazar-like  shops,  containing 
all  those  enticing  things  that  people  with 
restless  money  boring  holes  in  their  pock- 
ets love  to  invest  in  the  moment  they  see 
them,  such  as  huge  carven  meerschaum 
pipes  and  cigar  tubes.  Venus,  rising  from 
the  ocean,  yet  innocent  of  the  thrill  of 
nicotine,  was  a favorite  design  on  these 
works  of  art.  For  the  spendthrift  and 
prodigal  the  Venus  was  full-figured,  and  in 
other  respects  exhausted  the  powers  of  the 
limner.  For  the  more  modest  purse  and 
person  the  Venus  was  more  fragmentary 
and  natural : heads,  busts,  arms  with  showy 
bracelets  on,  and  legs  with  high-heeled 
Paris  boots  to  meet  the  thirst  for  realism, 
strongly  prononce  in  Dutch  sea-side  towns. 
Huge  windows  full  of  the  most  glaring 
ties  and  scarfs,  and  handkerchiefs  of  ev- 
ery hue  and  style  of  decoration,  with  bor- 
ders of  every  sportive  thing,  from  ballet 
girls  to  butterflies.  There  was  not,  in  all 
that  long  line  of  glittering  shops,  a single 
thing  of  common,  low-minded  utility. 
There  was  one  shop  of  chromos  and  pho- 
tographs of  the  professional  beauty  of  ev- 
ery clime;  before  its  unblushing  windows 
(outside)  was  a surging  crowd  nearly  all 
day  long.  Inside  the  shop,  never  a soul 
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but  a dark,  brooding,  lone  female,  a prey 
to  ennui  and  thoughts  of  coming  bank- 
ruptcy. There  was  little  or  no  crowd  in 
any  other  part  of  the  arcade,  and  as  this 
did  not  seem  a very  paying  one,  perhaps 
it  was  just  as  well  for  the  others.  The 
fact  was  coming  sadly  home  to  most  of 
the  wearied  shop-keepers  in  that  draughty 
arcade,  the  gay  season  was  nearly  over 
and  gone.  We  passed  on  through  the 
covered  way  to  a vast  echoing  restaurant. 
How  empty  it  looked,  with  its  spare  tables 
and  chairs  piled  away  in  one  corner — lit- 
erally in  hundreds! 

There  is  generally  a spasmodic  revival 
of  business  on  Saturdays  at  these  places, 
and  as  we  happened  to  be  there  on  that 
day  we  were  not  entirely  alone.  The  few 
specimen  waiters  about  were  of  the  frizzed- 
hair,  black-jacketed,  white-aproned,  cor- 
rect boulevard  type.  The  menu  and  the 
prices  thereon  were  also  boulevard  with  a 
vengeance.  Never  mind  ! we  will  now 
wander  forth  and  see  what  there  may  be 
to  note  in  this  land  of  Offenbachanalia. 
Scene  first,  a wilderness  of  blown  sand, 
tacked  lightly  down  with  sparse  threads 
of  wiry  grass  to  whatever  solid  founda- 
tion there  may  be  for  this  part  of  watery 
Holland.  A strip  of  vexed  gray  sea  be- 
yond. A crowd  of  bathing-hut  frames 
piled  under  shelter,  except  just  a very 
few  left  out  for  the  Saturday  visitor.  A 
rim  of  red  roofs  and  crazy  chimneys  of 
fisher  huts  just  peeping  over  the  edge  of 
the  sandy  dunes.  A few  fisher  people, 
with  idle  hands  in  wide  pockets,  staring 
at  the  sea,  at  each  other,  and  at  the  stran- 
ger most  of  all.  Along  the  newly  em- 
banked road  (or  perhaps  they  call  it  a bou- 
levard) were  irregular  masses  of  florid- 
looking  villas  — mushroom  things  that 
seemed  to  have  come  up  overnight.  They 
were  all  more  or  less  empty,  having  most 
of  them  pleading  appeals  to  the  passing 
stranger  to  come  and  hire  or  buy  them. 
They  looked  a better  speculation  for  the 
builder  than  for  the  buyer.  There  were  sev- 
eral hand-organs  playing  at  once,  a couple 
in  view,  and  the  rest  in  the  air  some- 
where. This  was  the  mise  en  scdne  of  the 
operatic-looking  place  as  we  first  caught 
sight  of  it.  But  as  no  smiling  troop  of 
fisher  maidens,  with  wax-work  eyes  and 
complexions,  and  clock-work  movements, 
came  bounding  forward  to  twittering  mu- 
sic, expressive  of  their  robust  calling,  Ja- 
cob and  I took  the  stage  and  had  our  little 
scenes  all  to  ourselves.  It  was  early  in  the 


day  for  the  gay  mondains  of  Amsterdam 
to  arrive  (goodness  be  thanked!).  So  we 
turned  our  attention  to  the  fisher  folk, 
mostly  the  younger  fry  thereof  ; and  I 
need  not  say  that  the  entire  community 
turned  its  undivided  attention  to  us  the 
moment  I began  to  sketch  them.  There 
was  one  small  girl,  with  a very  large 
healthy  baby,  who  took  a great  deal  of 
manoeuvring  and  dodging  to  circumvent 
and  bring  to  book.  Her  notion  was,  seem- 
ingly, that  by  bringing  that  baby  to  bear 
upon  me  like  a battering-ram  she  would 
finally  succeed  in  getting  a sight  at  what 
I was  doing.  I had  only  to  keep  well 
faced  to  the  pair,  noting  down  their  lit- 
tle ways,  and  sketching  furiously  mean- 
while. When  they  came  too  near  I would 
make  believe  to  tickle  the  baby  with  light 
prods  of  the  pencil  butt,  or  else  seriously 
take  the  two,  and  speaking  to  them  in  good 
round  English,  set  them  back  to  a conven- 
ient spot,  and  proceed  with  my  notes  again 
as  fast  as  I could.  I tried  a sort  of  mild 
mesmerism  on  them  by  endeavoring  to 
“fix  them  with  a glittering  eye,”  but 
either  the  eye  didn’t  glitter  as  it  ought, 
or  else  they  were  slow  in  fixing.  Jacob 
and  the  mamma  were  laughing  and  enjoy- 
ing our  little  contredanse , and  were  not 
disposed  to  help  a bit.  However,  my  lit- 
tle partners  were  soon  sufficiently  noted 
down,  and  then  there  was  the  usual  re- 
ward of  small  coin,  evidently  quite  unex- 
pected, for  there  was  an  extra  caper  and  a 
whoop  of  delight,  and  a disappearance 
from  the  scene  to  tell  the  other  small  fry 
of  the  place,  who  soon  came  in  noisy 
droves  to  see  if  there  was  to  be  any  more 
fun.  I think  that  on  the  same  terms  I 
could  have  danced  away  and  off  with  the 
entire  infant  population  of  Zandvoort, 
like  another  “Pied  Piper  of  Hamelin.” 
After  a few  more  notes  we  came  away; 
there  was  not  much  more  to  do  in  a 
sketchy  way.  The  men  folk  were  all  off 
fishing,  and  most  of  the  womenkind  were 
at  Amsterdam  market,  making  the  place 
unearthly  with  their  strident  yells. 

While  waiting  at  the  highly  decorated 
railway  station  for  our  return  train  to 
town,  there  arrived  the  late  afternoon 
train  from  Amsterdam.  It  was  positive- 
ly running  over  with  these  very  bloom- 
ing, picturesque,  and  pungent  goddesses 
of  the  fish  creel,  whose  absence  as  spots  of 
color  and  high-pitched  efforts  of  sound  we 
had  all  day  missed  from  the  breezy  sands  of 
Zandvoort.  How  that  very  lively  train- 
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fol  of  warn'd  to  fi}!  lbs  great-  ;f  harrl  day1*  work  •;  wi lb  m*:h  ft  RWp  lilt  in 

echoing-  station  at  ormewilh  I i.feft!#d-frmrmv  • their  stride  they  looked  m it  they  could 
tiou  ’ As  the  train yt&rufc fttovrly  rumbUng  vftuli  a feU  h&rrpd  -{**}.*,  kfymjfch  and  all. 
iiVj  all  Hi  at  emildynftnuge  io  squeeze  them  I'.foUowed.iU^  gf&wd  to  th^'<>jmi,and  suw 
rosy  btft  weather-beaten  countenaMecs  nut  them  form  into  small  chummy  groups, 
of  the  car  window  did  so\  ami.  they  also  nod  straggle  homeward  over  the  brow  of 
waved  wild  recojpiitim^  tight  and  left*  the  sandy  dvmss.  Ihad  no  .time  to  sketch 
and  laughed  ?uid  satig*  and  ai  the  vslabo^telyv  hut  I just  made  a 

highest  mpmViAm  of  their  healthy  lungs.  note  *of  ihp  pfeture  t hey  seemed  te 
Before  the  trail',  hud  half  KV.iuped  they  iuhv.  Their  cold-pinned  lace  cups  vvKh  a 
were  skipping  .flow  ft  with  loud  impact  of  high  fom-amhafi  corked  >Hraw  hat  niop. 
wooden  A rlitftipti#  upofi  die  platform;  and  {be  h^hm*  .mnpty  e'roriia-pver  thei*' sinml- • 
then  sling  tug.  their  empty  sraie%s)>ang]ed  ders,  the  short  sk.irfe  flat  taring  in  the  wind, 
ernHs  i,\t‘Y  ijh.-ir  shoulders  with  >x  round,  the  dark  blue  stock  mg*,  in  while  wooden 
frefvua«rided  * w i rl ; regard less  of  how  near  &ho»\i  phuldmg  or  prancing  through  the 
tiic.  IviOihoig  l^iskHs  might  shave  Urn.  heads  sand;  and  afi  -stun  ding  d*y*r  agmubi  'the 
*)l ^hci  by  j tl tli ^la^tr;vyrt^i3  />u<  Xi paly  late  uiffmmob  xk yd  muve- 

piace,  leaving  a certain  svn-c  of  displace-  numt  had  Some  grace  or  strength  nr  char* 
incut  ami  ohdnge  of  atmospheric  vor-di-  actor  as  they  went,  as  if  blown  Ivy  life 
turns,  as*  if  tlnvru  liod  Wm  a.  slight-  vWht-  breeze  across  the  plains  of  blown,  -sapd 
lion  of  a sal  me  wlivrhvuoJ.  There  wm  and  st  untod  gWiss,  to  t heir  homes  behind 
no  sort  i*f  cvuleiire  of  fatigue  after  their  the  dike  \rX  Urn  little  sandy  rift.’ 


I NVM  A N'GRD. 

Tpp  same  to  ihec,  fhHugit  year*  o(  pain 
'May  tcavr  < licit  m.wr  on  cimrk  or  brow 
,•.  •-•  hopebyy  in  silence  shed. 

Muv  dim  the  *mii.>s  fku  glad  Thee  now 


Thne^  ii fi d mtfy  grasp 
p&if  '^hariii-  Hmi-  other  frUmds  most 
Yet  leave  mVmuphrd  tins  heart  of  Lovi\ 
That  nj^ke^  meToVnly  to  thme  eye^i 


NATURE’S  SERIAL  STORY, 

x. 


A DAY  in  August  can  be  as  depressing 
as  a typical  one  in  May  is  inspiring, 
or  in  June  entrancing.  As  the  season  ad- 
vanced, nature  appeared  to  be  growing  lan- 
guid and  faint.  There  was  neither  cloud 
by  day  nor  dew  at  night.  The  sun  burned 
rather  than  vivified  the  earth,  and  the  grass 
.and  herbage  withered  and  shrivelled  be- 
fore its  unobstructed  rays.  The  foliage 
Along  the  road-sides  grew  dun-colored  from 
the  dust,  and  those  who  rode  or  drove  on 
thoroughfares  were  stifled  by  the  irritating 
•clouds  that  rose  on  the  slightest  provoca- 
tion. Pleasure  could  be  found  only  on  the 
unfrequented  lanes  that  led  to  the  mount- 
Ains  or  ran  along  their  bases.  Even  there 
trees  that  drew  their  sustenance  from  soil 
spread  thinly  on  the  rocks  were  seen  to 
be  dying,  their  leaves  not  flushing  with 
Autumnal  tints,  but  hanging  limp  and 
bleached,  as  if  they  had  exhaled  their  vital 
juices.  The  moss  beneath  them,  that  had 
been  softer  to  the  tread  than  a Persian 
rug,  crumbled  into  powder  under  the  foot. 
Alf  went  to  gather  huckleberries,  but,  ex- 
cept in  moist  and  swampy  places,  found 
them  shrivelled  on  the  bushes.  Even  the 
corn  leaves  began  to  roll  on  the  uplands, 
and  Leonard  shook  his  head  desponding- 
ly.  Webb’s  anxieties,  however,  were  of 
a far  deeper  character,  and  he  was  philo- 
sophical enough  to  average  the  year’s 
income.  If  the  cows  came  home  hun- 
gry from  their  pasture,  there  was  abun- 
dance of  hay  and  green-corn  fodder  to 
carry  them  through  until  the  skies  should 
become  more  propitious.  Besides,  there 
was  an  unfailing  spring  upon  the  place, 
And  from  this  a large  cask  on  wheels  was 
often  filled,  and  was  then  drawn  by  one 
of  the  quiet  farm-horses  to  the  best  of 
the  flower  beds,  the  young  trees,  and  to 
such  products  of  the  garden  as  would  re- 
pay for  the  expenditure  of  time  and  labor. 
The  ground  was  never  sprinkled  so  that 
the  morning  sun  of  the  following  day 
would  drink  up  the  moisture,  but  so  del- 
uged that  the  watering  would  answer  for 
several  days.  The  grape-vine  is  a plant 
that  can  endure  an  unusual  degree  of 
drought,  and  the  fruit  will  be  all  the  ear- 
lier and  sweeter  for  it.  The  clusters  of  the 
earlier  varieties  were  already  beginning 
to  color,  and  the  season  insured  the  per- 
fect ripening  of  those  fine  old  kinds,  the 
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Isabella  and  Catawba,  that  too  often  are 
frost-bitten  before  they  become  fit  for  the 
table. 

4 ‘ It  seems  to  me,”  Leonard  remarked  at 
the  dinner  table  one  day,  44  that  droughts 
are  steadily  growing  more  serious  and 
frequent” 

4 4 They  are,  ” replied  his  father.  4 4 While 
I remember  a few  in  early  life  that  were 
more  prolonged  than  any  we  have  had  of 
late  years,  they  must  have  resulted  from 
exceptional  causes,  for  we  usually  had 
an  abundance  of  rain,  and  did  not  suffer 
as  we  do  now  from  violent  alternations  of 
weather.  There  was  one  year  when  there 
was  scarcely  a drop  of  rain  throughout 
the  summer.  Potatoes  planted  in  the  late 
spring  were  found  in  the  autumn  dry  and 
unsprouted.  But  such  seasons  were  ex- 
ceedingly rare,  and  now  droughts  are  the 
rule.” 

“And  the  people  are  chiefly  to  blame 
for  them,”  said  Webb.  “We  are  suffer- 
ing from  the  law  of  heredity.  Our  fore- 
fathers were  compelled  to  fell  the  trees  to 
make  room  for  the  plough,  and  now  one 
of  the  strongest  impulses  of  the  average 
American  is  to  cut  down  a tree.  Our  for- 
ests, on  which  a moist  climate  so  largely 
depends,  are  treated  as  if  they  incumber- 
ed the  ground.  The  smoke  that  we  are 
breathing  proves  that  fires  are  ravaging 
to  the  north  and  west  of  us.  They  should 
be  permitted  no  more  than  a fire  in  the 
heart  of  a city.  The  future  of  the  coun- 
try depends  upon  the  people  becoming 
sane  on  this  subject.  If  we  will  send  to 
the  Legislature  pot-house  politicians  who 
are  chiefly  interested  in  keeping  up  a sup- 
ply of  liquor  instead  of  water,  they  should 
be  provided  with  a little  primer  giving  the 
condition  of  lands  denuded  of  their  for- 
ests.” 

“ Bravo, Webb !”  cried  Burt;  “ we  must 
send  you  to  the  Legislature.” 

“How  is  the  evil  to  be  prevented?” 
Leonard  asked. 

“Primarily  by  instruction  and  the 
formation  of  public  opinion.  The  influ- 
ence of  trees  on  the  climate  should  be 
taught  in  all  our  schools  as  thoroughly  as 
the  multiplication  table.  The  national 
and  State  governments  would  then  be 
compelled  to  look  beyond  the  next  elec- 
tion, and  to  appoint  foresters  who  would 
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have  the  same  power  to  call  out  the  peo- 
ple to  extinguish  a forest  fire  that  the  sher- 
iff has  to  collect  his  posse  to  put  down 
mob  violence.  In  the  long-run  fire  de- 
partments in  our  forest  tracts  would  be 
more  useful  than  the  same  in  cities,  for, 
after  all,  cities  depend  upon  the  country 
and  its  productiveness.  The  owners  of 
woodland  should  be  taught  the  folly  of 
cutting  everything  before  them,  and  of 
leaving  the  refuse  brush  to  become  like 
tinder.  The  smaller  growth  should  be 
left  to  mature,  and  the  brush  piled  and 
burned  in  a way  that  does  not  involve  the 
destruction  of  every  sprout  and  sapling 
over  wide  areas.” 

Events  furnished  a practical  commen- 
tary on  Webb’s  words.  Miss  Hargrove 
had  come  over  to  spend  the  night  with 
Amy,  and  to  try  some  fine  old  English 
glees  that  she  had  obtained  from  her  city 
home.  They  had  just  adjourned  from  the 
supper  table  to  the  piazza  when  Lumley 
appeared,  hat  in  hand.  He  said  that  a 
fire  had  broken  out  on  a tract  adjoining 
that  belonging  to  the  Cliffords.  “City- 
chaps  was  up  there  gunning  out  o’  season,  ” 
Lumley  explained,  “and  wads  from  their 
guns  must  ’a  started  it.” 

As  there  was  much  wood  ranked  on  the 
Clifford  tract,  the  matter  was  serious. 
Abram  and  other  farm  hands  were  sum- 
moned, and  the  brothers  acted  as  did  the 
minute-men  in  the  Revolution  when  the  en- 
emy appeared  in  their  vicinity.  The  you  ng 
men  excused  themselves,  and  there  were 
bustle  and  confusion.  Burt,  with  a flan- 
nel blouse  belted  tightly  around  his  waist, 
soon  dashed  up  to  the  front  piazza  on  his 
horse,  and  flourishing  a rake,  said,  laugh- 
ingly, “I  don’t  look  much  like  a knight 
sallying  forth  to  battle,  do  I ?” 

44  You  look  as  if  you  could  be  one  if  the 
occasion  arose,”  Miss  Hargrove  replied. 

During  the  half -jesting  badinage  that 
followed,  Amy  stole  away.  Behind  the 
house  Webb  was  preparing  to  mount, 
when  a light  hand  fell  on  his  shoulder. 
“You  will  be  careful?”  said  Amy,  appeal- 
ingly. “You  don’t  seem  to  spare  your- 
self in  anything.  I dread  to  have  you  go 
up  into  those  darkening  mountains.” 

“Why,  Amy,”  he  replied,  laughing, 
“one  would  think  I was  going  to  fight 
Indians,  and  you  feared  for  my  scalp.” 

“I  am  not  so  young  and  blind  but  that 
I can  see  that  you  are  quietly  half-reck- 
less with  yourself,”  she  replied;  and  her 
tone  indicated  that  she  was  a little  hurt. 


44 1 pledge  you  my  word  that  I will  not 
be  reckless  to-night;  and,  after  all,  this  is 
but  disagreeable  humdrum  work  that  we 
often  have  to  do.  Don’t  worry,  little  sis- 
ter. Burt  will  be  there  to  watch  over  me, 
you  know,”  he  added.  “By -the -way, 
where  is  he  ? It’s  time  we  were  off.” 

“Oh,  he’s  talking  romantic  nonsense  to 
Miss  Hargrove.  He  won’t  hurt  himself. 

I wish  I was  as  sure  of  you,  and  I wish  I 
had  more  influence  over  you.  I’m  not 
such  a very  little  sister,  even  if  I don’t 
know  enough  to  talk  to  you  as  you  would 
like;”  and  she  left  him  abruptly. 

He  mastered  a powerful  impulse  to 
spring  from  his  horse  and  call  her  back. 
A moment’s  thought  taught  him,  however, 
that  he  could  not  trust  himself  then  to  say 
a word,  and  he  rode  rapidly  away.  Burt 
soon  overtook  him,  and  their  ride  was 
comparatively  silent,  for  each  was  busy 
with  his  own  thoughts. 

Amy  went  to  the  piano,  and  played 
softly  until  summoned  without  by  an  ex- 
cited exclamation  from  her  friend.  A line 
of  fire  was  creeping  toward  them  around 
a lofty  highland,  and  it  grew  each  mo- 
ment more  and  more  distinct.  “Oh,  I 
know  from  its  position  that  it’s  drawing 
near  our  tract,”  cried  Amy.  “If  it  is  so 
bright  to  us  at  this  distance,  it  must  be  al- 
most terrible  to  those  near  by.  I suppose 
they  are  all  up  there  just  in  front  of  it, 
and  Burt  is  so  reckless.  ” She  was  about  to 
say  Webb,  but,  because  of  some  unrecog- 
nized impulse,  she  did  not.  The  utterance 
of  Burt’s  name,  however,  was  not  lost  on 
Miss  Hargrove. 

For  a long  time  the  girls  watched  the 
scene  with  awe,  and  each  in  imagination 
saw  an  athletic  figure  begrimed  with 
smoke,  and  sending  out  grotesque  shad- 
ows into  the  obscurity,  as  the  destroying 
element  was  met  and  fought  in  ways  un- 
known to  them,  but  which,  they  felt  sure, 
involved  danger.  Miss  Hargrove  feared 
that  they  both  had  the  same  form  in  mind. 
She  was  not  a girl  to  remain  long  uncon- 
scious of  her  heart’s  inclinations,  and  she 
knew  that  Burt  Clifford  had  quickened 
her  pulses  as  no  man  had  ever  done  be- 
fore. This  very  fact  made  her  less  judi- 
cial, less  keen,  in  her  insight.  If  he  was 
so  attractive  to  her,  could  Amy  be  indif- 
ferent to  him  after  months  of  compan- 
ionship ? She  had  thought  that  she  un- 
derstood Amy  thoroughly,  but  was  begin- 
ning to  lose  faith  in  her  impression. 
While  in  some  respects  Amy  was  still  a 
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child,  there  were  quiet  depths  in  her  na- 
ture of  which  the  young  girl  herself  was 
but  half  conscious.  She  often  lapsed  into 
long  reveries.  Webb’s  course  troubled 
her.  Never  had  he  been  more  fraternal 
in  his  manner,  but  apparently  she  was 
losing  her  power  to  interest  him,  to  lure 
him  away  from  the  material  side  of  life. 
“ I can’t  keep  pace  with  him,”  she  sighed; 
“and  now  that  he  has  learned  all  about 
my  little  range  of  thoughts  and  know- 
ledge, he  finds  that  I can  be  scarcely  more 
to  him  than  Johnnie,  whom  he  pets  in 
much  the  same  spirit  that  he  does  me,  and 
then  goes  to  his  work  or  books  and  for- 
gets us  both.  He  could  help  me  so  much, 
if  he  only  thought  it  worth  his  while ! I’m 
sure  I’m  not  contented  to  be  ignorant,  and 
many  of  the  things  that  he  knows  so  much 
about  interest  me  most.” 

Thus  each  girl  was  busy  with  her 
thoughts  as  they  sat  in  the  warm  summer 
night  and  watched  the  vivid  line  draw 
nearer.  Mr.  Clifford  and  Maggie  came 
out  from  time  to  time,  and  were  evidently 
disturbed  by  the  unchecked  progress  of  the 
fire.  Alf  had  gone  with  his  father,  and 
anything  like  a conflagration  so  terrified 
Johnnie  that  she  dared  not  leave  her  mo- 
ther’s lighted  room. 

Suddenly  the  approaching  line  grew 
dim,  was  broken,  and  before  very  long 
even  the  last  red  glow  disappeared  utter- 
ly. “Ah,”  said  Mr.  Clifford,  rubbing  his 
hands,  “ they  have  got  the  fire  under,  and 
I don’t  believe  it  reached  our  tract.” 

In  little  more  than  half  an  hour  a swift 
gallop  was  heard,  and  Burt  soon  appear- 
ed in  the  light  of  the  late-rising  moon. 
“It’s  all  out,”  he  exclaimed.  “Leonard 
and  Webb  propose  remaining  an  hour  or 
two  longer,  to  see  that  it  does  not  break 
out  again.  There’s  no  need  of  their  doing 
so,  for  Lumley  promised  to  watch  till  morn- 
ing. I’m  not  fit  to  be  seen.  If  you’ll  wait 
till  I put  on  a little  of  the  aspect  of  a white 
man,  I’ll  join  you.”  He  had  been  con- 
scious of  a feverish  impatience  to  get  back 
to  the  ladies,  having  carefully,  even  in  his 
thoughts,  employed  the  plural,  and  he  had 
feared  that  they  might  have  retired. 

Miss  Hargrove  exclaimed:  “How  ab- 
surd I You  wish  to  go  and  divest  your- 
self of  all  picturesqueness ! I’ve  seen  well- 
dressed  men  before,  and  would  much  pre- 
fer that  you  should  join  us  as  you  are. 
We  can  then  imagine  that  you  are  a ban- 
dit or  a frontiersman,  and  that  your  rake 
was  a rifle,  which  you  had  used  against 


i 

the  Indians.  We  are  impatient  to  have 
you  tell  us  how  you  fought  the  fire.” 

He  gave  but  scant  attention  to  Thunder 
that  night,  and  soon  stepped  out  on  the 
moon-lighted  piazza,  his  tall,  fine  figure 
outlined  to  perfection  in  his  close-fitting 
costume. 

“You  will,  iildeed,  need  all  your  ima- 
gination to  make  anything  of  our  task  to- 
night,” he  said.  “Fighting  a mountain 
fire  is  the  most  prosaic  of  hard  work.  Sup- 
pose the  line  of  fire  coming  down  toward 
me  from  where  you  are  sitting.”  As  yet 
unknown  to  him,  a certain  subtle  flame 
was  originating  in  that  direction.  “ We 
simply  begin  well  in  advance  of  it,  so  that 
we  may  have  time  to  rake  a space,  extend- 
ing along  the  whole  front  of  the  fire,  clear 
of  leaves  and  rubbish,  and  as  far  as  possible 
to  hollow  out  with  hoes  a trench  through 
this  space.  Thus,  when  the  fire  comes  to 
this  cleared  space,  there  is  nothing  to  burn, 
and  it  goes  out  for  want  of  fuel.  Of  course 
it’s  rough  work,  and  it  must  be  done  rapid- 
ly, but  you  can  see  that  all  the  heroic  ele- 
ments which  you  may  have  associated  with 
our  expedition  are  utterly  lacking.” 

“Well,  no  matter.  Amy  and  I have 
had  our  little  romance,  and  have  imagined 
you  charging  the  line  of  fire  in  imminent 
danger  of  being  strangled  with  smoke,  if 
nothing  worse.” 

Amy  soon  heard  Maggie  bustling  about, 
preparing  a midnight  lunch  for  those 
who  would  come  home  hungry  as  well  as 
weary,  and  she  said  that  she  would  go 
and  try  to  help.  To  Burt  this  seemed 
sufficient  reason  for  her  absence,  but  Miss 
Hargrove  thought,  “Perhaps she  saw  that 
his  eyes  were  fixed  chiefly  on  me  as  he 
gave  his  description.  I wish  I knew  just 
how  she  feels  toward  him!” 

But  the  temptation  to  remain  in  the 
witching  moonlight  was  too  strong  to  be 
resisted.  His  mellow  tones  were  a music 
that  she  had  never  heard  before,  and  her 
eyes  grew  lustrous  with  suppressed  feel- 
ing, aud  a happiness  to  which  she  was  not 
sure  she  was  entitled.  The  spell  of  her 
beauty  was  on  him  also,  and  the  moments 
flew  by  unheeded,  until  Amy  was  heard 
playing  and  singing  softly  to  herself. 
“She  does  not  join  us  again!”  was  Miss 
Hargrove’s  mental  comment,  and  with  not 
a little  compunction  she  rose  and  went 
into  the  parlor.  Burt  lighted  a cigar,  in 
the  hope  that  the  girls  would  again  join 
him,  but  Leonard,  Webb,  and  Alf  returned 
sooner  than  they  were  expected,  and  all 
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speedily  sat  down  to  their  unseasonable 
repast.  To  Amy’s  surprise,  W ebb  was  the 
liveliest  of  the  party;  but  he  looked  gaunt 
from  fatigue — so  worn,  indeed,  that  he  re- 
minded her  of  the  time  when  he  had  re- 
turned from  Burt’s  rescue.  But  there  was 
no  such  episode  as  had  then  occurred  be- 
fore they  parted  for  the  night,  and  to  this 
she  now  looked  bar  k wistfully.  He  rose 
before  the  others,  pleaded  fatigue,  and  went 
to  his  room. 

They  all  gathered  at  a late  breakfast, 
and  the  surface  current  of  family  and  so- 
cial life  sparkled  as  if  there  were  no  hid- 
den depths  and  secret  thoughts.  Amy’s 
manner  was  not  cold  toward  Webb,  but 
her  pride  was  touched,  and  her  feelings 
were  a little  hurt.  While  disposed  to  blame 
herself  only  that  she  had  not  the  power 
to  interest  him  and  secure  his  companion- 
ship, as  in  the  past,  it  was  not  in  human 
nature  to  receive  with  indifference  such 
an  apparent  hint  that  he  was  far  beyond 
her.  “It  would  be  more  generous  in 
Webb  to  help  than  to  ignore  me  because 
I know  so  little,”  she  thought.  “Very 
well : I can  have  a good  time  with  Burt 
and  Gertrude  until  Webb  gets  over  his 
hurry  and  preoccupation;”  and  with  a 
slight  spirit  of  retaliation  she  acted  as  if 
she  thoroughly  enjoyed  Burt’s  lively  talk. 

The  young  fellow  soon  made  a proposi- 
tion that  caused  a general  and  breezy  ex- 
citement. 4 4 There  never  was  a better  time 
than  this  for  camping  out,  ” he  said.  4 4 The 
ground  is  dry,  and  there  is  scarcely  any 
dew.  I can  get  two  large  wall  tents.  Sup- 
pose we  go  up  and  spend  a few  days  on 
our  mountain  tract  ? Maggie  could  chap- 
eron the  party,  and  I’ve  no  doubt  that  Dr. 
and  Mrs.  Marvin  would  join  us.” 

The  discussion  of  the  project  grew  live- 
ly. Maggie  was  inclined  to  demur.  How 
could  she  leave  the  old  people  and  her 
housekeeping?  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Clifford, 
however,  became  the  strongest  advocates 
of  the  scheme.  They  could  get  along  with 
the  servants,  they  said,  and  a little  outing 
would  do  Maggie  good.  Leonard,  who  had 
listened  in  comparative  silence,  brought 
his  wife  to  a decision  by  saying:  “You 
had  better  go,  Maggie.  You  will  have  all 
the  housekeeping  you  want  on  the  mount- 
ain, and  I will  go  back  and  forth  every 
day  and  see  that  all’s  right.  It’s  not  as 
if  you  were  beyond  the  reach  of  home,  for 
you  could  be  here  in  an  hour  were  there 
need.  Come,  now,  make  up  your  mind  for 
a regular  lark.  It  will  do  you  good.” 


The  children  were  wild  with  delight  at 
the  prospect,  and  Miss  Hargrove  and  Amy 
scarcely  less  pleased.  The  latter  had  fur- 
tively watched  Webb,  who  at  first  could 
not  disguise  a little  perplexity  and  trouble 
at  the  prospect.  But  he  had  thought  rap- 
idly, and  felt  that  a refusal  to  be  one  of  the 
party  might  cause  embarrassing  surmises. 
Therefore  he  also  soon  became  zealous  in 
his  advocacy  of  the  plan.  He  felt  that 
circumstances  were  changing  and  control- 
ling his  action.  He  had  fully  resolved 
on  an  absence  of  some  weeks,  but  the  pro- 
longed drought  and  the  danger  it  involved 
made  it  seem  wrong  for  him  to  leave  home 
until  rain  insured  safety.  Moreover,  he 
believed  that  he  detected  symptoms  in 
Burt  which,  with  his  knowledge  of  his 
brother,  led  to  hopes  that  he  could  not 
banish.  An  occasional  expression  in  Miss 
Hargrove’s  dark  eyes,  also,  did  not  tend  to 
lessen  these  hopes.  After  all,  Miss  Har- 
grove, perhaps,  would  suit  him  far  better 
than  Amy.  They  are  both  fond  of  excite- 
ment and  society.  Why  can’t  we  all  be 
happy  ? At  least,  if  the  way  were  clear,  I 
would  try  as  no  man  ever  tried  to  win 
Amy,  and  I should  be  no  worse  off  than  I 
am  if  I failed  in  the  attempt.” 

These  musings  were  rather  remote  from 
his  practical  words,  for  he  had  taken  pains 
to  give  the  impression  that  their  woodland 
would  be  far  safer  for  the  proposed  ex- 
pedition, and  Amy  had  said,  a little  satir- 
ically, 44  We  are  now  sure  of  Webb,  since 
he  can  combine  so  much  business  with 
pleasure.” 

He  only  smiled  back  in  an  inscrutable 
way. 

Musk-melons  formed  one  of  their  break- 
fast dishes,  and  Miss  Hargrove  remarked, 

“ Papa  has  been  exceedingly  annoyed  by 
having  some  of  his  finest  ones  stolen.” 

Burt  began  laughing,  and  said:  “He 
should  imitate  my  tactics.  Ours  were 
stolen  last  year,  and  as  they  approached 
maturity,  some  time  sinoe,  I put  up  a no- 
tice in  large  black  letters,  4 Thieves,  take 
warning:  be  careful  not  to  steal  the  poi- 
soned melons.’  Hearing  a dog  bark  one 
night  about  a week  ago,  I took  a revolver 
and  went  out.  The  moonlight  was  clear, 
and  there,  reading  the  notice,  was  a group 
of  ragamuffin  boys.  Stealing  up  near 
them,  behind  some  shrubbery,  I fired  my 
pistol  in  the  air,  and  they  fairly  tumbled 
over  each  other  in  their  haste  to  escape. 
We’ve  had  no  trouble  since,  I can  assure 
you.  I’ll  drive  you  home  this  morning, 
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and,  with  your  father’s  permission,  will 
put  up  a similar  notice  in  your  garden. 
We  also  must  make  our  arrangements  for 
camping  promptly.  This  weather  can’t 
last  much  longer.  It  surely  will  not  if 
our  mountain  experience  makes  us  wish 
it  would and  full  of  his  projects,  he  hast- 
ened to  harness  Thunder  to  his  light  top- 
wagon. 

He  might  have  taken  the  two-seated 
carriage,  and  asked  Amy  to  accompany 
them,  but  it  had  not  occurred  to  him  to 
do  so,  especially  as  he  intended  to  drive 
on  rapidly  to  Newburgh  to  make  arrange- 
ments for  the  tents.  She  felt  a little 
slighted  and  neglected,  and  Miss  Har- 
grove saw  that  she  did,  but  thought  that 
any  suggestion  of  a different  arrangement 
might  lead  to  embarrassment.  She  be- 
gan to  think  that  the  camping  experience 
would  make  everything  clearer.  At  any 
rate,  it  promised  so  much  unhackneyed 
pleasure  that  she  resolved  to  make  the 
most  of  it,  and  then  decide  upon  her 
course.  She  was  politic,  and  cautioned 
Burt  to  say  nothing  about  it  until  she 
had  first  seen  her  father,  for  she  was  not 
certain  how  her  stately  and  conventional 
mother  would  regard  the  affair.  She 
pounced  upon  Mr.  Hargrove  in  his  libra- 
ry, and  he  knew  from  her  preliminary 
caresses  that  some  unusual  favor  was  to 
be  asked  for. 

“Come,”  he  said,  “you  wily  little 
strategist,  what  do  you  want  now?  Half 
of  my  kingdom  ?” 

She  explained  rather  incoherently. 

His  answer  was  unexpected,  for  he  ask- 
ed, “Is  Mr.  Burt  Clifford  in  the  parlor?” 

“ No,”  she  replied,  faintly;  “he’s  on  the 
piazza.”  Then,  with  unusual  animation, 
she  began  about  the  melons.  Her  father’s 
face  softened,  and  he  looked  at  her  a little 
humorously,  for  her  flushed,  handsome 
face  would  disarm  a Puritan. 

“You  are  seeing  a great  deal  of  this 
young  Mr.  Clifford,”  he  said. 

Her  color  deepened,  and  she  began, 
hastily,  “ Oh,  well,  papa,  I’ve  seen  a good 
deal  of  a great  many  gentlemen.” 

“Come,  come,  Trurie” — his  pet  name 
for  her — “no  disguises  with  me.  Your 
old  father  is  not  so  blind  as  you  think, 
and  I’ve  not  lived  to  my  time  of  life  in 
ignorance  of  the  truth  that  prevention  is 
better  than  cure.  Whether  you  are  aware 
of  it  or  not,  your  eyes  have  revealed  to  me 
a growing  interest  in  Mr.  Clifford.” 

She  hid  her  face  upon  his  shoulder.  I 


“He  is  a comparatively  poor  man,  I 
suppose,  and  while  I think  him  a fine 
fellow,  I’ve  seen  in  him  no  great  aptness 
for  business.  If  I saw  that  he  was  no 
more  to  you  than  others  who  have  sought 
your  favor,  I would  not  say  a word,  Tru- 
rie, for  when  you  are  indifferent  you  are 
abundantly  able  to  take  care  of  yourself. 

I’ve  been  expecting  this.  I knew  you 
would  in  time  meet  some  one  who  would 
have  the  power  to  do  more  than  amuse 
you,  and  my  love,  darling,  is  too  deep  and 
vigilant  to  be  blind  until  it  is  too  late  to 
see.  You  are  merely  interested  in  Mr. 
Clifford  now.  You  might  become  more 
than  interested  during  an  experience  like 
the  one  proposed.” 

“ If  I should,  papa,  am  I so  poor  that  I 
have  not  even  the  privilege  of  a village 
girl  who  can  follow  her  heart  ?” 

“My  advice  would  be,” he  replied,  gen- 
tly, “ that  you  guide  yourself  by  both  rea- 
son and  your  heart.  This  is  our  secret 
council-chamber,  and  one  is  speaking  to 
you  who  has  no  thought  but  for  your 
lasting  happiness.” 

She  took  a chair  near  him,  and  looked 
into  his  eyes  as  she  said,  thoughtfully  and 
gravely:  “I  should  be  both  silly  and  un- 
natural did  I not  recognize  your  motive 
and  love.  I know  I am  not  a child  any 
longer,  and  should  have  no  excuse  for 
any  school-girl  or  romantic  folly.  You 
have  always  had  my  confidence ; you 
would  have  had  it  in  this  case  as  soon  as 
there  was  anything  to  tell.  I scarcely 
understand  myself  as  yet,  but  must  admit 
that  I am  more  interested  in  Mr.  Clifford 
than  in  any  man  I ever  met,  and,  as  you 
said,  I also  have  not  reached  my  time  of 
life  without  knowing  what  this  may  lead 
to.  You  married  mamma  when  she  was 
younger  than  I,  and  you  too,  papa,  were 
4 a comparatively  poor  man’  at  the  time. 

I have  thought  a great  deal  about  it.  I 
know  all  that  wealth  and  fashionable 
society  can  give  me,  and  I tell  you  hon- 
estly, papa,  I would  rather  be  the  happy 
wife  that  Maggie  Clifford  is  than  marry 
any  millionaire  in  New  York.  There  is 
no  need,  however,  for  such  serious  talk, 
for  there  is  nothing  yet  beyond  conge- 
nial companionship,  and — Well,”  she 
added,  hastily,  in  memory  of  Amy,  “I 
don’t  believe  anything  will  come  of  it. 

But  I want  to  go  on  this  expedition. 
There  will  probably  be  two  married  la- 
dies in  the  party,  and  so  I don’t  see  that 
even  mamma  can  object.  Rest  assured  I 
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shall  never  become  engaged  to  any  one 
without  your  consent ; that  is,”  she  added, 
with  another  of  her  irresistible  caresses, 
“unless  you  are  very  unreasonable,  and 
I become  very  old.” 

“Very  well,  Trurie,  you  shall  go,  with 
your  mother’s  consent,  and  I think  I can 
insure  that.  As  you  say,  you  are  no  lon- 
ger a child.”  And  his  thought  was,  I 
have  seen  enough  of  life  to  know  that  it 
is  best  not  to  be  too  arbitrary  in  such  mat- 
ters. After  a moment  he  added,  gravely, 
“You  say  you  have  thought.  Think  a 
great  deal  more  before  you  take  any  steps 
which  may  involve  all  your  future.” 

Burt  was  growing  uneasy  on  the  piazza, 
and  feared  that  Miss  Hargrove  might  not 
obtain  the  consent  that  she  had  counted  on 
so  confidently.  He  was  a little  surprised 
also  to  find  how  the  glamour  faded  out  of 
his  anticipations  at  the  thought  of  her  ab- 
sence, but  explained  his  feeling  by  saying 
to  himself,  “ She  is  so  bright  and  full  of 
life,  and  has  so  fine  a voice,  that  we  should 
miss  her  sadly. 5 * He  was  greatly  relieved, 
therefore,  when  Mr.  Hargrove  came  out 
and  greeted  him  courteously.  Gertrude 
had  been  rendered  too  conscious  by  her 
recent  interview  to  accompany  her  father, 
but  she  soon  appeared,  and  no  one  could 
have  imagined  that  Burt  was  more  to  her 
than  an  agreeable  acquaintance.  Mrs. 
Hargrove  gave  a reluctant  consent,  and 
it  was  soon  settled  that  they  should  try  to 
get  off  on  the  following  afternoon.  Burt 
also  included  in  the  invitation  young  Fred 
Hargrove,  and  then  drove  away  elated. 

At  the  dinner  table  he  announced  his 
success  in  procuring  the  tents,  and  his  in- 
tention of  going  for  them  in  the  after- 
noon. At  the  same  time  he  exhorted 
Leonard  and  Maggie  to  prepare  provisions 
adequate  to  mountain  appetites,  adding, 
“Webb,  I suppose,  will  be  too  busy  to  do 
more  than  join  us  at  the  last  moment.” 

Webb  said  nothing,  but  disappeared 
after  dinner.  As  he  was  at  supper  as  usu- 
al, no  questions  were  asked.  Before  it 
was  light  the  next  morning  Amy  thought 
she  heard  steps  on  the  stairs,  and  the 
rear  hall  door  shut  softly.  When  finally 
awaking  she  was  not  sure  but  that  her  im- 
pression was  a dream.  As  she  came  down 
to  breakfast  Burt  greeted  her  with  dis- 
may. 

“The  tents,  which  I put  on  the  back  pi- 
azza, are  gone,”  he  said. 

“Where  is  Webb?”  was  her  quick  re- 
sponse. 


No  one  had  seen  him,  and  it  was  soon 
learned  that  a horse  and  a strong  wagon 
were  also  missing. 

4 ‘ Ah,  Burt,  ” cried  Amy,  laughing, 1 4 rest 
assured  Webb  has  stolen  a march  on  you, 
and  taken  his  own  way  of  retaliation  for 
what  you  said  at  the  dinner  table  yester- 
day. He  was  away  all  the  afternoon, 
too.  I believe  he  has  chosen  a camping 
ground,  and  the  tents  are  standing  on  it.” 

“ He  should  have  remembered  that  oth- 
ers might  have  some  choice  in  the  mat- 
ter,” was  the  discontented  reply. 

“If  Webb  has  chosen  the  camping 
ground,  you  will  all  be  pleased  with  it,” 
said  his  mother,  quietly.  “I  think  he  is 
merely  trying  to  give  a pleasant  surprise.” 

He  soon  appeared,  and  explained  that 
with  Lumley’s  help  he  had  made  some 
preparations,  since  any  suitable  place  with 
water  near,  from  which  there  was  a fine 
outlook,  would  have  seemed  very  rough 
and  uninviting  to  the  ladies  unless  more 
work  was  done  than  could  be  accomplished 
in  the  afternoon  of  their  arrival. 

“Now  I think  that  is  very  thoughtful 
of  you,  Webb,” said  Amy.  “The  steps  I 
heard  last  night  were  not  a dream.  At 
what  unearthly  hour  did  you  start  ?” 

“Was  I so  heavy-footed  as  to  disturb 
you  ?” 

“Oh,  no,  Webb,”  she  said,  with  a look 
of  comic  distress,  in  which  there  was  also 
a little  reproach;  “it’s  not  your  feet  that 
disturb  me,  but  your  head.  You  have 
stuffed  it  so  full  of  learning  that  I am  de- 
pressed by  the  emptiness  of  mine.” 

He  laughed  as  he  replied,  “I  hope  all 
your  troubles  may  be  quite  as  imaginary.” 
Then  he  requested  Leonard  to  spend  the 
morning  in  helping  Maggie,  who  would 
know  best  what  was  needed  for  even  mount- 
ain housekeeping,  and  that  he  would  see  to 
farm  matters,  and  join  them  early  in  the 
evening.  The  peaches  were  ripening,  and 
Amy  from  her  window  saw  that  he  was 
taking  from  the  trees  all  fit  for  market; 
also  that  Abram,  under  his  direction,  was 
busy  with  the  watering  cart.  “ Words  can 
not  impose  upon  me,”  she  thought,  a little 
bitterly.  “ He  knows  how  I long  for  his 
companionship,  and  it’s  not  a little  thing 
to  be  made  to  feel  that  I am  scarcely  bet- 
ter qualified  for  it  than  Johnnie.” 

Burt  galloped  over  to  Dr.  Marvin’s,  who 
promised  to  join  them,  with  his  wife,  on 
the  following  day.  He  had  a tent  which 
he  had  occasionally  used  in  his  ornitho- 
logical pursuits. 
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At  two  in  the  afternoon  a merry  party 
started  for  the  hills.  All  the  vehicles  on 
the  farm  had  been  impressed  into  the 
service  to  bring  up  the  party,  with  chairs, 
cooking  utensils,  provisions,  bedding,  etc. 
When  they  reached  the  ground  that  Webb 
had  selected,  even  Burt  admitted  his  pleased 
surprise.  The  outlook  over  the  distant 
river  and  a wide  area  of  country  dotted 
with  villages  was  superb,  while  to  the 
camp  a home-like  look  had  already  been 
given,  and  the  ladies,  with  many  mental 
encomiums,  saw  how  secluded  and  invit- 
ing an  aspect  had  been  imparted  to  their 
especial  abode.  As  they  came  on  the  scene 
Lumley  was  finishing  the  construction  of 
a dense  screen  of  evergreen  boughs  which 
surrounded  the  canvas  to  the  doorway. 
Not  far  away  an  iron  pot  was  slung  on 
cross-sticks  in  gypsy  style,  and  it  was 
flanked  by  rock- work  fire-places  which 
Maggie  declared  were  almost  equal  to  a 
kitchen  range.  The  men’s  tent  was  pitch- 
ed at  easy  calling  distance,  and,  like  that 
of  the  ladies,  was  surrounded  by  a thick 
growth  of  trees,  whose  shade  would  be 
grateful.  A little  space  had  been  cleared 
between  the  two  tents  for  a leaf-can- 
opied dining  hall,  and  a table  of  boards 
improvised.  The  ground,  as  far  as  possi- 
ble, had  been  cleared  of  loose  stones  and 
rubbish.  Around  the  fire-place  mossy 
rocks  abounded,  and  were  well  adapted 
for  picturesque  groupings.  What  touch- 
ed Amy  most  was  ^ little  flower  bed  made 
of  the  rich  black  mould  of  decayed  leaves, 
in  which  were  some  of  her  favorite  flow- 
ers, well  watered.  They  did  not  suggest 
indifference  on  the  part  of  Webb.  About 
fifty  feet  from  the  tents  the  mountain 
shelf  sloped  off  abruptly,  and  gave  the 
magnificent  view  that  has  been  mention- 
ed. Even  Burt  saw  how  much  had  been 
gained  by  Webb’s  forethought,  and  frank- 
ly acknowledged  it.  As  it  was,  they  had 
no  more  than  time  to  complete  the  ar- 
rangements for  the  night  before  the  sun’s 
level  rays  lighted  up  a scene  that  was  full 
of  joyous  activity  and  bustle.  The  chil- 
dren’s happy  voices  made  the  echoes  ring, 
and  Fred  Hargrove,  notwithstanding  his 
city  antecedents,  yielded  with  delight  to 
the  love  of  primitive  life  that  exists  in  every 
boy’s  heart.  Although  he  was  a few  years 
older  than  Alf,  they  had  become  friendly 
rivals  as  incipient  sportsmen  and  natural- 
ists. Amy  felt  that  she  was  coming  close 
to  nature’s  heart,  and  the  novelty  of  it  all 
was  scarcely  less  exciting  to  her  than  to 


Johnnie.  To  little  Ned  it  was  a place  of 
wonder  and  enchantment,  and  he  kept 
them  all  in  a mild  state  of  terror  by  his 
exploring  expeditions.  At  last  his  father 
threatened  to  take  him  home,  and  with 
this  awful  punishment  before  his  eyes  he 
put  his  thumb  in  his  mouth,  perched  upon 
a rock,  and  philosophically  watched  the 
preparations  for  supper.  Maggie,  howev- 
er, was  the  presiding  genius  of  the  occa- 
sion, and  she  looked  like  the  light-hearted 
girl  that  Leonard  had  wooed  more  than 
a dozen  years  before.  She  ordered  him 
around,  jested  with  him,  and  laughed  at 
him  in  such  a lively  way  that  Burt  de- 
clared that  she  was  proving  herself  unfit 
for  the  duties  of  chaperon  by  getting  up 
a flirtation  with  her  husband.  Mean- 
while, under  her  supervision,  order  was 
evoked  from  chaos,  and  appetizing  odors 
arose  from  the  fire-place. 

Miss  Hargrove  admitted  to  herself  that 
in  all  the  past  she  had  never  known  such 
hours  of  keen  enjoyment,  and  she  was 
bent  on  proving  that,  although  a city-bred 
girl,  she  could  take  her  part  in  the  work 
as  well  as  the  fun.  Nor  were  her  spirits 
dampened  by  the  fact  that  Burt  was  often 
at  her  side  and  that  Amy  did  not  appear 
to  care.  The  latter,  however,  was  becom- 
ing aware  of  his  deepening  interest  in  her 
brilliant  friend.  As  yet  she  was  not  sure 
whether  it  was  more  than  a good-natured 
and  hospitable  effort  to  make  one  so  re- 
cently a stranger  at  home  with  them,  or 
a new  lapse  on  his  part  into  a condition 
of  ever-enduring  love  and  constancy,  and 
the  smile  that  followed  the  thought  was 
not  flattering  to  Burt. 

A little  before  supper  was  ready  Maggie 
asked  him  to  get  a pail  of  water. 

44 Come,  Miss  Gertrude,”  he  said,  “and 
I’ll  show  you  the  Continental  spring  at 
which  the  Revolutionary  soldiers  drank 
more  than  a hundred  years  ago and  she 
tripped  away  with  him,  nothing  loath. 
As  they  re-appeared,  flushed  and  laugh- 
ing, carrying  the  pail  between  them,  Amy 
trilled  out, 

“Jack  and  Jill  came  up  the  hill.” 

A moment  later  Webb  followed  them, 
on  horseback,  and  was  greeted  with  accla- 
mations and  overwhelmed  with  compli- 
ments. Miss  Hargrove  was  only  too  glad 
of  the  diversion  from  herself,  for  Amy’s 
words  had  made  her  absurdly  conscious, 
for  a society  girl. 

They  feasted  through  the  long  twilight. 
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Never  had  green  corn,  roasted  in  its  husks 
on  the  coals,  tasted  so  delicious,  and  never 
before  were  peaches  and  cream  so  ambro- 
sial. Amy  made  it  her  care  that  poor 
Lumley  should  feast  also,  but  the  smile 
with  which  she  served  him  was  the  sus- 
tenance he  most  craved.  Then,  as  the 
evening  breeze  grew  chilly,  and  the  night 
darkened,  lanterns  were  hung  in  the  trees, 
the  fire  was  replenished,  and  they  sat 
down  the  merriest  of  merry  parties.  Even 
Webb  had  vowed  that  he  would  ignore 
the  past  and  the  future,  and  make  the 
most  of  that  camp  fire  by  the  way-side  of 
life.  It  must  be  admitted,  however,  that 
his  discovery  of  Burt  and  Miss  Hargrove 
alone  at  the  spring  had  much  to  do  with 
his  resolution.  Stories  and  songs  succeed- 
ed each  other,  until  Ned  was  asleep  in 
Maggie’s  arms,  and  Johnnie  nodding  at 
her  side.  In  reaction  from  the  excite- 
ments and  fatigues  of  the  day,  they  all 
early  sought  the  rest  which  is  never  found 
in  such  perfection  as  in  a mountain  camp. 
Hemlock  boughs  formed  the  mattresses  on 
which  their  blankets  were  spread,  and  soon 
there  were  no  sounds  except  the  strident 
chirpings  of  insects  and  the  calls  of  night 
birds. 

There  was  one  perturbed  spirit,  how- 
ever, and  at  last  Burt  stole  out  and  sat 
over  the  dying  fire.  When  the  mind  is 
ready  for  impressions,  a very  little  thing 
will  produce  them  vividly,  and  Amy’s 
snatch  of  song  about  “Jack  and  Jill”  had 
awakened  Burt  at  last  to  a consciousness 
that  he  might  be  carrying  his  attentions 
to  Miss  Hargrove  too  far,  in  view  of  his 
vows  and  inexorable  purpose  of  constancy. 
He  assured  himself  that  his  only  object 
was  to  have  a good  time,  and  enjoy  the 
charming  society  of  his  new  acquaintance. 
Of  course  he  was  in  love  with  Amy,  and 
she  was  all  that  he  could  desire.  Perhaps 
he  had  pursued  the  wrong  tactics.  Girls 
even  like  Amy  were  not  so  unsophisti- 
cated as  they  appeared  to  be,  and  he  felt 
that  he  was  profoundly  experienced  in 
such  questions,  if  in  nothing  else.  Had 
not  her  pride  been  touched  ? and  would 
not  his  evident  admiration  for  Miss  Har- 
grove lead  the  former  to  believe  that  he 
was  mercurial  and  not  to  be  depended 
upon?  He  had  to  admit  to  himself  that 
some  experiences  in  the  past  had  tended  to 
give  him  this  reputation.  “I  was  only  a 
boy  then,”  he  muttered,  with  a stern  com- 
pression of  the  lips.  “I’ll  prove  that  I am 
a man  now and  having  made  this  sub- 


lime resolution,  he  slept  the  sleep  of  the 
just. 

All  who  have  known  the  freshness,  the 
elasticity,  the  mental  and  physical  vigor, 
with  which  one  springs  from  a bed  of 
boughs,  will  envy  the  camping  party’s 
awakening  on  the  following  morning. 
Webb  resolved  to  remain  and  watch  the 
drift  of  events.  Burt,  however,  began  to 
show  himself  a skillful  diplomatist.  He 
felt  that  perhaps  he  had  checked  himself 
barely  in  time  to  retrieve  his  fortunes  and 
character  with  Amy,  but  he  was  too  adroit 
to  permit  any  marked  change  to  appear 
in  his  manner  and  action.  He  said  to 
himself  that  he  cordially  liked  and  ad- 
mired Miss  Hargrove,  but  he  believed  that 
she  had  enjoyed  not  a few  flirtations,  and 
was  not  averse  to  the  addition  of  another 
to  the  list.  Even  his  self-complacency  had 
not  led  him  to  think  that  she  regarded 
him  in  any  other  light  than  that  of  a very 
agreeable  and  useful  summer  friend.  He 
had  seen  enough  of  society  to  be  aware 
that  such  temporary  friendships  often  bor- 
der closely  on  the  sentimental  and  yet  with 
no  apparent  trace  remaining  in  after-years. 
To  Amy,  however,  such  affairs  would  not 
appear  in  the  same  light  as  they  might  to 
Miss  Hargrove,  and  he  felt  that  he  had 
gone  far  enough.  But  not  for  the  world 
would  he  be  guilty  of  gancherie , of  neg- 
lecting Miss  Hargrove  for  ostentatious 
devotion  to  Amy.  Indeed,  he  was  more 
pronounced  in  his  admiration  than  ever, 
but  in  many  little  and  unobtrusive  ways 
he  tried  to  prove  to  Amy  that  she  had  his 
deeper  thoughts.  She,  however,  was  not 
at  this  time  disposed  to  dwell  upon  the 
subject.  His  manner  merely  tended  to 
confirm  the  view  that  he,  like  herself,  re- 
garded Miss  Hargrove  as  a charming  ad- 
dition to  their  circle,  and  proposed  that 
she  should  enjoy  herself  thoroughly  while 
with  them.  Webb  was  more  like  the  bro- 
ther she  wished  him  to  be  than  he  had 
been  for  a long  time.  The  little  flower 
bed  was  an  abiding  re-assurance,  and  so 
the  present  contained  all  that  she  desired. 

This  was  not  true  of  either  Webb  or 
Miss  Hargrove.  The  former,  however,  did 
not  lose  heart.  He  thought  he  knew  Burt 
too  well  to  give  up  hope  yet.  The  latter, 
with  all  her  experience,  was  puzzled.  She 
speedily  became  conscious  of  the  absence 
of  a certain  warmth  and  genuineness  in 
Burt’s  manner  and  words.  The  thermom- 
eter is  not  so  sensitive  to  heat  and  cold  as 
the  intuition  of  a girl  like  Miss  Hargrove 
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to  the  mental  attitude  of  an  admirer,  but 
no  one  could  better  hide  her  thoughts  and 
feelings  than  she  when  once  upon  her 
guard. 

The  few  remaining  days  of  August 
passed,  and  September  came,  bringing  lit- 
tle suggestion  of  autumn  rains  or  cool- 
ness. Dr.  and  Mrs.  Marvin  had  joined 
them,  and  the  former’s  interest  in  every 
wild  creature  in  the  woods  became  infec- 
tious. Alf  and  Fred  were  his  ardent  dis- 
ciples, and  he  rarely  found  an  indifferent 
listener  in  Amy.  The  heat  of  the  day  was 
given  up  to  the  fashioning  of  alpenstocks 
and  reading,  and  the  morning  and  late  aft- 
ernoons to  excursions.  In  one  of  these 
they  had  sat  down  to  rest  near  an  immense 
decaying  tree  that  was  hollow  in  parts,  and 
full  of  holes  from  the  topmost  shattered 
branches  to  the  ground. 

* ‘ That,  ” said  the  doctor,  4 1 might  fitly  be 
called  an  old  tenement-house.  You  have 
no  idea  how  many  and  various  creatures 
may  have  found  a home  in  it.” 

He  was  immediately  urged  to  enumerate 
its  possible  inhabitants  in  the  past,  pre- 
sent, and  future. 

The  doctor,  pleased  with  the  conceit  of 
regarding  the  decaying  tree  as  an  old  ten- 
ement, began  with  animation:  “ All  three 
of  the  squirrels  of  this  region  have  un- 
doubtedly dwelt  in  it.  I scarcely  need  to  do 
more  than  mention  the  well-known  saucy 
red  or  fox  squirrel,  whose  delight  is  mis- 
chief. By-the-way,  we  have  at  home  two 
tame  robins  that  were  tumbled  out  of  their 
nest  before  they  could  fly  by  one  of  these 
ruthless  practical  jokers.  The  birds  come 
in  and  out  of  the  house  like  members  of 
the  family.  The  graceful  gray  squirrel 
is  scarcely  less  familiar  than  the  red  one. 
He  makes  a lively  pet,  and  we  have  all 
seen  him  turning  the  wheel  attached  to 
his  cage.  The  curious  little  flying-squir- 
rel, however,  is  a stranger  even  to  those 
to  whom  he  may  be  a near  neighbor,  for 
the  reason  that  his  habits  are  chiefly 
nocturnal.  He  ventures  out  occasional- 
ly on  a cloudy  day,  but  is  shy  and  re- 
tiring. Thoreau  relates  an  interesting 
experience  with  one.  He  captured  it  in 
a decayed  hemlock  stump,  wherein  it  had 
a little  nest  of  leaves,  bits  of  bark,  and 
pine  needles.  It  bit  viciously  at  first, 
and  uttered  a few  ‘dry  shrieks,’  but  he 
carried  it  home.  After  it  had  been  in 
his  room  a few  hours  it  reluctantly  allow- 
ed its  soft  fur  to  be  stroked.  He  says  it 
has  ‘very  large,  prominent  black  eyes, 


which  give  it  an  innocent  look.  In  color 
it  was  a chestnut  ash,  inclining  to  fawn, 
slightly  browned,  and  white  beneath.  The 
under  edge  of  his  wings(?)  tinged  yellow, 
the  upper  dark,  perhaps  black.’  He  put  it 
into  a barrel,  and  fed  it  with  an  apple  and 
shag-bark  hickory-nuts.  The  next  morn- 
ing he  carried  it  back  and  placed  it  on  the 
stump  from  which  it  had  been  taken,  and 
it  ran  up  a sapling,  from  which  it  skimmed 
away  to  a large  maple  nine  feet  distant, 
whose  trunk  it  struck  about  four  feet  from 
the  ground.  This  tree  it  ascended  thirty 
feet  on  the  opposite  side  from  Thoreau, 
then  coming  into  view,  it  eyed  its  quon- 
dam captor  for  a moment  or  two  as  much 
as  to  say,  ‘good-by.’  Then  away  it  went, 
first  raising  its  head  as  if  choosing  its  ob- 
jective point.  Thoreau  says  its  progress 
is  more  like  that  of  a bird  than  he  had 
been  led  to  believe  from  naturalists’  ac- 
counts, or  than  he  could  have  imagined 
possible  in  a quadruped.  Its  flight  was 
not  a regular  descent  on  a given  line.  It 
veered  to  right  and  left,  avoiding  obstruc- 
tions, passed  through  branches  of  trees, 
and  flew  horizontally  part  of  the  way, 
landing  on  the  ground  at  last  over  fifty- 
one  feet  from  the  foot  of  the  tree  from 
which  it  sprang.  After  its  leap,  however, 
it  can  not  renew  its  impetus  in  the  air,  but 
must  alight  and  start  again.  It  appears 
to  sail  and  steer  much  like  a hawk  when 
the  latter  does  not  flap  its  wings.  The 
little  striped  chipmunk  no  doubt  has  heap- 
ed up  its  store  of  nuts  in  the  hole  there 
that  opens  from  the  ground  into  the  tree, 
and  the  pretty  white -footed  mouse,  with 
its  large  eyes  and  ears,  has  had  its  apart- 
ment in  the  decayed  recesses  that  exist  in 
the  worm-eaten  roots. 

“Opossums  and  raccoons  are  well- 
known  denizens  of  trees,  and  both  furnish 
famous  country  sports,  especially  in  the 
South.  4 ’Possum  up  de  gum-tree,  ’coony 
in  de  hollow,’  is  a line  from  a negro  ditty 
that  touches  a deep  chord  in  the  African 
heart.  The  former  is  found  not  infre- 
quently in  this  region,  but  the  Hudson 
seems  to  be  the  eastern  boundary  of  its 
habitat.” 

“I  took  two  from  a tree  in  one  night,” 
Burt  remarked. 

“The  raccoon’s  haunts,  however,  ex- 
tend far  to  the  northward,  and  it  is  abun- 
dant in  the  regions  bordering  on  the  Adi- 
rondacks,  though  not  common  in  the  dense 
pine  woods  of  the  interior.  They  are  om- 
nivorous creatures,  and  often  rob  nests  of 
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rnolijH,  shrews,  aiicl  insects,  ami  does  nol 
attack  larger  animals  or  poultry'  It  is  j*o 
exceedingly  lithe  and  slender  tLat  its  prey 
lias  no  chance  t*>'0sc$pe.  v ^V^tere  a 
or  a mole  cm  go  it  can  go  also,  and  if  out- 
run  in  the  field,  it  follows  the  scent  of  its 
gameiilce  a hound, 
and  is  as  relent! ess 
a v fate  ‘in  dt?  -pin?- 


condition  of  sv  milky  pulp.  Nor  does 
poultry  cOine  'awdsrA  They  are  also  eager 
tisberritnii*  8]ttw>ugH  they  are  miable  to 
pursue  f hid  rgrjvy  ttntfer  crater  like  the  otter 
and  mink  >'iv  'v,  : 

; iit.hor  inn'jf  rMi/ig  nth  reals  ; 

h-v^d  in  that  thjj  tester  wyivveh 
pvmsin  rite  ^ytuh’te,  *?r 
iar^v''':\ymM4l.  Jfafjje  ate  hrovftt  '-afh;^ 

,&i& jfi£  jiSM t ly  disHppears*  ajid  ivith 
high  ’vvit-Ii  tlrt:  lir^i.  stio^- 


yo  « attv  KmiKtr^iirg. 

like  • 

pt$&r,,  ■ 

" ' hdded  Leo? ■!.-•  .'  -.  ■ :' 

M&$L  ua  ituil  •/.  ;■ 

;,-'“r  ~Jji£i 

■.'.  i , ^ *.j 


yhh'ii 
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eneiy  Its  instinct  to  kill  is-jso  strong 
that,  were  vtposrtbks  it-  would  drsfroyihe 
means  of  its  eul-sod-m-e.  It  would  leasre 
non*-.  pf  its  varied  pre\  edeve.  The  lion, 
and  even  $*<*  mai>  eating  tiger, . when 
gorged;  vare  i imrt  and  <pik<t  They  kill  no 
more  thnn  they  want  for  a meat}  but  the 
erturn#-  i 11  * h ry satiate 

tUi#}t.:;  with  the  hraiiis  ol  the  fttwh  or  by , 
Mwkmg  t-beh*  blood,  and  Umio  out  of  kpuro 
oussed  M(--ss/  Wiil  kill  all  the  rest  within 
tswij  Fi  t ly  chic  kens  have  boon  d^iniy  ed 
in  sdgftt  by  one  of  tlieso  t’emorsek^s  Ut- 
ile btsa&ts.  It  makers  fearful  ravaged 
ahmitg:  grants.  tydduts,  and  litre’s.  Ji.  is, 
the  mylhkvvl  vampire  embodied  It  is  not 


• v.d':l',!'^  hpi 

. '•  X ; Uu*  turhih|<, 

yrhite  phth  the 
iirst  *uo>v,  ami 
blown  as  soori  hs  the  snow  is  gone,  is  a 
little  off  color" . vy  , / 

tJ&rtbr;  ''  ^ItUhiigh  X h&ve  seenno  -3&ii> 
jftktory ^^x^WhatipiT.of^ the 
pHnisioii  of  nature  to  .j&iU'-- 

mabs-  Ui  pursue  their  prey  or  escape  from 
tiisie  mmum#  with  the  p„  renter  ease.  Na- 
ture apt»ears  to  haye  been  very  partial  to 
w^scls.'  They  lirjt  only  make  their  nests 

m hollow  inees'  but  hi  lh&- sides  of  banks. 
W#?  it  nut  for  its  halht  W ^destroying  tto 
eggs  and  you ug  of  1 ui'tR  t)jcf  ie^Hor  wejese) 
■might  bn  wgaKied  as  a wholly  useful  etc  a* 
lure,  for  it  ‘AjBvi^iit^ mice, 


and  has  tho  same  loop  litUe, , 

am!  x^eck,  A g-my  squirrel  would  look 

•bulky  beside  oni%  but  iibmdomituble  ^ouiv 


| that  ch  be  lifted  at  right;- ftftgies  with  the 


has  ad  cquaL  Only  lack  of  material ' or  th*.  image.  of. a Serpent  ’ 
bodily  fatigue  susjieiuh  its  -bloody  work,  • “’This  is  a true  pkdure  .of  tf*c  ermine 
and  its  Ufv  is  one  long  career  vrf  carnage,  when  excited  uv  auyry ; when 
It  has  a ierriflo  of  teeth,  which  tire  iirj  ;'s3m^u <>f  his  fiiv,  there  am 
Worked  by  roost  j»d%yertu|  musd^..  J>r.  : Jew  timu*o  beautiful,  harmless,  innocent 
Owes.  an  vjum*nt  imturalUf.  !ms  given  a looking  creatures.  Lei  one  of  the  uni 
graphic  Aecomti  of  bun  It  is.  words,  a*  $ mal*  on  which  he  preys  approach.,  how 
remember  wild  instantly  a iieuti, 

murderer,  ‘ iiir,  foreland  -.is  fciw,:HlS$  nose  lit  the  economy  of  nature  he  ofu-u  serves 
shhyp ; byes are  stuhII^  ■ h Vtry  useful  purpose..  I.»  mab.'y  regions 

mng\  and  glitter  with  dm  angry  green  fight.  iiridndee  are  destructive  The  ormiu.e. 
His  heiee  face  surrra.>iuits  iv  body  texuraof'-  is  their  deadliest  f»>*  \ utrvrjfl  rigid  a 

dinardy  wiry  , lithe,  and  muscular,  which  man  if  cornered,  but' it  giv<R>  up  . <mce 
ends  hi  * »sh>guhir]y  long  slender  neck  in  abject  terror  when  confronted  by  the 


; '■•  { & ' ■ •■  U*:  •••••: 

v#^  * ti  i v ^ i>>v  if^  o 

• "1  [fa  i :n  <<i  m>  ni  *#  «t  ad  L<»*  r.^  h ■*  I 
sk.iy>.-: ' : a j &jh~ 

ijUvit  JW&V  'SrjU  Hlff  't&r: 

’•  ' • 1 ■••  • 

vhybt$  .$%$&  r^jCfcVr^#/  Ir.mvs, 

ey*;#,  / fag 4t^b  t, 

tb  g oik 

;('  r rc^iA- 

• ■••  • • • ■ • ■ 
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£5*  ; - . • 


$$&<  :r$susm 


iii  imlili  i1! 


^ATTTRE’S  SERIAL  STORY.’ 


5ii) 


a hole  ft  if  jii^h'-iusitters?  eggs,. a M.rt  a big 
black  amsike.  ran  down-  w^difcek.'-  toi’ywjt' 

1 ‘ Pk-ftse.  .-say  notbinic  -towo-:, 

<l<»wn,  so  that  if  eould  not  kill  the  game,  ! sively,  <ukUny  in  a law  H>u<: s • Come, 

V,  •, 


was  Hunger  was  not 

bis  motive,  fw  In'  bad  destroy'd  dozens 
of  fowls  ib.  night  before.  The  ermine 
b&s  been  used  Successfully  as  a ferret, 
Having  first  filed  the  i-n-ature's  teeth 


m:. 


WOOM’Kr.KEKi  AT  HOME, 


a lo-ntleuiaia  secured  fweiv.-  Uv<-  rabbit*  Crertrudo  j.-.j  nr  ao  Tlui.thn'ajibj  of.  the 
«i  forenoon.  .Rift-  It's  gelling  <*ld  'tree that  \Ve  Ye  heard  rdxiul  nifty  !iv 

tUXl  f.mie  we  started  ■•■!)!'..' rod,  -.Mid,  vet  -wry'  irttey*<«ii'ny  to  ii.a.t.urair-:tH  twit:  $*»mv 
0 »*  not  through  ev«,o  the  list  of  »jnadr«-  1 of  them  are  not  (•?  »rj  Uslt-.-" 
lK!<ls  that  rna.y  liave -dwelt  ih  v>ur  old  ten-  The  day-!  pwr-o-d  and  the  tiuvi-Ky  of 
omnnt.  Tiwu-e  are  four  speeuia  of  bats  to  ' tbiur  numb  lain  life  begun  wnne  s»  lit 
be  mentioned,  brsidey  midea  ar»d  episodes,  a*, 

that  would hhlToW  in  its  roots if  they  foCirtsthney  visits  front  Mr.  Lilfftmi.  Mr. 
as  hollow  w^-.thjR  -ami  the  Rev.  Mr,  Barkdaie, 

owls,  wroBSj,  And  wiJhdpeeiibrs,  tlieftf  dre  j who  wowreutertttiotjii  to  royd  style:  hut. 
thirteen  sptewteS  of  birds that (would  live  after  all , tlte  twmjstnjf  esperittiaft  wias  nut 
in  » tree  like  that,  not  bvupeak  Of (drey  , ilipyat'at  Li  t y f 111  I f.  iirt  llopw  of  two  of 
toads,  salamanders,  brown  twa; liaymU',  ih  ike  |Wn*ty.:’..  Web&Vi  doubt  Sind  suspense 
sects  and  slugs  irui  mnwable,  mul • fjbii>fc;  • had:  obly  1»WJ  hs^wjased,  and' •.’■*$&»  Har~ 
SH/tkes— ” KKOVO-Was!  eoniprttrd  vo  ,-vdruii  to  herself 

“Snakes?’’  interrupted  Burt,  invredo’  that  h.iybd^jlbrVfi^t'S  were  ut»t  yreiuud- 
lously.  . \/y v , -,  v',-£  *y., ■ -kvee  ’ : .jSiid.-sfciv  the  life  of  the  party,  and 

“Yes,  snakes.  I o«.«?  pul  tuy  hand  ip.  | yet «he  wav  not  at  rest.  Even  in  bur 


550 


HARPER’S  NEW  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE. 


dreams  there  was  a minor  key  of  trouble 
and  dread.  The  past  few  weeks  were 
bringing  a revelation.  She  had  read  nov- 
els innumerable : she  had  received  tender 
confidences  from  friends.  Love  had  been 
declared  to  her,  and  she  had  seen  its  elo- 
quent pleading  in  more  than  one  face ; but 
she  acknowledged  that  she  had  never 
known  the  meaning  of  the  word  until 
without  her  volition  her  own  heart  re- 
vealed to  her  the  mystery.  Reason  and 
will  might  control  her  action,  but  she 
could  no  more  divert  her  thoughts  from 
Burt  Clifford  than  a flower  can  turn 
from  the  sun.  His  mirthful  blue  eyes, 
and  spirited  ways  and  words,  set  all  her 
nerves  tingling  with  a delicious  exhilara- 
tion whiqh  she  could  neither  analyze  nor 
control.  In  brief,  the  time  that  her  father 
foresaw  had  come ; the  man  had  appeared 
who  could  do  more  than  amuse ; her  whole 
nature  had  made  its  choice.  She  could 
go  back  to  the  city,  and  still  in  semblance 
be  the  beautiful  and  brilliant  girl  that  she 
had  been ; but  she  knew  that  in  all  the  fu- 
ture few  waking  hours  would  pass  without 
her  thoughts  reverting  to  that  little  mount- 
ain terrace,  its  gleaming  canvas,  its  gypsy- 
like fire,  with  a tall  lithe  form  often  re- 
clining at  her  feet  beside  it. 

The  camping  party  came  very  near 
breaking  up  in  a horrible  tragedy.  The 
day  was  growing  warm,  and  they  were  re- 
turning from  a rather  extended  excursion, 
straggling  along  a steep  wood  road  that  was 
partially  overgrown  with  bushes.  Burt 
had  been  a little  more  attentive  to  Miss 
Hargrove  than  usual,  but  was  now  at 
Amy’s  side  with  his  ready  laugh  and  jest. 
Dr.  Marvin  was  in  the  rear,  peering  about, 
as  usual,  for  some  object  of  interest  to  a 
naturalist.  Miss  Hargrove,  so  far  from 
succumbing  to  the  increasing  heat,  was 
reluctant  to  return,  and  seemed  possessed 
with  what  might  be  almost  termed  a nerv- 
ous activity.  She  had  been  the  most  in- 
defatigable climber  of  the  party,  and  on 
their  return  had  often  diverged  from  the 
path  to  gather  a fern  or  some  other  syl- 
van trifle.  At  one  point  the  ascending 
path  formed  an  angle  with  a ledge  of  rock 
that  made  a little  platform.  At  the  far- 
ther end  of  this  she  saw  a flower,  and  she 
went  to  gather  it.  A moment  or  two 
later  Burt  and  Amy  heard  her  scream, 
and  the  sound  of  her  voice  seemed  almost 
beneath  them.  Grasping  his  alpenstock 
firmly,  Burt  sprang  through  the  inter- 
vening copse,  and  witnessed  a scene  that 
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he  never  forgot,  though  he  paused  not  a 
second  in  his  horror.  Even  as  he  rushed 
toward  her  a huge  rattlesnake  ivas  send- 
ing forth  the  “ long,  loud,  stinging  whirr” 
which,  as  Dr.  Holmes  says,  is  “the dread- 
ful sound  that  nothing  which  breathes  can 
hear  unmoved.”  Miss  Hargrove  was 
looking  down  upon  it,  stupefied,  paralyzed 
with  terror.  Already  the  reptile  was 
coiling  its  thick  body  for  the  deadly  stroke, 
when  Burt’s  stock  fell  upon  its  neck  and 
laid  it  writhing  at  the  girl’s  feet.  With 
a flying  leap  from  the  rock  above  he 
landed  on  the  venomous  head,  and  crushed 
it  with  his  heel.  He  had  scarcely  time 
to  catch  Miss  Hargrove  when  she  became 
apparently  a lifeless  burden  in  his  arms. 

Dr.  Marvin  now  reached  him,  and  after 
a glance  at  the  scene,  exclaimed,  “Great 
God ! Burt,  she  was  not  bitten  ?” 

“No;  but  let  us  get  away  from  here. 
Where  there’s  one  of  these  devils  there  is 
usually  another  not  far  off and  they  car- 
ried the  unconscious  girl  swiftly  toward 
the  camp,  which  fortunately  was  not  far 
away,  all  the  others  following  with  dread 
and  anxiety  in  their  faces. 

Dr.  Marvin’s  and  Maggie’s  efforts  soon 
revived  Miss  Hargrove,  but  she  had  evi- 
dently received  a very  severe  nervous 
shock.  When  at  last  Burt  was  permitted 
to  see  her,  she  gave  him  her  hand  with 
such  a look  of  gratitude,  and  something 
more  which  she  could  not  then  disguise, 
that  his  heart  began  to  beat  strangely 
fast.  He  was  so  confused  that  ha  could 
only  stammer  some  incoherent  words  of 
congratulation ; but  he  half -consciously 
gave  her  hand  a pressure  thaf;  left  The 
niosL  delicious  painJhe  vounfr  girl  had 
eyerJuiosm.  He  was  deeply  excitedTTor 
he  had  taken  a tremendous  risk  in  spring- 
ing upon  a creature  that  can  strike  its 
crooked  fangs  through  the  thick  leather 
of  a boot,  as  a New  York  physician  once 
learned  at  the  cost  of  his  life,  when  he 
carelessly  sought  to  rouse  with  his  foot  a 
caged  reptile  of  this  kind. 

Miss  Hargrove  had  ceased  to  be  a charm- 
ing summer  acquaintance  to  Burt.  She 
was  the  woman  at  whose  side  he  had  stood 
in  the  presence  of  death. 

Before  their  mid-day  repast  was  ready 
a rumble  of  wagons  was  heard  coming 
up  the  mountain,  and  Webb  soon  ap- 
peared. ‘ ‘ The  barometer  is  falling  rapid- 
ly,” he  said,  “and  father  agrees  with  me 
that  it  will  be  safer  for  you  all  to  return 
at  once.” 
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Tito  - garden  pat)l- tnrifr ,, 

Arid  fhfc  garden  pMh  tan* 

There^  a tvt<»  by  the  garden  $&!£♦/ a 
Ami  a littio  bird  hi  a ii^sty  y . 
^1^/tlUiik  fUid  thtv  thistle  Oimd  ••.''^^.^^|t  and  Mugs  ami  'sings! 
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Tin*  rmje  %vimU  to.ss  my  hair, 
Tire  wild  beat  mevAlowiiy 
The  sv^y-tfitU')  dust  Ho*  wbde. 
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Ami  kisses  the  * ldyyv  rnou  th ; 

I* lit  it  lli^y  av^uy  efo  imjg,  .MyT 
To  the  tiirelvtW,  dark  and  tail, 
WhiO  do  ymi  titydy-Q: btWjt /’to/.,  A, 
<>veT  the  jajarilea  rv«iJl  T *; 

A\y#i yrntl WiU  Iiutliitigale, 

To  tho  of  the  ^cflrRtb  ;'T eye. 

Ami  l see  Unj  where  she  stamhn  in  u Andi-e  I Mand  — 

iStalOv  ami  hbr  ami  tall  — Oh,  .who bo  htt£  as  13 

Mv  wmUo\  tin*  rcil  red  Ki>?ty  Pm  oven  the  Ugh t tfttid  knows 

-T1  v the  vtn  al  >me,  Tims' a*  umv  wot  {day  *kb  me, 

The  fh»te>;v  ihuvxn*  that  blows  ,Vn  touch  luv  benuKibi  fffijj 

TTod^r  fctoo  ^oituo^r  auu  !:  AYfJii*  a Witd  oama*  cimt  iiM*. 


i}-  y^yVr yyy 

®B1 


Wlmt  v^undoi*  that  fdi«  )»  l?ui  ? 

What  wonder  that  she  is  sweet! 
The  ijreeWaAW  oi‘  h/dth  and  hit' 

• IA»;  a*t  hor  dtuniy  loyt; 

The  ehh U:  ter^,  ' , 

Hoc  euj>  ;s  .:><!3biv  ‘AvAire ; 

Kieh  iirL*  her  -:  ^ 

Anil  I let  hob  m ^Vf t add  hne . 

; ^he  nead  hot  )>il\hei‘  Imaii 
E^*h  to  ^ » j . (hi'  d.-w  ; 

A'hdp  tormh  r.t«kis  her  shArnk 
I'he  ^hoh;  tong  s\nuto**i  (jirmit:!e 
H»T  «eAv  an  fs  o <*  ‘ ii  hr  vr  jj  1 ; . 

Tty:  i-niNf  at  her  Ifyck  ami  call. 

1 *-« • , rare  w ].|V  ni  toy  hdvA  h»j\ve;*M 
' th>ih5e  rll  Aiih  gimtikt  waill 


Oh  strafght  Ah  the  gard/siu  |>atb, 

Ami  stimplU  m the  garrh  u hed, 

Wluvri'  never  nti.  hlh  weed 
Jhirey,  lift  ips  ' hehd. 

Hut  f know  onisido.  the 

They  gather,  a, merry  i.brony - 
They  da  nee  am!  thUter  and  sing, 

And  i listed  ail  dav  long. 

The  HrHT  Kr^te  tawing?  nruside; 

SnmiUimHS,  dhe  elimhj?  w>  high 
i.enn  lmr  swncA  pink  nice 
Agnuist  (he  hi  no  of  Mm  ^ky. 

AVdlhf  yvowdCT  that  ah&.ifA  fair,.'  TTv’ / *}::■ 
AMirttir  iio  Alr'aife.  ’iiuyii'As  .^w’fciirglhf 
<Jliy  rOre  )a  lifiy  fo  thiA  Bjrmr  W**t  / A ; 
O u t$ide  uf  the  waU ! " ^ ^ ' 
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TROUV I LLE has  arrived  at  that  wehtn-  [ Did  you  ever -see  a hen,  having  scratched 
cboly  period  when  it  has  a reputation  ! up  a nice-  fat  worin,  i’ha«ed  by  (he  rest  of 
to  sustain.  In  its  early  days  its  sponta- 
neity and  joyful  flow*  of  spirits  were  the 
distilled  essence  of  all  that  was  gayest 
and  most  piquant  in  Parisian  life.  These 
are  now*  exhausted.  But  uobleme  oblige. 

Tmuville  must  still  appear  nonchalant, 
rsekb-ws,  and  extravagant.  It  must  put 


the  barn-yard  Until,  in  breathless  despair, 
she  dropped  it,  and  the  rest  gobbled  it  up 
That  hen  is  the  unhappy  French  artist. 
His  flair  for  suitable  material  is  keener 
than  that  of  the  lhdusTtrit<us  lien.  But  he 
has  no  sooner  set  up  luis  easel  than  all  the 
world  follows  him.  overruns-  and  trans- 
forms the  locality,  and  he  throws  down 
his  brushes  and  runs  away  in  disgust, 
file  Fretrcli  artists  made  they 

FuU y lu  the  faith  it  is  "*  the  hig  discovered  Eire tat;  they  retired  (o  F*mU 

&igart*:$  k i Ayen,  and  there  now  tkyXafjgp  hotel  has 

spoko.  and  oq.  that  faith  Trouviibv  is  now  bwu  hmif.  and  itw  Jurist  mut 

sustained.  Nqthmg-  gah  l>e  more  tediouk  : There  certainly- could  \ft  rto 
than  the  att‘eelaUo«  of ■•frivolity* ; after for  and  fhsq  Nor- 

roood  lias  p&Hsud*  and  the  piper  k tfmudy,  nor  i.v  iWmti  h-fu*  part  of  Nor- 

untMde  waiting  to  m paid  If  Trow vi. f)e  \ nmudy  than  the  coast  Honiimn- 

Jt.ul  I>e cn  content  Ur  sit  down.  like  Root-']  ami  C a bourse.  It  is-  hard  i<v say  anything 

gaU\  in  quiet . domesticity and  cultivate.  its  ; kind  of  the  English  Channel,  that  "source 
gardens.;  or  To  have  simply  remained  at- 1 of  iMispc^kablc  wm  &qfl  unthinkable  im»- 
itsiie,  liik^  fetrotai,  it  might  en joy  it  qtiiefc  j gry  . Tctdo  so  iniphcs  virtue  sn  jfi^Ciliat 
decline  -id  .;y$j&r%  it  td/ny**  for  the  dnojaif^iou  of 

nervous  evkiettoAit  &tnit  or  lose  : some  little  sui.-^-the  usual  fibs  about  the 

•its.  grip.  ! chariius  of  Iffe  at  Trouville,  for 

The  .glamour  of  literature;  the magic J But  tw<>;  nations  as  a# 

of  art,  iimt-  brought  tli.m.  ViXl.agv-  <j»f:;6khm- tin4,;Friuetv  Wn  well  afford-  to 
info  notice.  Alexandre  Bnrwib.  buWy,  : tfje.ni  such  a breeder  of  of. 

and  Charles  MoziU  divide  Uic  riirut  Ate-  iCMpled  : dowels.  of  itmgkvH  colors,  of  misia 
covery.  The  FmK'h  anisl  is  the  most  se*  wlucll  tt'Uly  descend  like  a veil  from; 
Hons  man  of  Jus  generation  bun  ia  sum-  heaven,  and  sh mud  the  earth  in  nivsV 
in  sfpitft  of  hinisHi,  he  is- am* t6v\<£,  ieiy,  through  which  phauhtni  sails  go  io 
Voc. 
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and  fro.  This  coast  was  one  of  Daubigny’s 
haunts,  and  it  is  easy  to  see  whence  came 
his  skies.  Le  Havre  (the  harbor)  is  but 
the  mouth  of  the  Seine;  but  the  bay  is  a 
never-ending  panorama  of  beauty. 

The  shore  is  its  fitting  mate.  It  rises 
not  too  abruptly  in  terraces  of  verdure  up 
to  the  lofty  heights  of  Les  Tremonts. 
These  terraces  characterize  the  coast.  The 
landscape  is  beautiful  in  its  essential  fea- 
tures, but  its  charm  lies  in  its  human  as- 
pect. The  cool  slopes  of  the  orchards, 
the  sheep  nibbling  in  the  open  pastures, 
the  thatched  roofs  with  their  fringes  of 
flags  and  mosses  glowing  like  gold  in  the 
sunlight,  the  wind-blown  poplars  stand- 
ing in  rows  like  overgrown  school-boys, 
the  highways  perfect  in  construction  be- 
tween hedge -rows  and  beneath  arching 
trees,  and  into  which  cool  pathways  lead, 
impenetrable  to  the  sun — these  all  bring 
warmth  to  the  heart  and  light  to  the  eyes 
as  can  never  the  majesty  of  the  Alps  or 
the  wonders  of  the  Yellowstone. 

Trouville  has  but  little  in  common  with 
such  scenes  as  these.  A Coney  Island  in 
a summer  sea  would  make  its  appropriate 
setting.  The  landscape  has  a heart;  the 
town  has  only  a feather-head,  fitted  for 
smiles,  sunshine,  and  thoughtless  gayety. 

In  painters’  talk,  the  architecture  of 
Trouville  does  not  compose  well.  Each 
villa  and  maisonnette  is  a caprice  in  brick 
and  stone.  The  Salon  of  Trouville,  by 
which  name  the  Casino  is  known,  stands 
first,  with  its  circular  colonnade  and  wings, 
in  form  suggesting  the  Trocadero.  It  is 
alive  with  color.  It  is  built  of  alternate 
blocks  of  yellow  and  red  bricks.  A striped 
pavilion  is  raised  on  the  parapet  for  the 
music  on  sunny  days.  Large  umbrellas, 
red,  yellow,  and  blue,  like  gaudy  mush- 
rooms, are  planted  on  the  outer  edge. 
From  the  roof  the  flags  of  France  hos- 
pitably inclose  those  of  America,  England, 
and  Russia,  which  the  breeze  from  the 
Channel  keeps  constantly  afloat.  The 
Casino  itself  quivers  with  life. 

The  sea  suggests  much  of  the  ornament 
of  the  villas.  Large  panels  of  mosaic 
adorn  the  facades,  on  which  dolphins  and 
mermaids  sport  on  gold  grounds.  Shells 
and  sea- weeds  in  colored  reliefs  form 
friezes.  Good  taste  is  not  always  shown 
in  the  decorations.  Pretentious  villas 
display  plaques  wherever  space  offers, 
and  recall  oil  cloth  factories  ingeniously 
displaying  their  wares.  But  in  the  en- 
semble they  contribute  to  the  life,  gayety, 


and  unrest  which  distinguish  Trouville, 
and  take  their  proper  place.  Other  houses 
assume  distinctive  styles.  The  Chalet  Per- 
san,  the  home  of  the  Princesse  de  Sagan, 
is  a mass  of  arabesques,  with  indented 
arches  picked  out  in  color.  The  Maison 
Normande,  its  neighbor,  with  its  solid  and 
sombre  pointed  towers,  accents  the  line. 
But  its  size,  which  is  small  to  daintiness, 
keeps  it  playful.  Then  there  are  the  great 
hotels,  the  Roches  Noires  and  Hotel  de 
Paris,  in  which  during  the  height  of  the 
season  he  who  enters  leaves  all  his  wealth 
behind. 

In  front  extends  the  beach,  a dazzling 
strip  of  sand,  soft  and  fine  enough  for  a 
baby’s  tender  foot.  It  dips  so  gently  that 
low  tide  leaves  a vast  pleasure-ground, 
soon  covered  with  children,  dogs,  and  gay 
groups.  This  magnificent  sweep  of  beach 
extends  almost  unbroken  from  Trouville 
to  Cherbourg. 

In  the  background  villas  half  hidden  in 
foliage  crest  the  terraces.  A Frenchman 
spends  three-quarters  of  his  life  on  a boule- 
vard, but  he  surrounds  his  home  even  in 
the  country  with  high  walls  and  impene- 
trable hedges.  Within  are  smoothly  shaven 
lawns,  ribbon  beds  of  flowers,  kiosks,  Chi- 
nese pagodas,  and  all  those  adornments  of 
the  landscape  that  with  us  only  fulfill  part 
of  their  mission  until  they  have  caught  the 
eye  and  admiration  of  the  wayfaring  man. 

At  Trouville  everybody  lives  out-of- 
doors.  The  routine  of  the  day  is  as  reg- 
ular as  that  of  a boarding-school,  and  ev- 
erybody falls  in  with  much  less  rebellion. 
By  ten  o'clock  all  the  world  is  abroad; 
perhaps  earlier,  if  the  tide  intimates.  How- 
ever, at  Trouville  the  tide,  elsewhere  so 
inexorable,  seems  to  bend  to  the  caprices 
of  the  whimsical  world  of  pleasure  and 
fashion.  One  may  bathe  any  time,  but 
the  bathing  hour,  the  rendezvous,  is  at 
high  tide. 

Like  everything  at  Trouville,  the  bath- 
ing is  minutely  prescribed.  There  is,  of 
course,  a bureau.  Nothing  takes  place 
without  a bureau.  A Frenchman  cast 
adrift  on  an  uninhabited  isle  would  pick 
himself  up  and  go  to  find  the  bureau.  At 
the  bureau  the  tickets  are  bought.  This 
is  a business  negotiation  of  some  moment 
and  minutes.  Fifty  centimes  will  get  a 
bath  simple.  How  little  that  means  I do 
not  know.  A franc  will  secure  a bath 
and  a cabin  attached;  two  francs,  a bath 
de  luxe.  Then  follow  the  details  — so 
much  for  a costume,  so  much  for  towels, 
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so  much  for  cache-tite , so  much  for  spa- 
drilles , and  a handful  of  colored  tickets. 
The  mistress  of  the  robes  makes  the  affair 
more  formidable.  There  seems  to  be  in 
France  a race  of  elderly  becapped  women 
that  wait  on  all  the  impatient  moments  of 
life.  One  finds  them  in  theatres  and  at 
bathing  bureaus.  They  move  slowly  and 
talk  fast.  The  alien  and  stranger  would 
rather  they  moved  fast  and  talked  slow- 
ly. The  exchange  of  printed  cards  and 
clothing  being  effected,  the  bathing  is  free. 

There  is  a colony  of  bath* houses  and  a 
suburb  of  ambulant  cabins  drawn  by  stout 
Norman  horses.  Two  cables  divide  the 
bathing  grounds  into  three  parts.  These 
are  allotted  to  the  dames  seules,  families, 
and  men,  which  everywhere  in  France 
make  the  three  grand  divisions  of  the  hu- 
man race.  In  the  central  space  every  day 
the  grand  lev6e  is  held  by  the  brink  of  the 
water  at  the  bathing-house.  To  reach 
this  the  shortest  route  is  through  the 
space  belonging  to  the  dames  seules . 
Across  this  also  is  a plank,  and  a plank 
through  this  sand  has  something  of  the 
value  of  a plank  to  a tired  swimmer  in 
deep  water.  Naturally  this  path  is  con- 
stantly taken,  notwithstanding  the  warn- 
ing “ C'est  deifendu,”  which  is  intended  to 
protect  this  sacred  inclosure.  A further 
security  is  an  old  man  with  a baton,  who 
alone  is  supposed  to  see  the  unprotected 
nymphs  skipping  to  and  fro  across  the 
sands. 

Unless  a man  is  accustomed  to  fine  dis- 
tinctions, if  he  wishes  to  enjoy  the  specta- 
cle in  the  water,  he  enters  this  way.  He 
possibly  sees  with  some  amusement  this 
aged  man  in  the  centre  performing  a sort 
of  war-dance,  brandishing  his  stick,  and 
uttering  wild  cries.  Innocently  and  curi- 
ously he  comes  nearer;  then  suddenly 
turns  and  flees,  chased  by  the  enraged  el- 
derly, and  has  darted  under  the  rope,  im- 
pelled by  the  instinct  of  self-preservation, 
but  without  consciousness  of  his  crime. 

Only  the  wall  through  which  Py ramus 
and  Thisbe  exchanged  vows  that  merry 
night  was  more  impenetrable  than  the 
screen  which  these  cables  afford.  How- 
ever, everybody  seems  to  be  satisfied  with 
the  protection  they  give.  The  single  wo- 
men sport  freely  on  their  side  of  the  rope, 
and,  if  they  choose,  can  wander  at  will. 
The  assorted  families  occupy  the  centre, 
husbands  and  brothers  being  freely  ad- 
mitted. Across  the  third  rope  men  bathe 
in  the  briefest  of  calicoes,  and  women 


cling  to  their  side  of  the  rope  in  clusters 
of  all  ages.  All  is  in  perfect  propriety, 
since  all  is  prescribed. 

For  an  artistic  people,  as  are  the  French, 
the  costumes  are  surprisingly  hideous. 
The  hybrid  that  the  bureau  furnishes  is 
a short  basque,  with  long  trousers  of  the 
columnar  order,  and  reaching  to  the  ankle. 
An  oil-skin  cap  and  a pair  of  spadrilles 
complete  the  costume.  The  material  of 
the  dress  is  so  flimsy  that  the  skirt  of  the 
basque  as  soon  as  it  touches  the  water 
lies  up  over  the  back,  and  remains  there. 
The  costumes  particuliers  have  more 
rows  of  faded  galloon,  and  are  more  lav- 
ishly ornamented  with  buttons;  but  nei- 
ther of  these  tends  to  keeping  down  the 
basque  skirt.  Fancy,  in  the  midst  of 
these  nondescript,  uncouth  forms,  a pret- 
ty American  girl  in  a blue  blouse,  short 
knickerbockers,  and  skirt  reaching  to  the 
knee,  a red  sash  bound  around  her  waist, 
and  her  hair  in  a red  turban.  At  first  red 
stockings  completed  her  costume;  but  as 
these  were  regarded  from  a moral  rather 
than  artistic  stand-point,  and  her  immod- 
est modesty  a matter  of  comment,  she  dis- 
carded them  for  Amelias. 

For  weeks  before  the  season  every  one 
is  begged,  through  the  newspapers,  not  to 
go  “aw  bord  de  la  mer  sans  Amelia .” 
The  advertisement  is  effective.  Every 
one  takes  not  only  Amelia,  but  Amelias— 
linen  gaiters,  the  fronts  cut  out,  and  la- 
cing across  the  foot  to  the  ankle.  These, 
except  the  peignoir,  are  the  only  attract- 
ive part  of  the  French  costume.  The 
peignoir  is  not  obligatory,  as  at  many 
French  places;  but  it  should  be,  since  it 
is  capable  of  graceful  draping,  and  con- 
ceals the  uncouth  objects  beneath  until 
the  water  kindly  hides  them. 

The  arrangements  for  safety  and  com- 
fort of  bathers  are  perfect.  In  front  of 
each  division  is  a life-boat  manned  by  a 
sailor.  Steps  hang  from  the  stern  into 
the  water.  The  boat  is  the  goal  of  the 
swimmers,  who  cumber  the  steps,  and 
dripping  creatures  fringe  its  edges.  The 
red-shirted  baigneurs,  burned  to  bronze, 
take  each  one  in  turn,  and  give  a lesson 
in  swimming,  handling  deftly  the  French 
matron,  who  overflows,  so  to  speak,  in  a 
bathing  costume,  and  is  as  shapeless  as  a 
porpoise.  The  baigneurs  have  histories 
and  pedigrees  and  reputations  which  make 
them  specially  desirable,  like  famous 
guides  in  the  Alps  or  on  the  plains.  Wo- 
men become  hysterical  in  the  water,  and 


Digitized  b> 


Google 


Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


TEK  fROMEXADE. 


realizes  the  elasticity  of  good  taste.  The 
boundariesare  removed  out  of  sight.  The 
toilettes  inedites —to  use  the  suggestive 
French  phrase— that  flatter  through  the 
crowd  embody  many  a daring  caprice ; but 
while  they  attract,  they  never  offend. 
Dandies  in  white  flannel  d V anglais  wind 
their  way  through  the  crowd  to  discover 
a face  beneath  a bewildering  parasol, 
and  women  hasten  their  steps  to  catch 
the  tantalizing  secret  of  a bit  of  drapery. 
The  men  do  not  dress  well,  even  when 
they  try,  but  the  cheerful  wave  of  the  long 
ends  of  their  polka-dotted  cravats,  arid 
expressions  of  lively  good -nature,  make 
them  more  interesting  than  the  stout 
English  yachtsmen,  immaculately  chid, 
who  mingle  in  the  crowd.  To  one  who 
knows  the  composition  of  this  animated 
brilliant  procession  it  Has  a keener  inter- 
est. Trouville  is  common  ground.  Dan- 


dies, princesses,  men  of  letters,  actresses, 
journalists — all  that  floating  populace  ly- 
ing so  lightly  on  the.  surface  of  Parisian 
life  is  to  be  found  here.  The  provinces, 
and  the  opulent  trades- people  of  the  cities, 
swell  the  crowd  ; and  now  an  English 
matron  and  her  brood  go  by  to  recall  the 
fact  that  life  is  real,  life  is  earnest. 

By  twelve  o'clock  the  sandy  plain  lies 
deserted.  Eleven  o'clock  is  the  breakfast 
hour  as  officially  announced.  The  me- 
chanical accuracy  with  which  the  butcher 
cuts  the  meat  according  to  the  cloth  in- 
duces promptness  at  table.  Moreover, 
one's  love  of  order  hesitates  to  disturb  the 
symmetry  of  table  d'hdte  by  eating  with  a 
spoon  when  the  entrees  are  served  It  is 
amusing  to  see  people  who  come  late 
make  up  time,  impelled  bv  a conscious 
ness  they  have  not  analyzed,  and  restrain- 
ed only  by  the  difficulty  of  extricating 
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Fnm<;ttis  or  Alphonse  from  the  routine  in  we  vainly  strive  to  catch.  Although  the 
.Vkich  lie  i * involved.  Casino  is  the  centre  of ‘.iilfy ^^VpuyiUe  fe 

The.  la^eh  on  A Give  s-onwy  aftamooa  at  1 1 eteroj^kequs  to  mak*  it  the  back- 

low  fule  one  of  the  most  ebariniug  aud  ground  of  society,  There  fe  more  free- 
cban^emue  senfies  of  Trotmilc  ..  .It,  lies , th^pnry  &mwg  the  eluklren.  Between 
like  a vast  plaifc;.  diversified  by  -.shining  eight  and.  uiue  is  the  ikuly  hat  d'y^Jant 
p»K>h  a))tS  ak'ifdcr  rrtls.  The  sand  dries  It  is  not.  as  pretty  h term  our  “chib 
quickly,  and  #mn  the  most  aristocrat ie  dmiVbpuiv'  bur.  is  a nmrh  vt\HV  sample 
boot  can  tread  it  fearlessly.  The  low  lev-  and  child -like  hour  O'f  dive^oth  The 
els  becoin^  croquet  grounds,  occupied  by  children  are  not  the  gay  little  huitcrliies 
maiiygrcmps.  Athletic^it^ $o£ euiti vated  as  te  toilet  that  prie  sees  hi  our  grVafc 
at  Trouville;  but  oOthmij  could  be  less  • summer  hotels.  Many  still  wear  the  blue* 
athletic  than  croquet  &% played  on  the  skim  and  jerseys  in  which  they  have 
plage'.  The-  fashiofthWe  e^tumes  of  the  played  all  day  its  the  sand,  and  dance  |il 
promenade  are  not  constructed  to  allow  their  rubber-soled  shoes.  But  ail  the 
for  free  movement  of  the  arms.  Even  the  forms  are  observed.  The  differentiation 
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One  feel* /that  mti&i,  of  the  vUeyani  *mjpy~ 

mem.  of  the  ideasuresof  life  ^hkdi  is  so 
characteristic  of  the  French,  and  which 


AUAttew  &mur*neL 


begins  early  , The  boy  babies  an?  Jed  up 
to  the  ..girl  babfe,  and  that  fine  llcoyvnvof. 
4riUVing*rb<>m.  manner  which  come-  m 
such  perfection  in  France  gets  its  first 
coring’  shirt,  It  is:  charming  to  sec  with 
these  first  tender  efforts  at  gal  Urn  iry^  i?uch 
u ncunsekuistie&a*  such  fib^dom  tisbm  af: 
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fectation.  In  boys  of  eight  and  nine  this 
protecting  ball-room  regard  is  almost  a 
travesty  of  their  maturer  years,  they 
dance  much  better  than  their  elders,  hav- 
ing the  advantage  of  modem  training, 
which  even  in  France  has  been  profound- 
ly influenced  by  a nation  now  recognized 
as  producing  the  best  drawing-room  dan- 
cers in  the  world,  but  which  it  would  be 
more  modest  not  to  name. 

Across  the  corridor  in  the  reading-room 
is  a long  table.  In  the  centre  is  a dial, 
with  needles  like  a compass;  on  the  baize 
is  a diagram  laid  off  into  small  sections,  in 
which  are  pictures  of  different  animals. 
It  is  a game  called  the  mascotte,  an  aristo- 
cratic form  of  roulette.  On  the  pictures  lie 
shining  gold  pieces.  The  ball  is  surging 
about  the  table.  Mademoiselle  Rouge  et 
Noir,  who  has  just  come  in,  elbows  Made- 
moiselle Haute  Noblesse.  The  gdme  is  at 
its  height.  We  have  touched  the  pulse  of 
Trouville.  The  gaming  is  the  oidy  vital 
thing. 

It  is  of  the  most  trivial  sort,  for  the 
world  is  not  admitted  to  those  inner 
moms  sacred  to  the  cercle  where  baccarat 
and  higher  games  of  cards  are  played.  The 
Salle  des  Petits  Jeux,  where  chances  only 
are  sold,  is  the  only  sort  of  gaming  per- 
missible in  France.  But  it  is  enough. 
The  Course  a Salon — the  petits  chevaux 
and  the  little  courriers — hold  a charm 
with  which  nothing  else  at  Trouville  can 
compete.  The  one  verb  which  is  conju- 
gated most  often  throughout  all  its  moods 
and  tenses  is  gagner. 

There  is  quiet  about  the  table  of  the 
couriers.  Scarcely  a sound  is  heard  but 
the  “Nolez”  of  the  starter,  which  is  his 
own  peculiar  way  of  saying  roulez . It 
is  curious  to  look  down  the  row  of  hands 
setting  the  men  in  place.  It  is  Trou- 
ville in  a glance.  Here  are  the  brawny 
hand  of  the  comfortable  tradesman,  the 
long  slender  fingers  of  the  man  of  leisure, 
the  glove  stretched  on  the  pudgy  hand  of 
the  fat  bourgeois,  the  tender  fingers  of  a 
child  scarcely  able  to  reach  the  little  fig- 
ure, the  white  bejewelled  hand  of  a dan- 
dy, and  the  faultlessly  gloved  hand  of  the 
young  woman  who  has  come  in  alone, 
and  oblivious  of  everything  but  her  game. 
She  is  lucky,  for  the  silver  and  gold  pile 
up  in  front  of  her. 

Around  the  petits  chevaux,  at  the  other 
end  of  the  room,  the  crowd  surges  and  the 
noise  waxes  loud  and  louder.  The  table 
is  placed  between  two  rows  of  raised  seats 


intended  for  the  players.  But  the  game 
has  extended  out  beyond,  and  ranks  deep 
in  the  crowd.  The  table  is  divided  into 
concentric  circles.  In  each  of  these  a 
horse  with  mounted  jockey  runs.  The 
horses  are  set  in  motion  by  a lever,  and 
the  speed  is  arranged  by  the  distance  of 
the  circle  from  the  centre.  The  chances 
are  sold  for  one  and  two  francs  each  on  the 
horses,  one  horse  always  being  reserved 
for  the  table.  The  horse  stopping  nearest 
the  goal  is  the  winner.  As  the  speed 
slackens  the  excitement  begins.  The  es- 
timable mother  of  five  children  whom  we 
meet  often  at  table  d'hdte  rises  in  her  seat 
with  cries  of  delight  or  disappointment. 
Other  doubtless  estimable  mothers  and 
fathers  also  rise  and  express  their  various 
emotions.  The  last  horse  stops;  the  mon- 
ey is  distributed.  “ Ah ! Angele  has  won 
twenty  francs,”  our  friend  exclaims,  with 
joy ; and  Angfele — a little  lame  fellow  of 
nine  — takes  his  money  with  a pleased 
blush,  as  if  he  had  received  a prize  at 
Sunday -sc|fcc/f.  The  game  begins  again. 
At  twelve  the  room  is  closed,  and  as  the 
hour  approaches,  the  heat  and  noise  wax 
fiercer.  A second  table  is  started.  The 
eager  crowd  buy  right  and  left  from  both 
tables.  The  chances  are  exhausted.  Pre- 
miums are  offered,  bidding  begins,  and 
men  and  women  buy,  sell,  and  compete 
against  one  another  with  loud  tones  and 
excited  gestures.  The  craze  is  at  its  height. 
We  mount  the  highest  rank  of  benches 
and  look  over  the  crowd.  An  English 
boy,  with  a female  relative  on  each  side 
of  him,  sits  where  we  have  seen  him  all 
evening.  A pile  of  money  is  heaped  be- 
fore him ; but  he  leans  back  in  a half-dazed 
state,  as  if  unconscious  of  what  is  going 
on  about  him.  All  ranks  and  conditions 
are  in  the  heated,  seething  mass  below  us. 
There  is  but  one  level.  This  is,  after  all, 
the  true  democracy. 

There  is  one  noteworthy  fact.  There  are 
scarcely  any  young  girls  at  Trouville.  It 
is  the  paradise  of  children,  but  there  is  no 
such  equipment  of  youth  and  beauty  as 
one  finds  at  the  White  Sulphur  Springs 
or  at  Newport.  It  takes  much  charm 
from  the  place,  for  there  is  nothing  so 
beautiful  as  youth.  But  there  is  nothing 
one  could  do  with  young  girls  at  Trou- 
ville, but  to  give  them  a daily  dip  in  the 
salt-water,  and  then  send  them  toward 
the  hills  well  guarded,  and  safely  mount- 
ed on  donkeys,  to  come  home  tired  and 
sigh  for  bed. 
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TABLE  Or  THK  COCRiUKRS  AT  THE  CASINO. 


with  the  noisy  followers  of  the  races. 
The  races,  like  a peripatetic  circus,  are  ou 
the  road,  and  from  Cabourg  they  are  due 
at  Trouville.  They  mark  there  the  cli- 
max of  the  season.  Properly  they  belong 
to  Deauville,  and  are  the  legacy  of  its  cre- 
ator. the  late  Due  de  Morny.  In  the  Place 
du Morny  stands  the  pedestal,  with  its  in- 
scription, which  once  held  the  statue  of 
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the  founder  ami  patron  saint  of  Peauvitle; 
The  repubiK*.  has  now  deposed  the  statue; 
it  is  reposing  somewhere, ;‘ita -Sabred  nose  iii 
; hr  dust.  waiting  until mmQ  future  regime 
&! j :i n rei  n r>ta fce  it. 

Tin*  town  is  built  on  the low  land  made 
by  the  j.idos  across  Use  River  *f  ouque  from 
Trou  vij  le.  The  wel  Ihvult  basm  pierces  it, 
filled  with  its  fore*!  of  mas  tv-'  The  rail- 
way Marion  is  ther^  -ife  manifest;  Utss- 
tioy  is  to  h:  $ m ' md  */«--*>• 

tncreial  kovm  ' T&bv  dor<  iVoi 

.admit>  It  \>v lM(z 

exclusive  of  Uii 
aristotit^y.  Togo*  o,  it 
bridge  neap  ihv.T  sburou , 

]bjJ ^ 


bac  (the  ferry},.'  with  its  facetious  rowers. 


omuv  ami  o iii  of  ham  samByich^,  tor  these 
its  aiteraat#  red  sutd  yd  low  blocks  resem- 
ble. Tlte  v ilfas  are  pretentious,  hut  doll. 
Thai:  of  the  Due  deMocny  isl mv.  vsii  h classic 
columji^aud  #dortte4  WJthbofci*.  It  might 
passfors«>rnc^m^!l  library,  but 

never  for  the  abode  of  the  gay  pleas urer. 


at rm  nACE-coritstf. 
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fit*  Cihurch  of  Clijr  Lady  of  Victory  A shobi  gmi  tip.  Thfy^hr  i/eii'ses  are 

cing  the  summer  sky,  bmuOimg  U o'  start.  Ti»e  Hwg  di«ps. 

The  gay  crowds  gather.  Tlie  scene  in  color 

the  pemg#  is  churmibgv  Jb*U«r  j alkhtt  t»'  tni  his 

is  dotted,  with  the  air.  A 

damesholel  cohrt  on  flwjgi^s.otiti  athwart J pent ie.ftf« u nvWr.  ha*  rindFested  bis 
them  pas*  a priest  and  two  young  boys  j faith  in TiSbftis^ihiristes  to heights  of  exnjtft- 
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tion  and  sinks  into  gulfs  of  despair  at  al- 
ternate intervals.  He  climbs  on  the  rail 
and  hangs  to  a slender  support,  and  shouts 
“ A la  tete,  Tabarka!”  like  a last  confiden- 
tial message.  Tabarka  goes  promptly  to 
the  head.  But  the  race  is  decided  off,  and 
his  lip  quivers  with  undisguised  emotion. 
There  is  the  usual  hasty  masculine  disper- 
sion to  the  book-makers.  A curious  anom- 
aly is  again  presented.  Women  in  Amer- 
ica have  not  been  unknown  to  buy  pools, 
but  it  is  usually  done  under  the  tute- 
lage of  the  other  sex.  At  Trouville  they 
seemed  to  manage  their  own  affairs.  The 
wives  of  the  followers  of  the  stable  bought, 
talked,  and  quarrelled  in  loud  tones,  pre- 
senting an  unseemly  spectacle. 

But  the  crowds  are  not  large.  It  is  only 
the  last  and  greatest  disappointment  of 
the  season.  The  illustrated  papers  con- 


tinue to  rehearse  its  frequent  scenes.  But 
they  have  not  taken  place.  Their  pencils 
report  them  from  force  of  habit  only. 

The  red  flag  drops  for  the  last  time. 
The  races  are  run.  The  yachts  spread 
their  sails,  and  float  out  of  the  basin  and 
away.  We  find  time  to  go  to  assist  at 
the  quite  at  Our  Lady  of  Victory.  The 
orchestra  in  the  nave  plays  the  entr'acte 
from  Traviata,  and  a prima  donna  in  the 
organ-loft  sings  Bruga’s  serenade  off  the 
key.  The  princesses  and  countesses  take 
up  the  offerings.  By  all  these  tokens  the 
gay  season  is  over,  the  last  diversions  are 
reached.  Lord  Rivers  and  the  Salvation 
Array  arrive.  We  take  the  boat  for 
Havre,  and  with  a trembling  effort,  not 
wholly  due  to  emotion,  take  our  last  look 
at  the  fair,  foolish  little  town  glowing  in 
the  distance. 


TRANSCRIPTS  FROM  NATURE. 


XV—  A DESOLATE  COAST. 

A long  gray  coast,  where  the  green  waves 
Roll  ever  with  the  self-same  boom 
Of  sorrow  weary  with  its  doom. 

The  storm-reared  sea-birds  from  the  caves 
Flit  like  lost  souls,  with  wailing  cries, 
Beneath  the  desolate  gray  skies. 

At  times  the  wild  wind  blows,  and  rain 
Swirls  down;  then  all  is  gray  again. 

XVI.— CULVERS  AND  CURLEWS  AT  DUSK. 

The  soft-aired  gloaming,  purple-hued, 
Throbs  with  the  beat  of  winnowing  wings, 
And  with  a wailing  music  rings; 

The  culvers  speed  to  yonder  wood, 


Wing- weary,  yet  with  eager  flight. 
Silence  is  now  the  name  of  night. 

Save  when  a startled  curlew’s  cry 
Ruffles  the  hushed  monotony. 

XVII. — SUNRISE  IN  THE  ANTARCTIC  OCEAN 

Bleak,  desolate,  the  twilight  gray, 

The  weary  leaden-colored  sea, 

The  spectral  icebergs  silently 
Strange  voyaging.  But,  lo!  the  day 
Leaps  from  the  east  with  sudden  might, 
And  all  the  sea  is  travelling  light 

Each  iceberg  by  the  morning  kissed 
Turns  ruby,  emerald,  amethyst 


A SEA-GARDEN. 

Far  down  in  the  green  depths  I see  below 
The  long  sea-grasses  waving  to  and  fro 
With  sleepy  motion,  pliant  to  the  tide 
That  stealthily  steals  shoreward  from  the  wide 
Deep  sea  beyond.  Here  silver-fishes  gleam, 

And  vanish  quite,  or,  stationary,  seem 
Poised  like  a cloudlet  in  a liquid  sky, 

And  clear  medusae  swim  past  silently, 

Like  ocean  orchids,  while,  with  motions  strange, 

Crabs  hither  and  thither  through  the  sea-weeds  range. 
A lithe  brown  eel  winds  in  and  out,  scarce  known 
From  twisting  wrack,  and  like  a wave-worn  stone 
The  flat  sole  rests  upon  a patch  of  sand; 

And  on  the  weedy  rocks,  by  no  winds  fanned, 

But  soothed  by  under-currents,  red  and  white 
The  sea -flowers,  the  anemones,  make  bright 
These  songless  groves,  which  only  hear  the  sighs 
Of  tides  at  flow  and  ebb,  or  the  sharp  cries 
Of  wind-lashed  waves  when  breaking,  when  a storm 
Drives  shoreward  surging  billows  multiform, 

Or  the  long  moan  reverberant  from  the  sea 
When  dreaming  of  wrath  past  or  yet  to  be. 
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JUDITH  SHAKESPEARE: 

HER  LOVE  AFFAIRS  AND  OTHER  ADVENTURES. 


CHAPTER  XXV. 

AN  APPEAL. 

GREAT  changes  were  in  store.  To  be- 
gin with,  there  were  rumors  of  her 
father  being  about  to  return  to  London. 
Then  Dr.  Hall  was  summoned  away  into 
Worcestershire  by  a great  lady  living 
there,  who  was  continually  fancying  her- 
self at  the  brink  of  death,  and  manifesting 
on  such  occasions  a terror  not  at  all  in  con- 
sonance with  her  professed  assurance  that 
she  was  going  to  a happier  sphere.  As  it 
was  possible  that  Dr.  Hall  would  seize  this 
opportunity  to  pay  several  other  profes- 
sional visits  in  the  neighboring  county,  it 
was  proposed  that  Susan  and  her  daugh- 
ter should  come  for  a while  to  New  Place, 
and  that  Judith  should  at  the  same  time 
go  and  stay  with  her  grandmother  at 
Shottery,  to  cheer  the  old  dame  some- 
what. And  so  it  happened,  on  this  July 
morning,  that  Judith’s  mother  having 
gone  round  to  see  her  elder  daughter 
about  all  these  arrangements,  Judith 
found  herself  not  ouly  alone  in  the  house, 
but,  as  rarely  chanced,  with  nothing  to  do. 

She  tried  to  extract  some  music  from 
her  sister’s  lute,  but  that  was  a failure ; 
she  tried  half  a dozen  other  things;  and 
then  it  occurred  to  her — for  the  morning 
was  fine  and  clear,  and  she  was  fond  of 
the  meadows  and  of  open  air  and  sunlight 
— that  she  would  walk  round  to  the  gram- 
mar school  and  beg  for  a half-holiday  for 
Willie  Hart.  He,  as  well  as  Bess  Hall, 
was  under  her  tuition;  and  there  were 
things  she  could  teach  him  of  quite  as 
much  value  (as  she  considered)  as  any- 
thing to  be  learned  at  a desk.  At  the 
same  time,  before  going  to  meet  the  star- 
ing eyes  of  all  those  boys,  she  thought 
she  might  as  well  repair  to  her  own  room 
and  smarten  up  her  attire — even  to  the 
extent,  perhaps,  of  putting  on  her  gray 
beaver  hat  with  the  row  of  brass  beads. 

That  was  not  at  all  necessary.  No- 
thing of  the  kind  was  needful  to  make 
Judith  Shakespeare  attractive  and  fasci- 
nating and  wonderful  to  that  crowd  of 
lads.  The  fact  was,  the  whole  school  of 
them  were  more  or  less  secretly  in  love 
with  her;  and  this,  so  far  from  procuring 
Willie  Hart  such  bumps  and  thrashings 
as  he  might  have  received  from  a solitary 
rival,  gained  for  him,  on  the  contrary,  a 

Digitized  by  Google 


mysterious  favor  and  good  - will  that 
showed  itself  in  a hundred  subtle  ways. 
For  he  was  in  a measure  the  dispenser  of 
Judith’s  patronage.  When  he  was  walk- 
ing along  the  street  with  her  he  would 
tell  her  the  name  of  this  one  or  that  of 
his  companions  (in  case  she  had  forgot- 
ten), and  she  would  stop  and  speak  to  him 
kindly,  and  hope  he  was  getting  on  well 
with  his  tasks.  Also  the  other  lads,  on 
the  strength  of  Willie  Hart’s  intermedia- 
tion, would  now  make  bold  to  say,  with 
great  politeness,  “Give  ye  good-morrow, 
Mistress  Judith,”  when  they  met  her,  and 
sometimes  she  would  pause  for  a moment 
and  chat  with  one  of  them,  and  make 
some  inquiries  of  him  as  to  whether  her 
cousin  did  not  occasionally  need  a little 
help  in  his  lessons  from  the  bigger  boys. 
Then  there  was  a kind  of  fury  of  assist- 
ance instantly  promised;  and  t^e  youth 
would  again  remember  his  good  manners, 
and  bid  her  formally  farewell,  and  go  on 
his  way,  with  his  heart  and  his  cheeks 
alike  afire,  and  his  brain  gone  a-dancing. 
Even  that  dread  being,  the  head-master, 
had  no  frown  for  her  when  she  went  bold- 
ly up  to  his  desk,  in  the  very  middle  of 
the  day’s  duties,  to  demand  some  favor. 
Nay,  he  would  rather  detain  her  with  a 
little  pleasant  conversation,  and  would  at 
times  become  almost  facetious  (at  sight  of 
which  the  spirits  of  the  whole  school  rose 
into  a seventh  heaven  of  equanimity). 
And  always  she  got  what  she  wanted  ; 
and  generally,  before  leaving,  she  would 
give  one  glance  down  the  rows  of  oaken 
benches,  singling  out  her  friends  here  and 
there,  and,  alas  I not  thinking  at  all  of  the 
deadly  wounds  she  was  thus  dealing  with 
those  lustrous  and  shining  eyes. 

Well,  on  this  morning  she  had  no  dif- 
ficulty in  rescuing  her  cousin  from  the 
dull  captivity  of  the  school-room  ; and 
hand  in  hand  they  went  along  and  down 
to  the  river-side  and  to  the  meadows  there. 
But  seemingly  she  had  no  wish  to  get 
much  farther  from  the  town ; for  the 
truth  was  that  she  lacked  assurance  as 
yet  that  Master  Leofric  Hope  had  left  that 
neighborhood;  and  she  was  distinctly  of 
a mind  to  avoid  all  further  communica- 
tions with  him  until,  if  ever,  he  should  be 
able  to  come  forward  openly  and  declare 
himself  to  the  small  world  in  which  she 
lived.  Accordingly  slie  did  not  lead  Wil- 
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lie  Hart  far  along  the  river-side  path  ; 
they  rather  kept  to  seeking  about  the 
banks  and  hedge-rows  for  wild  flowers — 
the  pink  and  white  bells  of  the  bind-weed 
she  was  mostly  after,  and  these  did  not 
abound  there — until  at  last  they  came  to 
a stile ; and  there  she  sat  down,  and 
would  have  her  cousin  sit  beside  her,  so 
that  she  should  give  him  some  further 
schooling  as  to  all  that  he  was  to  do  and 
think  and  be  in  the  coming  years.  She 
had  far  other  things  than  Lilly’s  Gram- 
mar to  teach  him.  The  Sententiae  Pue- 
riles  contained  no  instructions  as  to  how, 
for  example,  a modest  and  well-conducted 
youth  should  approach  his  love-maiden 
to  discover  whether  her  heart  was  well 
inclined  toward  him;  And  although  her 
timid-eyed  pupil  seemed  to  take  but  little 
interest  in  the  fair  creature  that  was  thus 
being  provided  for  him  in  the  future,  and 
was  far  more  anxious  to  know  how  he 
was  to  win  Judith’s  approval,  either  now 
or  then,  still  he  listened  contentedly 
enough,  for  Judith’s  voice  was  soft  and 
musical.  Nay,  he  put  that  imaginary 
person  out  of  his  mind  altogether.  It 
was  Judith,  and  Judith  alone,  whom  he 
saw  in  these  forecasts.  Would  he  have 
any  other  supplant  her  in  his  dreams  and 
visions  of  what  was  to  be?  This  world 
around  him — the  smooth-flowing  Avon, 
the  wooded  banks,  the  wide  white  skies, 
the  meadows  and  fields  and  low-lying 
hills : was  not  she  the  very  spirit  and 
central  life  and  light  of  all  these  ? With- 
out her,  what  would  these  be  ? — dead 
things  ; the  mystery  and  wonder  gone 
out  of  them;  a world  in  darkness.  But 
he  could  not  think  of  that ; the  world  he 
looked  forward  to  was  filled  with  light, 
for  Judith  was  there,  the  touch  of  her 
hand  as  gentle  as  ever,  her  eyes  still  as 
kind. 

“So  must  you  be  accomplished  at  all 
points,  sweetheart,”  she  was  continuing, 
“that  you  shame  her  not  in  any  compa- 
ny, whatever  the  kind  of  it  may  be.  If 
they  be  grave,  and  speak  of  the  affairs  of 
the  realm,  then  must  you  know  how  the 
country  is  governed,  as  becomes  a man 
(though,  being  a woman,  alack  1 I can  not 
help  you  there),  and  you  must  have  opin- 
ions about  what  is  best  for  England,  and 
be  ready  to  uphold  them,  too.  Then,  if 
the  company  be  of  a gayer  kind,  again 
you  shall  not  shame  her,  but  take  part  in 
all  the  merriment;  and  if  there  be  dan- 
cing, you  shall  not  go  to  the  door,  and 


hang  about  like  a booby;  you  must  know 
the  new  dances,  every  one ; for  would  you 
have  your  sweetheart  dance  with  others, 
and  you  standing  by?  That  were  a spite, 
I take  it,  for  both  of  you! — nay,  would 
not  the  wench  be  angry  to  be  so  used? 
Let  me  see,  now — what  is  the  name  of  it? 
— the  one  that  is  danced  to  the  tune  of 
4 The  Merchant’s  Daughter  went  over  the 
Field’? — have  I shown  you  that,  sweet- 
heart ?” 

“I  know  not,  Cousin  Judith,”  said  he. 

“Come,  then,”  said  she,  blithely;  and 
she  took  him  by  the  hand  and  placed 
him  opposite  her  in  the  meadow.  “ Look 
you,  now,  the  four  at  the  top  cross  hands 
— so  (you  must  imagine  the  other  two, 
sweetheart);  and  all  go  round  once — so; 
and  then  they  change  hands,  and  go  back 
the  other  way — so;  and  then  each  takes 
his  own  partner,  and  away  they  go  round 
the  circle,  and  back  to  their  place.  Is  it 
not  simple,  cousin?  Come,  now,  let  us  try 
properly.” 

And  so  they  began  again;  and  for  mu- 
sic she  lightly  hummed  a verse  of  a song 
that  was  commonly  sung  to  the  same 
tune: 

Maidy  will  you  love  me,  yes  or  no  t 

Tell  me  the  truth , and  let  me  go. 

“ The  other  hand,  Willie — quick !” 

It  can  be  no  less  than  a sinful  deed 
(Ti'ust  me  truly) 

To  linger  a lover  that  looks  to  speed 
(In  due  time  duly). 

“Why,  is  it  not  simple!”  she  said, 
laughing.  “But,  now,  instead  of  cross- 
ing hands,  I think  it  far  the  prettier  way 
that  they  should  hold  their  hands  up  to- 
gether— so:  shall  we  try  it,  sweetheart?” 

And  then  she  had  to  sing  another  verse 
of  the  ballad: 

Consider , sweet,  what  sighs  and  softs 
Do  nip  my  heart  with  cruel  throbs , 

And  all , my  dear , for  the  love  of  you 
(Twist  me  truly) ; 

But  I hope  that  you  will  some  mercy  show 
(In  due  time  duly). 

“ And  then,”  she  continued,  when  they 
had  finished  that  laughing  rehearsal, 
“should  the  fiddles  begin  to  squeal  and 
screech  — which  is  as  much  as  to  say, 
4 Now,  all  of  you,  kiss  your  partners  !’ — 
then  shall  you  not  bounce  forward  and 
seize  the  wench  by  the  neck,  as  if  you 
were  a plough  boy  besotted  with  ale,  and 
have  her  hate  thee  for  destroying  her 
head-gear  and  her  hair.  No,  you  shall 
come  forward  in  this  manner,  as  if  to  do 
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her  great  courtesy,  and  you  shall  take 
her  hand  and  bend  one  knee — and  make 
partly  a jest  of  it,  but  not  altogether  a 
jest — and  then  you  shall  kiss  her  hand, 
and  rise  and  retire.  Think  you  the  maid- 
en will  not  be  proud* that  you  have  shown 
her  so  much  honor  and  respect  in  public  ? 
—ay,  and  when  she  and  you  are  there- 
after together,  by  yourselves,  I doubt  not 
but  that  she  may  be  willing  to  make  up 
to  you  for  your  forbearance  and  courte- 
ous treatment  of  her.  Marry,  with  that 
I have  naught  to  do ; ’tis  as  the  heart  of 
the  wench  may  happen  to  be  inclined ; 
though  you  may  trust  me  she  will  be  well 
content  that  you  show  her  other  than  ale- 
house manners;  and  if 'tis  but  a matter  of 
a kiss  that  you  forego,  because  you  would 
pay  her  courtesy  in  public,  why,  then,  as 
I say,  she  may  make  that  up  to  thee,  or 
she  is  no  woman  else.  I wonder,  now, 
what  the  Bonnybel  will  be  like — or  tall, 
or  dark,  or  fair — ” 

“I  wish  never  to  see  her,  Judith,”  said 
he,  simply. 

However,  there  was  to  be  no  further 
discussion  of  this  matter,  nor  yet  green- 
sward rehearsals  of  daucing;  for  they 
now  descried  coming  to  them  the  little 
maid  who  waited  on  Judith’s  grandmo- 
ther. She  seemed  in  a hurry,  and  had  a 
basket  over  her  arm. 

“How  now,  little  Cicely?”  Judith  said, 
as  she  drew  near. 

“I  have  sought  you  everywhere,  so 
please  you,  Mistress  Judith,”  the  little 
maid  said,  breathlessly,  “ for  I was  com- 
ing in  to  the  town — on  some  errands — and 
— and  I met  the  stranger  gentleman  that 
came  once  or  twice  to  the  house— and — 
and  he  would  have  me  carry  a message 
to  you—” 

“Prithee,  good  lass,”  said  Judith,  in- 
stantly, and  with  much  composure,  “go 
thy  way  back  home.  I wish  for  no  mes- 
sage.” 

“He  seemed  in  sore  distress,”  the  little 
maid  said,  diffidently. 

“How,  then ? Did  a gentleman  of  his 
tall  inches  seek  help  from  such  a mite  as 
thou  ?” 

“He  would  fain  see  you,  sweet  mis- 
tress, and  but  for  a moment,”  the  girl 
answered,  being  evidently  desirous  of 
getting  the  burden  of  the  message  off  her 
mind.  “He  bid  me  say  he  would  be  in 
the  lane  going  to  Bidford,  or  thereabout, 
for  the  next  hour  or  two,  and  would  crave 
a word  with  you — out  of  charity,  the  gen- 


tleman said,  or  something  of  the  like — 
and  that  it  might  be  the  last  chance  of 
seeing  you  ere  he  goes,  and  that  I was  to 
give  his  message  to  you  very  secretly.” 

Well,  she  scarcely  knew  what  to  do. 
At  their  last  interview  he  had  pleaded  for 
another  opportunity  of  saying  farewell  to 
her,  and  she  had  not  definitely  refused; 
but,  on  the  other  hand,  she  would  much 
rather  have  seen  nothing  further  of  him 
in  these  present  circumstances.  His  half- 
reckless  references  to  Prince  Ferdinand 
undergoing  any  kind  of  hardship  for  the 
sake  of  winning  the  fair  Miranda  were  of 
a dangerous  cast.  She  did  not  wish  to 
meet  him  on  that  ground  at  all,  even  to 
have  her  suspicions  removed.  But  if  he 
were  really  in  distress  ? And  this  his  last 
day  in  the  neighborhood?  It  seemed  a 
small  matter  to  grant. 

“What  say  you,  Cousin  Willie?”  said 
she,  good-naturedly.  “ Shall  we  go  and 
see  what  the  gentleman  would  have  of  us? 
I can  not,  unless  with  thee  as  my  shield 
and  champion.” 

“If  you  wish  it,  Cousin  Judith,”  said 
he : what  would  he  not  do  that  she 
wished  ? 

“ And  Cicely — shall  we  all  go  ?” 

“Nay,  so  please  you,  Mistress  Judith,” 
the  girl  said;  “ I have  to  go  back  for  my 
errands.  I have  been  running  every- 
where to  seek  you.” 

“Then,  Willie,  come  along,”  said  she, 
lightly.  “We  must  get  across  the  fields 
to  the  Evesham  road.” 

And  so  the  apple-cheeked  little  maiden 
trudged  back  to  the  town  with  her  basket, 
while  Judith  and  her  companion  went  on 
their  way  across  the  meadows.  There 
was  a kind  of  good-humored  indifference 
in  her  consent,  though  she  felt  anxious 
that  the  interview  should  be  as  brief  as 
possible.  She  had  had  more  time  of  late 
to  think  over  all  the  events  that  had  re- 
cently happened — startling  events  enough 
in  so  quiet  and  even  a life;  and  occasion- 
ally she  bethought  her  of  the  wizard,  and 
of  the  odd  coincidence  of  her  meeting  this 
young  gentleman  at  the  very  spot  that 
had  been  named.  She  had  tried  to  laugh 
aside  certain  recurrent  doubts  and  sur- 
mises, and  was. only  partially  successful. 
And  she  had  a vivid  recollection  of  the  re- 
lief she  had  experienced  when  their  last 
interview  came  to  an  end. 

“You  must  gather  me  some  flowers, 
sweetheart,”  said  she,  while  I am  speak- 
ing to  this  gentleman ; perchance  he  may 
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have  something  to  say  of  his  own  private 
affairs.” 

“I  will  go  on  to  your  grandmother’s 
garden,”  said  he,  “if  you  wish  it.  Cousin 
Judith,  and  get  you  the  flowers  there.” 

“Indeed,  no,”  she  answered,  patting 
him  on  the  shoulder.  44  Would  you  leave 
me  without  my  champion?  Nay,  but  if 
you  stand  aside  a little,  that  the  gentle* 
man  may  speak  in  confidence,  if  that  be 
his  pleasure,  surely  that  will  be  enough.” 

They  had  scarcely  entered  the  lane 
when  he  made  his  appearance,  and  the 
moment  she  set  eyes  on  him  she  saw  that 
something  had  happened.  His  face  seem- 
ed haggard  and  anxious — nay,  his  very 
manner  was  changed : where  was  the  elab- 
orate courtesy  with  which  he  had  been 
wont  to  approach  her? 

44  Judith,”  said  he,  hurriedly,  44 1 must 
risk  all  now.  I must  speak  plain.  I — 
I scarce  hoped  you  would  give  me  the 
chance.” 

But  she  was  in  no  alarm. 

44  Now,  sweetheart,”  said  she,  calmly, 
to  the  little  lad,  44  you  may  get  me  the 
flowers;  and  if  you  find  any  more  of  the 
bind-weed  bells  and  the  St.  John’s  wort, 
so  much  the  better.” 

Then  she  turned  to  Master  Leofric 
Hope. 

44 1 trust  you  have  had  no  ill  news,” 
said  she,  but  in  a kind  way. 

“Indeed,  I have.  Well,  I know  not 
which  way  to  take  it,”  he  said,  in  a sort 
of  desperate  fashion.  44  It  might  be  good 
news.  But  I am  hard  pressed ; ’twill  be 
sink  or  swim  with  me  presently.  Well, 
there  is  one  way  of  safety  open  to  me : ’tis 
for  you  to  say  whether  I shall  take  it  or 
not.” 

44 1,  sir?”  she  said;  and  she  was  so 
startled  that  she  almost  recoiled  a step. 

“Nay,  but  first  I must  make  a confes- 
sion,” said  he,  quickly,  44  whatever  comes 
of  it.  Think  of  me  what  you  will,  I will 
tell  you  the  truth.  Shall  I beg  for  your 
forgiveness  beforehand  ?” 

He  was  regarding  her  earnestly  and 
anxiously,  and  there  was  nothing  but 
kindness  and  a dim  expression  of  concern 
in  the  honest,  frank  face  and  in  the  beau- 
tiful eyes. 

“No,  I will  not,”  he  said.  44  Doubtless 
you  will  be  angry,  and  with  just  cause; 
and  you  will  go  away.  Well,  this  is  the 
truth.  The  devils  of  usurers  were  after 
me;  I had  some  friends  not  far  from  here ; 
I escaped  to  them ; and  they  sought  out 
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this  hiding  for  me.  Then  I had  heard  of 
you— you  will  not  forgive  me,  but  this  is 
the  truth — I had  heard  of  your  beauty; 
and  Satan  himself  put  it  into  my  head 
that  I must  see  you.  I thought  it  would 
be  a pastime,  to  while  away  this  cursed 
hiding,  if  I could  get  to  know  you  with- 
out discovering  myself.  I sent  you  a 
message.  I was  myself  the  wizard.  Hea- 
ven is  my  witness  that  when  I saw  you  at 
the  corner  of  the  field  up  there,  and  heard 
you  speak,  and  looked  on  your  gracious 
and  gentle  ways,  remorse  went  to  my 
heart ; but  how  could  I forego  seeking  to 
see  you  again?  It  was  a stupid  jest.  It 
was  begun  in  thoughtlessness;  but  now 
the  truth  is  before  you : I was  myself  the 
wizard;  and — and  my  name  is  not  Leo- 
fric Hope,  but  John  Orridge — a worthless 
poor  devil  that  is  ashamed  to  stand  before 
you.” 

Well,  the  color  had  mounted  to  her 
face;  for  she  saw  clearly  the  invidious 
position  that  this  confession  had  placed 
her  in;  but  she  was  far  less  startled  than 
he  had  expected.  She  had  already  re- 
garded this  trick  as  a possible  thing,  and 
she  had  also  fully  considered  what  she  . 
ought  to  do  in  such  circumstances.  Now, 
when  the  circumstances  were  actually 
laid  before  her,  she  made  no  display  of 
wounded  pride,  or  of  indignant  anger,  or 
anything  of  the  kind. 

“I  pray  you,”  said  she,  with  a perfect 
and  simple  dignity,  4 4 pass  from  that.  I 
had  no  such  firm  belief  in  the  wizard’s 
prophecies.  I took  you  as  you  represent- 
ed yourself  to  be,  a stranger,  met  by 
chance,  one  who  was  known  to  my  fa- 
ther’s friends,  and  who  was  in  misfortune; 
and  if  I have  done  aught  beyond  what  I 
should  have  done  in  such  a pass,  I trust 
you  will  put  it  down  to  our  country  man- 
ners, that  are  perchance  less  guarded  than 
those  of  the  town.” 

For  an  instant  — there  was  not  the 
slightest  doubt  of  it — actual  tears  stood 
in  the  young  man’s  eyes. 

“By  heavens,”  he  exclaimed,  4rI  think 
you  must  be  the  noblest  creature  God  ever 
made!  You  do  not  drive  me  away  in 
scorn ; you  have  no  reproaches  ? And  I 
— to  be  standing  here — telling  you  such  a 
tale-” 

“I  pray  you,  sir,  pass  from  that,”  said 
she.  4 4 What  of  your  own  fortunes  ? You 
are  quitting  the  neighborhood  ?” 

44  But  how  can  you  believe  me  in  any- 
thing, since  you  know  how  I have  de- 
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oeived  you!”  said  he,  as  if  he  could  not 
understand  how  she  should  make  no  sign 
of  her  displeasure. 

“’Twas  but  a jest,  as  you  say,”  she  an- 
swered, good-naturedly,  but  still  with  a tri- 
fle of  reserve.  “And  no  harm  has  come 
of  it.  I would  leave  it  aside,  good  sir.” 

“Harm?”  said  he,  regarding  her  with 
a kind  of  anxious  timidity.  “That  may 
or  may  not  be,  sweet  lady,  as  time  will 
show.  If  I dared  but  speak  to  you— well, 
bethink  you  of  my  meeting  you  here  from 
day  to  day,  in  these  quiet  retreats,  and  see- 
ing such  a sweetness  and  beauty  and  wo- 
manliness as  I have  never  met  in  the  world 
before— such  a wonder  of  gentleness  and 
kindness — ” 

“I  would  ask  you  to  spare  me  these 
compliments,”  said  she,  simply.  “I 
thought  ’twas  some  serious  matter  you  had 
in  hand.” 

“Serious  enough,  i’  faith  I”  he  said,  in 
an  altered  tone,  as  if  she  had  recalled  him 
to  a sense  of  the  position  in  which  he 
stood.  “ But  there  is  the  one  way  out  of 
it,  after  all.  I can  sell  my  life  away  for 
money  to  pacify  those  fiends;  nay,  besides 
that,  I should  live  in  abundance,  doubt- 
less, and  be  esteemed  a most  fortunate 
gentleman,  and  one  to  be  envied.  A gild- 
ed prison-house  and  slavery;  but  what 
would  the  fools  think  of  that  if  they  saw 
me  with  a good  fat  purse  at  the  tavern  ?” 

Again  he  regarded  her. 

“There  is  another  way  yet,  however, 
if  I must  needs  trouble  you,  dear  Mistress 
Judith,  with  my  poor  affairs.  What  if  I 
were  to  break  with  that  accursed  London 
altogether,  and  go  off  and  fight  my  way 
in  another  country,  as  many  a better  man 
hath  done?  ay,  and  there  be  still  one  or 
two  left  who  would  help  me  to  escape  if 
they  saw  me  on  the  way  to  reform,  as  they 
would  call  it.  And  what  would  I not  do 
in  that  way — ay,  or  in  any  way — if  I could 
hope  for  a certain  prize  to  be  won  at  the 
end  of  it  all  ?” 

“And  that,  good  sir?” 

“That,”  said  he,  watching  her  face — 
“the  reward  that  would  be  enough  and 
more  than  enough  for  all  I might  suffer 
would  be  just  this — to  find  Judith  Shake- 
speare coming  to  meet  me  in  this  very 
lane.” 

“Oh.  no,  sir,”  was  her  immediate  and 
incoherent  exclamation;  and  then  she 
promptly  pulled  herself  together,  and 
said,  with  some  touch  of  pride:  “Indeed, 
good  sir,  you  talk  wildly.  I scarce  un- 


derstand how  you  can  be  in  such  grave 
trouble.” 

“Then,”  said  he,  and  he  was  rather 
pale,  and  spoke  slowly,  “it  would  be  no 
manner  of  use  for  any  poor  Ferdinand  of 
these  our  own  days  to  go  bearing  logs  or 
suffering  any  hardships  that  might  arise  ? 
There  would  be  no  Miranda  waiting  for 
him,  after  all  t” 

She  colored  deeply;  she  could  not  affect 
to  misunderstand  the  repeated  allusion; 
and  all  she  had  in  her  mind  now  was  to 
leave  him  and  get  away  from  him,  and 
yet  without  unkindness  or  anger. 

“Good  sir,”  said  she,  with  such  equa- 
nimity as  she  could  muster,  “if  that  be 
your  meaning — if  that  be  why  you  wished 
to  see  me  again — and  no  mere  continu- 
ance of  an  idle  jest,  plain  speech  will  best 
serve  our  turn.  I trust  no  graver  matters 
occupy  your  mind ; as  for  this,  you  must 
put  that  away.  It  was  with  no  thought 
of  any  such  thing  that  I— that  I met  yon 
once  or  twice,  and — and  lent  you  such 
reading  as  might  pass  the  time  for  you. 
And  perchance  I was  too  free  in  that, 
and  in  my  craving  to  hear  of  my  father 
and  his  friends  in  London,  and  the  rest. 
But  what  you  say  now,  if  I understand 
you  aright — well,  I had  no  thought  of  any 
such  thing.  Indeed,  good  sir,  if  I have 
done  wrong  in  listening  to  you  about  my 
father’s  friends,  ’twas  in  the  hope  that 
soon  or  late  you  would  continue  the  tale 
in  my  father’s  house.  But  now— what  you 
say — bids  me  to  leave  you — and  yet  in  no 
anger — for  in  truth  I wish  you  well.” 

She  gave  him  her  hand,  and  he  held  it 
for  a moment. 

“Is  this  your  last  word,  Judith  ?”  said  he. 

“ Yes,  yes,  indeed,”  she  answered,  rath- 
er breathlessly  and  earnestly.  “I  may 
not  see  you  again.  I pray  Heaven  your 
troubles  may  soon  be  over;  and  perchance 
you  may  meet  my  father  in  London,  and 
become  one  of  his  friends;  then  might  I 
hear  of  your  better  fortunes.  ’Twould  be 
welcome  news,  believe  me.  And  now  fare 
you  well.” 

He  stooped  to  touch  her  hand  with  his 
lips ; but  he  said  not  a word ; and  she 
turned  away  without  raising  her  eyes. 
He  stood  there,  motionless  and  silent, 
watching  her  and  the  little  boy  as  they 
walked  along  the  lane  toward  the  village 
— regarding  them  in  an  absent  kind  of 
way,  and  yet  with  no  great  expression  of 
sadness  or  hopelessness  in  his  face.  Then 
he  turned  and  made  for  the  highway  to 
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Bidford ; and  he  was  saying  to  himself  as 
he  went  along: 

“Well,  there  goes  one  chance  in  life, 
for  good  or  ill.  And  what  if  I had  been 
more  persistent  ? What  if  she  had  con- 
sented, or  even  half  consented,  or  said  that 
in  the  future  I might  come  back  with 
some  small  modicum  of  hope  ? Nay:  the 
devil  only  knows  where  I should  get  logs 
to  carry  for  the  winning  of  so  fair  a re- 
ward. Frank  Lloyd  is  right.  My  case 
is  too  desperate.  So  fare  you  well,  sweet 
maiden;  keep  you  to  your  quiet  meadows 
and  your  wooded  lanes:  and  the  clown 
that  will  marry  you  will  give  you  a hap- 
pier life  than  ever  you  could  have  had 
with  Jack  Orridge  and  his  broken  for- 
tunes.” 

Indeed,  he  seemed  in  no  downcast 
mood.  As  he  walked  along  the  highway 
he  was  absently  watching  the  people  in 
the  distant  fields,  or  idly  whistling  the 
tune  of  “Calen  oCustureme.”  But  by-and- 
by,  as  he  drew  near  the  farm,  his  face  as- 
sumed a more  sombre  look;  and  when, 
coming  still  nearer,  he  saw  Frank  Lloyd 
calmly  standing  at  the  door  of  the  stables, 
smoking  his  pipe,  there  was  a sullen  frown 
on  his  forehead  that  did  not  promise  well 
for  the  cheerfulness  of  that  journey  to 
London  which  Master  Lloyd  had  sworn 
he  would  not  undertake  until  his  friend 
was  ready  to  accompany  him. 


CHAPTER  XXVI. 

TO  LONDON  TOWN. 

But  that  was  not  the  departure  for  Lon- 
don which  was  soon  to  bring  Judith  a 
great  heaviness  of  heart,  and  cause  many 
a bitter  fit  of  crying  when  that  she  was 
lying  awake  o’  nights.  She  would  rather 
have  let  all  her  lovers  go,  and  welcome,  a 
hundred  times  over.  But,  as  the  days 
passed,  it  became  more  and  more  evident, 
from  certain  preparations,  that  her  father 
was  about  to  leave  Stratford  for  the  south, 
and  finally  the  very  moment  was  fixed. 
Judith  strove  to  keep  a merry  face  (for  so 
she  had  been  bid),  but  again  and  again  she 
was  on  the  point  of  going  to  him  and  fall- 
ing on  her  knees  and  begging  him  to  re- 
main with  them.  She  knew  that  he  would 
laugh  at  her;  but  did  he  quite  know  what 
going  away  from  them  meant  ? And  the 
use  of  it  ? Had  they  not  abundance  ? 
Still,  she  was  afraid  of  being  chid  for  med- 


dling in  matters  beyond  her;  and  so  she 
went  about  her  duties  with  as  much  cheer- 
fulness as  she  could  assume;  though, 
when  in  secret  conclave  with  Prudence, 
and  talking  of  this,  and  what  the  house 
would  be  like  when  he  was  gone,  quiet 
tears  would  Bteal  down  her  face  in  the 
dusk. 

To  suit  the  convenience  of  one  or  two 
neighbors,  who  were  also  going  to  Lon- 
don, the  day  of  departure  had  been  post- 
poned; but  at  last  the  fatal  morning  ar- 
rived. Judith,  from  an  early  hour,  was 
on  the  watch,  trying  to  get  some  oppor- 
tunity of  saying  good-by  to  her  father  by 
herself  (and  not  before  all  the  strangers 
who  wouldsoon  be  gatheringtogether),  but 
always  she  was  defeated,  for  he  was  busy 
in-doors  with  many  things,  and  every  one 
was  lending  a helping  hand.  Moreover, 
she  was  in  an  excited  and  trembling  state; 
and  more  than  once  she  had  to  steal  away 
to  her  chamber  and  bathe  her  eyes  with 
water  lest  that  they  should  tell  any  tale 
when  he  regarded  her.  But  the  climax 
of  her  misfortunes  was  this.  When  the 
hour  for  leaving  was  drawing  nigh  she 
heard  him  go  out  and  into  the  garden, 
doubtless  with  the  intention  of  locking 
up  the  cupboard  in  the  summer-house; 
and  so  she  presently  and  swiftly  stole  out 
after  him,  thinking  that  now  would  be  her 
chance.  Alas ! the  instant  she  had  passed 
through  the  back-court  door  she  saw  that 
Matthew  gardener  had  forestalled  her ; and 
not  only  that,  but  he  had  brought  a visitor 
with  him — the  master  constable,  Grandfa- 
ther Jeremy,  whom  she  knew  well.  Anger 
filled  her  heart;  but  there  was  no  time  to 
stand  on  her  dignity.  She  would  not  re- 
tire from  the  field.  She  walked  forward 
boldly,  and  stood  by  her  father's  side,  as 
much  as  to  say:  “Well,  this  is  my  place. 
What  do  you  want  ? Why  this  intrusion 
at  such  a time  t” 

Grandfather  Jeremy  was  a little,  thin, 
round-shouldered  ancient,  with  long,  strag- 
gling gray  hair,  and  small,  shrewd,  ferret- 
like eyes  that  kept  nervously  glancing  from 
Judith’s  father  to  goodman  Matthew,  who 
had  obviously  introduced  him  on  this  oc- 
casion. Indeed,  the  saturnine  visage  of 
the  gardener  was  overspread  with  a com- 
placent grin,  as  though  he  were  saying, 

4 4 Look  you  there,  zur,  there  be  a rare  vool.  ” 
Judith’s  father,  on  the  other  hand,  showed 
no  impatience  over  this  interruption;  he 
kept  waiting  for  the  old  man  to  recover 
his  power  of  speech. 
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“Well,  now,  master  constable,  what 
would  you  ?”  he  said,  gently. 

“Why  can’t  ’ee  tell  his  worship,  Jere- 
my ?”  Matthew  gardener  said,  in  his  supe- 
rior and  facetious  fashion.  “Passion  o’ 
me,  man,  thy  tongue  will  wag  fast  enough 
at  Mother  Tooley’s  ale-house.” 

“It  wur  a contrevarsie,  so  please  your 
worship,”  the  ancient  constable  said,  but 
with  a kind  of  vacant  stare,  as  if  he  were 
half  lost  in  looking  back  into  his  mem- 
ory. 

“Ay,  and  with  whom?”  said  Judith’s 
father,  to  help  him  along. 

“With  my  poor  old  woman,  so  please 
your  worship.  She  be  a poor,  mean  crea- 
ture in  your  honor’s  eyes,  I make  no 
doubt;  but  she  hath  wisdom,  she  hath, 
and  a strength  in  contrevarsie  past  most. 
Lord,  Lord,  why  be  I standing  here  now — 
and  holding  your  worship — and  your  wor- 
ship’s time  and  necessities — but  that  she 
saith,  4 Jeremy,  put  thy  better  leg  avore;’ 
4speak\>ut,’  saith  she;  4’twur  as  good  for 
thee  as  a half-ox  in  a pie,  or  a score  of  an- 
gels in  thy  pouch.  ’ 4 Speak  out,  ’ she  saith, 

4 and  be  not  afraid,  Jeremy.’  ” 

“But,  master  constable,”  said  Judith’s 
father, 4 4 if  your  good  dame  be  such  a Mary 
Ambree  in  argument,  she  should  have  fur- 
nished you  with  fewer  words  and  more 
matter.  What  would  you  ?” 

4 4 Nay,  zur,  I be  as  bold  as  most,”  said 
the  constable,  pulling  up  his  courage,  and 
also  elevating  his  head  somewhat  with  an 
air  of  authority.  “I  can  raise  hue  and 
cry  in  the  hundred,  that  can  I ; and  if  the 
watch  bring  me  a rogue,  he  shall  lie  by 
the  heels,  or  I am  no  true  man.  But  Lord, 
zur,  have  pity  on  a poor  man  that  be  put 
forward  to  speak  for  a disputation.  When 
they  wur  talking  of  it  at  furst,  your  wor- 
ship— this  one  and  the  other,  and  all  of  them 
to  once — and  would  have  me  go  forward 
to  speak  for  them,  4 Zure,’  says  I,  4 1 would 
as  lief  go  to  a bride-ale  with  my  legs  swad- 
dled in  wisps  as  go  avore  Mahster  Shak- 
sper  without  a power  o’  voine  words.  ’ But 
Joan,  she  saith,  4 Jeremy,  fear  no  man, 
howsoever  great,  for  there  be  but  the  one 
Lord  over  us  all;  perzent  thyself  like  a 
true  countryman  and  an  honest  officer; 
take  thy  courage  with  thee,’  saith  she; 

4 and  remember  thou  speakest  vor  thy 
friends  as  well  as  vor  thyself.  ’Tis  a right 
good  worshipful  gentleman,’  she  saith, 
meaning  yourself,  sweet  Mahster  Shak- 
sper ; 4 and  will  a not  give  us  a share  ?” 

“In  Heaven’s  name,  man,” said  Judith’s 


father,  laughing, 4 4 what  would  you  ? Had 
Joan  no  clearer  message  to  give  you  ?” 

“ I but  speak  her  words,  so  please  your 
worship,”  said  the  ancient  constable,  with 
the  air  of  one  desperately  trying  to  recall 
a lesson  that  had  been  taught  him.  44  And 
all  of  them — they  wur  zaying  as  how  she 
hath  a power  o’  wisdom — and,  4 Jeremy,’ 
she  saith, 4 be  not  overbold  with  the  worthy 
gentleman;  ’tis  but  a share;  and  he  be  a 
right  worthy  and  civil  gentleman ; speak 
him  fair,  Jeremy,’  she  saith,  ‘and  put  thy 
better  leg  avore,  and  acquit  thee  as  a man. 
Nay,  be  bold,’  she  saith,  ‘and  think  of  thy 
vriends,  that  be  waiting  without  for  an  an- 
swer. Think  of  them,  Jeremy,’  she  saith, 
4 if  thy  speech  fail  thee.  ’Tis  but  a share; 
’tis  but  a share ; and  he  a right  worshipful 
and  civil  gentleman.’  ” 

Judith’s  father  glanced  at  the  sun-dial 
on  the  gable  of  the  barn. 

4 4 My  good  friend, ” said  he, 44 1 hear  that 
your  wife  Joan  is  ailing;  ’tis  through  no 
lack  of  breath,  I warrant  me.  An  you 
come  not  to  the  point  forthwith,  I must  be 
gone.  What  would  you  ? Or  what  would 
your  good  dame  have  of  me? — for  there  we 
shall  get  to  it  more  quickly.” 

“So  please  you,  zur,”  said  Matthew, 
with  his  complacent  grin, 44  the  matter  be 
like  this,  now:  this  worthy  master  consta- 
ble and  his  comrades  of  the  watch,  they 
wur  laying  their  heads  together  like;  and 
they  have  heard  say  that  you  have  writ- 
ten of  them,  and  taken  of  their  wisdom 
the  couple  o’  nights  they  wur  brought  in 
to  supper;  and  they  see  as  how  you  have 
grown  rich,  so  please  you,  zur,  with  such 
writing — ” 

“A  vast  o’  money — a vast  o’  money 
and  lands,”  the  other  murmured. 

44  And  now,  zur,  they  would  make  bold 
to  ask  for  their  share,  for  the  help  that 
they  have  given  you.  Nay,  zur,”  con- 
tinued Matthew  gardener,  who  was  proud 
of  the  ease  with  which  he  could  put  into 
words  the  inarticulate  desires  of  this  good 
constable,  “be  not  angry  with  worthy 
Jeremy;  he  but  speaketh  for  the  others, 
and  for  his  wife  Joan  too,  that  be  as  full 
of  courage  as  any  of  them,  and  would 
have  come  to  your  worship  but  that  she 
be  sore  troubled  with  an  ague.  Lord,  zur, 
I know  not  how  much  the  worthy  gentle- 
men want.  Perchance  good  J eremy  would 
be  content  wi’  the  barn  and  the  store  of 
malt  in  the  malt-house — ” 

At  this  the  small  deep  eyes  of  the  an- 
cient began  to  twinkle  nervously;  and  he 
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glanced  in  an  anxious  way  from  one  to 
the  other. 

“And  the  watch,  now,”  continued 
Matthew,  grinning,  and  regarding  the  old 
constable:  “ why,  zur,  they  be  poor  men; 
’twould  go  well  with  them  to  divide 
amongst  them  the  store  of  good  wine  in 
the  cellar,  and  perchance  also  the  leather 
hangings  that  be  so  much  talked  of  in  the 
town.  But  hark  you,  good  Jeremy,  re- 
member this,  now — that  whoever  hath  the 
garden  and  orchard  fall  to  his  lot  must 
pay  me  my  wages,  else  ’tis  no  bargain.” 

For  the  first  time  in  her  life  Judith 
saw  her  father  in  a passion  of  anger.  His 
color  did  not  change;  but  there  was  a 
strange  look  about  his  mouth,  and  his 
eyes  blazed. 

“Thou  cursed  fool,”  he  said  to  the 
gardener,  “’tis  thou  hast  led  these  poor 
men  into  this  folly.”  And  then  he  turn- 
ed to  the  bewildered  constable,  and  took 
him  by  the  arm.  “Come,  good  friend,” 
said  he,  in  a kindly  way,  “come  into  the 
house  and  I will  explain  these  matters  to 
thee.  Thou  hast  been  misled  by  that  im- 
pudent knave — by  my  life,  I will  settle 
that  score  with  him  ere  long;  and  in  truth 
the  aid  that  you  and  your  comrades  have 
given  me  is  chiefly  that  we  have  passed  a 
pleasant  evening  or  two  together,  and 
been  merry  or  wise  as  occasion  offered. 
And  I would  have  you  spend  such  anoth- 
er to-night  among  yourselves,  leaving  the 
charges  at  the  ale-house  to  me;  and  for 
the  present,  if  I may  not  divide  my  store 
of  wine  among  you,  ’tis  no  reason  why 
you  and  I should  not  have  a parting  cup 
ere  I put  hand  to  bridle — ” 

That  was  all  that  Judith  heard;  and 
then  she  turned  to  the  ancient  wise  man 
and  said,  coolly, 

“ Were  I in  thy  place,  good  Matthew,  I 
would  get  me  out  of  this  garden,  and  out 
of  Stratford  town  too,  ere  my  father  come 
back.”  And  Matthew  was  too  frightened 
to  answer  her. 

The  outcome  of  all  this,  however,  was 
that  Judith’s  father  did  not  return  to  the 
garden ; and  when  she  went  into  the  house 
she  found  that  he  had  taken  such  time  to 
explain  to  Jeremy  constable  how  small  a 
share  in  his  writings  had  been  contributed 
by  these  good  people  that  certain  of  the 
members  of  the  expedition  bound  for  Lon- 
don had  already  arrived.  Indeed,  their 
horses  and  attendants  were  at  the  door; 
and  all  and  everything  was  in  such  a 
state  of  cpnfusion  and  uproar  that  Judith 
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saw  clearly  she  had  no  chance  of  saying  a 
quiet  good-by  to  her  father  all  by  herself. 

But  was  she  to  be  again  balked  by  good- 
man  Matthew  ? She  thought  not.  She 
slipped  away  by  the  back  door  and  disap- 
peared. 

There  was  quite  a little  crowd  gathered 
to  see  the  cavalcade  move  off.  Dr.  Hall 
was  not  there,  but  Tom  Quiney  was — 
bringing  with  him  as  a parting  gift  for 
Judith’s  father  a handsome  riding-whip; 
and  the  worthy  Parson  Blaise  had  also 
appeared,  though  there  was  no  opportu- 
nity for  his  professional  services  amid  so 
much  bustle.  And  then  there  were  hand- 
shakings and  kissing*  and  farewells;  and 
Judith’s  father  was  just  about  to  put  his 
foot  in  the  stirrup,  when  Susanna  called 
out: 

“But  where  is  Judith?  Is  she  not 
coming  to  say  good-by  to  my  father  ?” 

Then  there  were  calls  for  Judith,  here, 
there,  and  everywhere,  but  no  answer; 
and  her  mother  was  angry  that  the  girl 
should  detain  all  this  assemblage.  But 
her  father,  not  having  mounted,  went 
rapidly  through  the  house,  and  just  open- 
ed the  door  leading  into  the  garden.  The 
briefest  glance  showed  him  that  the  mas- 
tiff was  gone.  Then  he  hurried  back. 

“ ’Tis  all  well,  good  mother,”  said  he,  as 
he  got  into  the  saddle.  “I  shall  see  the 
wench  ere  I go  far.  I know  her  tricks.” 

So  the  company  moved  away  from  the 
house,  and  through  the  streets,  and  down 
to  Clopton’s  bridge.  Once  over  the  bridge, 
they  struck  to  the  right,  taking  the  Ox- 
ford road  by  Shipston  and  Enstone;  and 
ere  they  had  gone  far  along  the  highway, 
Judith’s  father,  who  seemed  less  to  join  in 
the  general  hilarity  and  high  spirits  of  the 
setting  out  than  to  be  keeping  a watch 
around,  perceived  something  in  the  dis- 
tance— at  a corner  where  there  was  a high 
bank  behind  some  trees— that  caused  him 
to  laugh  slightly,  and  to  himself.  When 
they  were  come  near  this  corner  the  fig- 
ure that  had  been  on  the  sky-line  had  dis- 
appeared ; but  down  by  the  road-side  was 
Judith  herself,  looking  very  tremulous 
and  ashamed  as  all  these  people  came 
along,  and  the  great  Don  standing  by  her. 

Her  father,  who  had  some  knowledge  of 
her  ways,  bade  them  all  ride  on,  and  then 
he  turned  his  horse,  and  sprang  down 
from  the  saddle. 

“Well,  wench,”  said  he,  and  he  took 
her  by  the  shoulders,  “ what  brings  you 
here  ?” 
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In  answer  she  could  only  burst  into 
tears,  and  hide  her  face  in  his  breast. 

“ Why,  lass,”  said  he,  “ what  is  a jour- 
ney to  London?  And  have  you  not 
enough  left  to  comfort  you  ? Have  you 
not  sweethearts  a plenty  ?” 

But  she  could  not  speak;  she  only 
sobbed  and  sobbed. 

“Come,  come,  lass,  I must  be  going,” 
said  he,  stroking  the  soft  brown  hair. 
“Cheer  up.  Wouldst  thou  spoil  the  pret- 
tiest eyes  in  Warwickshire  ? Nay,  an 
thou  have  not  a right  merry  and  beaming 
face  when  I am  come  again,  I will  call 
thee  no  daughter  of  mine.” 

Then  she  raised  her  head — for  still  she 
could  not  speak — and  he  kissed  her. 

“Heaven’s  blessings  on  thee,  good 
wench ! I think  ’tis  the  last  time  I shall 
ever  have  the  courage  to  leave  thee. 
Fare  you  well,  sweetheart ; keep  your  eyes 
bright  and  your  face  happy — to  draw  me 
home  again.” 

Then  she  kissed  him  on  each  cheek,  and 
he  got  into  the  saddle  and  rode  on.  She 
climbed  up  to  the  top  of  the  bank,  and 
watched  him  and  his  companions  while 
they  were  still  in  sight,  and  then  she  turn- 
ed to  go  slowly  home  wal’d. 

And  it  seemed  to  her,  when  she  came 
in  view  of  Stratford,  and  looked  down  on 
the  wide  meadows  and  the  placid  river 
and  the  silent  homesteads,  that  a sort  of 
winter  had  already  fallen  over  the  land. 
That  long  summer  had  been  very  beauti- 
ful to  her — full  of  sunlight  and  color  and 
the  scent  of  flowers;  but  now  a kind  of 
winter  was  come,  and  a sadness  and  lone- 
liness ; and  the  days  and  days  that  would 
follow  each  other  seemed  to  have  no  long- 
er any  life  in  them. 


CHAPTER  XXVII. 

EVIL  TIDINGS. 

But  a far  sharper  winter  than  any  she 
had  thought  of  was  now  about  to  come 
upon  her,  and  this  was  how  it  befell: 

After  the  departure  of  her  father,  good 
Master  Walter  Blaise  became  more  and 
more  the  guide  and  counsellor  of  these 
women-folk;  and  indeed  New  Place  was 
now  given  over  to  meetings  for  prayer 
and  worship,  and  was  also  become  the 
head-quarters  in  the  town  for  the  entertain- 
ment of  travelling  preachers,  and  for  the 
institution  of  all  kinds  of  pious  and  chari- 

Digitized  by  GCK  ‘CMC 


table  undertakings.  There  was  little  else 
for  the  occupants  of  it  to  do : the  head  of 
the  house  was  in  London  ; Judith  was  at 
Shottery  with  her  grandmother;  Susanna 
was  relieved  from  much  of  her  own  do- 
mestic cares  by  the  absence  of  her  hus- 
band in  Worcestershire;  and  the  bailiff 
looked  after  all  matters  pertaining  to  the 
farm.  Indeed,  so  constant  were  these  in- 
formal services  and  ministerings  to  pious 
travellers  that  Julius  Shawe  (though  not 
himself  much  given  in  that  direction,  and 
perhaps  mostly  to  please  his  sister)  felt 
bound  to  interfere  and  offer  to  open  his 
house  on  occasion,  or  pay  part  of  the 
charges  incurred  through  this  kindly  hos- 
pitality. Nay,  he  went  privately  to  Mas- 
ter Blaise  and  threw  out  some  vague  hints 
as  to  the  doubtful  propriety  of  allowing  a 
wife,  in  the  absence  of  her  husband,  to  be 
so  ready  with  her  charity.  Now  Master 
Blaise  was  an  honest  and  straightforward 
man,  and  he  met  this  charge  boldly  and 
openly.  He  begged  of  Master  Shawe  to 
come  to  New  Place  that  very  afternoon, 
when  two  or  three  of  the  neighbors  were 
to  assemble  to  hear  him  lecture;  and  both 
Prudence  and  her  brother  went.  But  be- 
fore the  lecture,  the  parson  observed  that 
he  had  had  a case  of  conscience  put  be- 
fore him — as  to  the  giving  of  alms  and 
charity,  by  whom,  for  whom,  and  on 
whose  authority  — which  he  would  not 
himself  decide.  The  whole  matter,  he  ob- 
served, had  been  pronounced  upon  in  the 
holiday  lectures  of  that  famous  divine  Mas- 
ter William  Perkins,  who  was  now  gone  to 
his  eternal  reward;  these  lectures  having 
recently  been  given  to  the  world  by  the  aid 
of  one  Thomas  Pickering,  of  Emmanuel 
College,  Cambridge.  And  very  soon  it 
appeared,  as  the  young  parson  read  from 
the  little  parchment-covered  book,  that 
the  passages  he  quoted  had  been  carefully 
chosen  and  were  singularly  pertinent 
For  after  a discourse  on  the  duty  of  alms- 
giving, as  enjoined  by  Scripture  (and  it 
was  pointed  out  that  Christ  himself  had 
lived  on  alms — “not  by  begging,  as  the 
Papists  affirm,  but  by  the  voluntary  minis- 
tration and  contribution  of  some  to  whom 
he  preached”),  Master  Blaise  read  on,  with 
an  occasional  glance  at  Julius  Shawe: 
“ 4 It  may  be  asked  whether  the  wife  may 
give  alms  without  the  consent  of  her 
husband,  considering  that  she  is  in  sub- 
jection to  another,  and  therefore  all  that 
she  hath  is  another’s,  and  not  her  own. 

Answer . The  wife  may  give  alms  of  some 

OrTgi  r ^1  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


JUDITH  SHAKESPEARE. 


575 


things,  but  with  these  cautions:  as,  first, 
she  may  give  of  those  goods  that  she  hath 
excepted  from  marriage.  Secondly,  she 
may  give  of  those  things  which  are  com- 
mon to  them  both,  provided  it  be  with  the 
husband’s  consent,  at  least  general  and 
implicit.  Thirdly,  she  may  not  give  with- 
out or  against  the  consent  of  her  husband. 
And  the  reason  is,  because  both  the  law 
of  nature  and  the  word  of  God  command 
her  obedience  to  her  husband  in  all  things. 
If  it  be  alleged  that  Joanna,  the  wife  of 
Chuza,  Herod’s  steward,  with  others,  did 
minister  to  Christ  of  their  goods  (Luke,  viii. 
3),  I answer:  It  is  to  be  presumed  that  it 
was  not  done  without  all  consent.  Again, 
if  it  be  said  that  Abigail  brought  a pre- 
sent to  David  for  the  relief  of  him  and  his 
young  men,  whereof  she  made  not  Nabal, 
her  husband,  acquainted  (1  Sam.,  xxv.  19), 
I answer,  it  is  true,  but  mark  the  reason. 
Nabal  was  generally  of  a churlish  and  un- 
merciful disposition,  whereupon  he  was  al- 
together unwilling  to  yield  relief  to  any,  in 
how  great  necessity  soever;  whence  it  was 
that  he  railed  on  the  young  men  that 
came  to  him,  and  drove  them  away,  ver. 
14.  Again,  he  was  a foolish  man,  and 
given  to  drunkenness,  so  as  he  was  not  fit 
to  govern  his  house  or  to  dispense  his 
alms.  Besides,  that  Abigail  was  a woman 
of  great  wisdom  in  all  her  actions,  and 
that  which  she  now  did  was  to  save  Na- 
bal’s  and  her  own  life — yea,  the  lives  of  his 
whole  family ; for  the  case  was  desperate, 
and  all  that  they  had  were  in  present  haz- 
ard. The  example,  therefore,  is  no  war- 
rant for  any  woman  to  give  alms,  unless 
it  be  in  the  like  case.’  ” And  then  he 
summed  up  in  a few  words,  saying,  in  ef- 
fect, that  as  regards  the  question  which 
had  been  put  before  him,  it  was  for  the 
wife  to  say  whether  she  had  her  husband’s 
general  and  implied  consent  to  her  pious 
expenditure,  and  to  rule  her  accordingly. 

This  completely  and  forever  shut  Julius 
Bhawe's  mouth.  For  he  knew,  and  they 
all  knew,  that  Judith’s  father  was  well 
content  that  any  preachers  or  divines 
coming  to  the  house  should  be  generously 
received;  while  he  on  his  part  claimed 
a like  privilege  in  the  entertainment  of 
any  vagrant  person  or  persons  (especially 
if  they  were  making  a shift  to  live  by  their 
wits)  whom  he  might  chance  to  meet. 
Strict  economy  in  all  other  things  was  the 
rule  of  the  household;  in  the  matter  of 
hospitality  the  limits  were  wide.  And  if 
Judith’s  mother  half  guessed,  and  if  Su- 


sanna Hall  shrewdly  perceived,  why  this 
topic  had  been  introduced,  and  why  Ju- 
lius Shawe  had  been  asked  to  attend  the 
lecture,  the  subject  was  one  that  brought 
no  sting  to  their  conscience.  If  the  whole 
question  rested  on  the  general  and  im- 
plied consent  of  the  husband,  Judith's  mo- 
ther had  naught  to  tax  herself  with. 

After  that  there  was  no  further  remon- 
strance (of  however  gentle  and  underhand 
a kind)  on  the  part  of  Julius  Shawe;  and 
more  and  more  did  Parson  Blaise  become 
the  guide,  instructor,  and  mainstay  of  the 
household.  They  were  women-folk,  some 
of  them  timid,  all  of  them  pious,  and  they 
experienced  a sense  of  comfort  and  safety 
in  submitting  to  his  spiritual  domination. 
As  for  his  disinterestedness,  there  could 
be  no  doubt  of  that;  for  now  Judith  was 
away  at  Shottery,  and  he  could  no  longer 
pay  court  to  her  in  that  authoritative  fash- 
ion of  his.  It  seemed  as  if  he  were  quite 
content  to  be  with  these  others,  bringing 
them  the  news  of  the  day,  especially  as 
regarded  the  religious  dissensions  that 
were  everywhere  abroad,  arranging  for 
the  welcoming  of  this  or  that  faithful 
teacher  on  his  way  through  the  country, 
getting  up  meetings  for  prayer  and  profit- 
able discourse  in  the  afternoon,  or  sitting 
quietly  with  them  in  the  evening  while 
they  went  on  with  their  tasks  of  dress- 
making or  embroidery. 

And  so  it  came  about  that  Master  Wal- 
ter was  in  the  house  one  morning — they 
were  seated  at  dinner,  indeed,  and  Pru- 
dence was  also  of  the  company — when  a 
letter  was  brought  in  and  handed  to  Ju- 
dith’s mother.  It  was  an  unusual  thing; 
and  all  saw  by  the  look  of  it  that  it  was 
from  London ; and  all  were  eager  for  the 
news,  the  good  parson  as  well  as  any. 
There  was  not  a word  said  as  Judith’s 
mother,  with  fingers  that  trembled  a lit- 
tle from  mere  anticipation,  opened  the 
large  sheet,  and  began  to  read  to  herself 
across  the  closely  written  lines.  And 
then,  as  they  waited,  anxious  for  the  last 
bit  of  tidings  about  the  King  or  the  Par- 
liament or  what  not,  they  could  not  fail 
to  observe  a look  of  alarm  come  into  the 
reader’s  face. 

“Oh,  Susan,”  she  said,  in  a way  that 
startled  them,  “ what  is  this?” 

She  read  on,  breathless  and  stunned, 
her  face  grown  quite  pale  now;  and  at 
last  she  stretched  out  her  shaking  hand 
with  the  letter  in  it. 

“Susan,  Susan,  take  it.  I can  not  un- 
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derstand  it.  I can  not  read  more.  Oh, 
Busan,  what  has  the  girl  done?” 

And  she  turned  aside  her  chair,  and  be- 
gan to  cry  stealthily : she  was  not  a strong- 
nerved  woman,  and  she  had  gathered  but 
a vague  impression  that  something  terri- 
ble and  irrevocable  had  occurred. 

Susan  was  alarmed,  no  doubt;  but  she 
had  plenty  of  self-command.  She  took 
the  letter,  and  proceeded  as  swiftly  as  she 
could  to  get  at  the  contents  of  it.  Then 
she  looked  up  in  a frightened  way  at  the 
parson,  as  if  to  judge  in  her  own  mind  as 
to  how  far  he  should  be  trusted  in  this 
matter.  And  then  she  turned  to  the  let- 
ter again — in  a kind  of  despair. 

“Mother,”  said  she  at  last,  “I  under- 
stand no  more  than  yourself  what  should 
be  done.  To  think  that  all  this  should 
have  been  going  on,  and  we  knowing 
naught  of  it ! But  you  see  what  my  father 
wants ; that  is  the  first  thing.  Who  is  to 
go  to  Judith?” 

At  the  mere  mention  of  Judith’s  name 
a flash  of  dismay  went  to  Prudence’s 
heart.  She  knew  that  something  must 
have  happened  ; she  at  once  bethought 
her  of  Judith’s  interviews  with  the  per- 
son  in  hiding;  and  she  was  conscious  of 
her  own  guilty  connivance  and  secrecy; 
so  that  the  blood  rushed  to  her  face,  and 
she  sat  there  dreading  to  know  what  was 
coming. 

“Mother,”  Susan  said  again,  and  rather 
breathlessly,  “ do  you  not  think,  in  such  a 
pass,  we  might  beg  Master  Blaise  to  give 
us  of  his  advice?  The  Doctor  being  from 
home,  who  else  is  there?” 

“ Nay,  if  I can  be  of  any  service  to  you 
or  yours,  good  Mistress  Hall,  I pray  you 
have  no  scruple  in  commanding  me,” 
said  the  parson — with  his  clear  and  keen 
gray  eyes  calmly  waiting  for  information. 

Judith’s  mother  was  understood  to  give 
her  consent;  and  then  Susan  (after  a 
moment’s  painful  hesitation)  took  up  the 
letter. 

“Indeed,  good  sir,”  said  she,  with  an 
embarrassment  that  she  rarely  showed, 
“ you  will  see  there  is  reason  for  our  per- 
plexity, and — and  I pray  you  be  not  too 
prompt  to  think  ill  of  my  sister.  Per- 
chance there  may  be  explanations,  or  the 
story  wrongly  reported.  In  good  truth, 
sir,  my  father  writes  in  no  such  passion 
of  anger  as  another  might  in  such  a pass, 
though  ’tis  but  natural  he  should  be  sorely 
troubled  and  vexed.” 

Again  she  hesitated,  being  somewhat 


unnerved  and  bewildered  by  what  she 
had  just  been  reading.  She  was  trying 
to  recall  things,  to  measure  possibilities, 
to  overcome  her  amazement,  all  at  once. 
And  then  she  knew  that  the  parson  was 
coolly  regarding  her,  and  she  strove  to 
collect  her  wits. 

“This,  good  sir,  is  the  manner  of  it,’* 
said  she,  in  as  calm  a way  as  6he  could 
assume,  “that  my  father  and  his  asso- 
ciates have  but  recently  made  a discovery 
that  concerns  them  much,  and  is  even  a 
disaster  to  them ; ’tis  no  less  than  that  a 
copy  of  my  father’s  last- written  play — the 
very  one,  indeed,  that  he  finished  ere  leav- 
ing Stratford — hath  lately  been  sold,  they 
scarce  know  by  whom  as  yet,  to  a certain 
bookseller  in  London,  and  that  the  book- 
seller is  either  about  to  print  it  and  sell  it, 
or  threatens  to  do  so.  They  all  of  them, 
my  father  says,  are  grievously  annoyed 
by  this,  for  that  the  publishing  of  the- 
play  will  satisfy  many  who  will  read  it 
at  home  instead  of  coming  to  the  theatre, 
and  that  thus  the  interests  of  himself  and 
his  associates  will  suffer  gravely.  I am 
sorry,  good  sir,  to  trouble  you  with  such 
matters,”  she  added,  with  a glance  of  apol- 
ogy, “but  they  come  more  near  home  to 
us  than  you  might  think.” 

“ I have  offered  to  you  my  service  in 
all  things— that  befit  my  office,”  said  Mas- 
ter Walter,  but  with  a certain  reserve,  as- 
if  he  did  not  quite  like  the  course  that 
matters  were  taking. 

“And  then,”  continued  Susan,  glan- 
cing at  the  writing  before  her,  “my  fa- 
ther says  that  they  were  much  perplexed 
(having  no  right  at  law  to  stop  such  a 
publication),  and  made  inquiries  as  to  how 
any  such  copy  could  have  found  its  way 
into  the  bookseller’s  hands;  whereupon 
he  discovered  that  which  hath  grieved 
him  far  more  than  the  trouble  about  the 
play.  Prudence,  you  are  her  nearest  gos- 
sip; it  can  not  be  true!”  she  exclaimed; 
and  she  turned  to  the  young  maiden,  whose 
face  was  no  longer  pale  and  thoughtful, 
but  rose-colored  with  shame  and  alarm. 
“For  he  says  ’tis  a story  that  is  now 
everywhere  abroad  in  London — and  a 
laugh  and  a jest  at  the  taverns — how  that 
one  Jack  Orridge  came  down  to  Warwick- 
shire, and  made  believe  to  be  a wizard, 
and  cozened  Judith — Judith,  Prudence, 
our  Judith ! — heard  ye  ever  the  like  ? — into- 
a secret  love  affair;  and  that  she  gave  him 
a copy  of  the  play  as  one  of  her  favors — ” 

“ Truly,  now,  that  is  false  on  the  face  of 
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it,”  said  Master  Blaise,  appositely.  “ That 
is  a tale  told  by  some  one  who  knows  not 
that  Judith  hath  no  skill  of  writing.” 

44  Oh,  ’tis  too  bewildering!”  Susan  said, 
as  she  turned  again  to  the  letter  in  a kind 
of  despair.  “But  to  have  such  a story 
going  about  London  — about  Judith — 
about  my  sister  Judith — how  can  you 
wonder  that  my  father  should  write  in 
haste  and  in  anger?  That  she  should 
meet  this  young  man  day  after  day  at  a 
farm-house  near  to  Bidford,  and  in  secret, 
and  listen  to  his  stories  of  the  court,  be- 
lieving him  to  be  a worthy  gentleman  in 
misfortune  I A worthy  gentleman  truly ! 
— to  come  and  make  sport  of  a poor  coun- 
try maiden,  and  teach  her  to  deceive  her 
father  and  all  of  us,  not  one  of  us  know- 
ing—not  one — ” 

4 4 Susan!  Susan!”  Prudence  cried,  in 
an  agony  of  grief,  44  ’tis  not  as  you  think. 
’Tis  not  as  it  is  written  there.  I will  con- 
fess the  truth.  I myself  knew  of  the 
young  man  being  in  the  neighborhood, 
and  how  he  came  to  be  acquainted  with 
Judith.  And  she  never  was  at  any  farm- 
house to  meet  him,  that  I know  well,  but 
— but  he  was  alone,  and  in  trouble,  he 
said,  and  she  was  sorry  for  him,  and 
durst  not  speak  to  any  one  but  me.  Nay, 
if  there  be  aught  wrong,  ’twas  none  of 
her  doing,  that  I know : as  to  the  copy  of 
the  play,  I am  ignorant;  but  ’twas  none  of 
her  doing.  Susan,  you  think  too  harsh- 
ly— indeed  you  do.” 

4 4 Sweetheart,  I think  not  harshly, ’’said 
the  other,  in  a bewildered  way.  “I  but 
tell  the  story  as  I find  it.” 

44 ’Tis  not  true,  then.  On  her  part,  at 
least,  there  was  no  whit  of  any  secret  love 
alFair,  as  I know  right  well,”  said  Pru- 
dence, with  a vehemence  near  to  tears. 

44 1 but  tell  thee  the  story  as  my  father 
heard  it.  Poor  wench,  whatever  wrong 
she  may  have  done,  I have  no  word  against 
her,”  Judith’s  sister  said. 

44 1 pray  you  continue,”  interposed  Mas- 
ter Blaise,  with  his  eyes  calmly  fixed  on 
the  letter;  he  had  scarcely  uttered  a word. 

44  Oh,  my  father  goes  on  to  say  that  this 
Orridge — this  person  representing  himself 
as  familiar  with  the  court,  and  the  great 
nobles,  and  the  like — is  none  other  than 
the  illegitimate  son  of  an  Oxfordshire  gen- 
tleman who  became  over  well  acquaint 
with  the  daughter  of  an  innkeeper  in  Ox- 
ford town ; that  the  father  meant  to  bring 
up  the  lad,  and  did  give  him  some  smat- 
tering of  education,  but  died  ; that  ever 


since  he  hath  been  dependent  on  his  grand- 
mother, a widow,  who  still  keeps  the  inn ; 
and  that  he  hath  lived  his  life  in  London 
in  any  sort  of  company  he  could  impose 
upon  by  reason  of  his  fine  manners.  These 
particulars,  my  father  says,  he  hath  had 
from  Ben  Jonson,  that  seems  to  know 
something  of  the  young  man,  and  main- 
tains that  he  is  not  so  much  vicious  or  ill- 
disposed  as  reckless  and  idle,  and  that  he 
is  as  likely  as  not  to  end  his  days  with 
a noose  round  his  neck.  This,  saith  my 
father,  is  all  that  he  can  learn,  and  he 
would  have  us  question  Judith  as  to  the 
truth  of  the  story,  and  as  to  how  the  copy 
of  the  play  was  made,  and  whether  ’twas 
this  same  Orridge  that  carried  it  to  Lon- 
don. And  all  this  he  would  have  inquired 
into  at  once,  for  his  associates  and  him- 
self are  in  great  straits  because  of  this  mat- 
ter, and  have  urgent  need  to  know  as 
much  as  can  be  known.  Then  there  is  this 
further  writing  toward  the  end — 4 1 can 
not  explain  all  to  thee  at  this  time;  but 
’tis  so  that  we  have  no  remedy  against 
the  rascal  publisher.  Even  if  they  do  not 
register  at  the  Stationers’  Company,  they 
but  offend  the  Company;  and  the  only 
punishment  that  might  at  the  best  befall 
them  would  be  his  Grace  of  Canterbury 
so  far  misliking  the  play  as  to  cause  it  to 
be  burned — a punishment  that  would  fall 
heavier  on  us,  I take  it,  than  on  them ; and 
that  is  in  no  case  to  be  anticipated.’  ” 

“I  can  not  understand  these  matters, 
good  sir,”  Judith’s  mother  said,  drying 
her  eyes.  44 ’Tis  my  poor  wench  that  I 
think  of.  I know  she  meant  no  harm — 
whatever  comes  of  it.  And  she  is  so  gen- 
tle and  so  proud-spirited  that  a word  of 
rebuke  from  her  father  will  drive  her  out 
of  her  reason.  That  she  should  have  fall- 
en into  such  trouble,  poor  wench ! poor 
wench ! — and  you,  Prudence,  that  was  ever 
her  intimate,  and  seeing  her  in  such  a 
coil — that  you  should  not  have  told  us 
of  it!” 

Prudence  sat  silent  under  this  reproach : 
she  knew  not  how  to  defend  herself.  Per- 
haps she  did  not  care,  for  all  her  thoughts 
were  about  Judith. 

44  Saw  you  ever  the  young  man  ?”  Susan 
said,  scarcely  concealing  her  curiosity. 

“Nay,  not  I,”  was  Prudence’s  answer. 

4 4 But  your  grandmother  hath  seen  him, 
and  that  several  times.” 

44  My  grandmother!”  she  exclaimed. 

4 4 For  he  used  to  call  at  the  cottage,” 
said  Prudence,  “and  pass  an  hour  or  two 
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— being  in  hiding,  as  he  said,  and  glad  to 
have  a little  company.  And  he  greatly 
pleased  the  old  dame,  as  I have  heard,  be- 
cause of  his  gracious  courtesy  and  good- 
breeding;  and  when  they  believed  him  to 
be  in  sad  trouble,  and  pitied  him,  who 
would  be  the  first  to  speak  and  denounce 
a stranger  so  helpless  ? Nay,  I know  that 
I have  erred.  Had  I had  more  courage 
I should  have  come  to  you,  Susan,  and 
begged  you  to  draw  Judith  away  from 
any  further  communication  with  the 
young  man;  but  I — I know  not  how  it 
came  about;  she  hath  such  a winning  and 
overpersuading  way,  and  is  herself  so 
fearless.” 

“ A handsome  youth,  perchance  ?”  said 
Susan,  who  seemed  to  wish  to  know  more 
about  this  escapade  of  her  sister’s. 

“Right  handsome,  as  I have  heard ; and 
of  great  courtesy  and  gentle  manners,” 
Prudence  answered.  “But  well  I know 
what  it  was  that  led  Judith  to  hold  com- 
munication with  him  after  Bhe  would  fain 
have  had  that  broken  off.”  And  then 
Prudence,  with  such  detail  as  was  within 
her  knowledge,  explained  how  Judith  had 
come  to  think  that  the  young  stranger 
talked  overmuch  of  Ben  Jonson,  and  was 
anxious  to  show  that  her  father  could 
write  as  well  as  he  (or  better,  as  she  con- 
sidered). And  then  came  the  story  of  the 
lending  of  the  sheets  of  the  play,  and  Pru- 
dence had  to  confess  how  that  she  had 
been  J udith’s  accomplice  on  many  a for- 
mer occasion  in  purloining  and  studying 
the  treasures  laid  by  in  the  summer-house. 
She  told  all  that  she  knew  openly  and 
simply  and  frankly;  and  if  she  was  in 
distress,  it  was  with  no  thought  of  herself ; 
it  was  in  thinking  of  her  dear  friend  and 
companion  away  over  there  at  Shottery, 
who  was  all  in  ignorance  of  what  was 
about  to  befall  her. 

Then  the  three  women,  being  somewhat 
recovered  from  their  first  dismay,  but  still 
helpless  and  bewildered,  and  not  knowing 
what  to  do,  turned  to  the  parson.  He 
had  sat  calm  and  collected,  silent  for  the 
most  part,  and  reading  in  between  the  lines 
of  the  story  his  own  interpretation.  Per- 
haps, also,  he  had  been  considering  other 
possibilities — as  to  the  chances  that  such 
an  occasion  offered  for  gathering  back  to 
the  fold  an  errant  lamb. 

“ What  your  father  wants  done,  that  is 
the  first  thing,  sweetheart,”  Judith’s  mo- 
ther said,  in  a tremulous  and  dazed  kind 
of  fashion.  “As  to  the  poor  wench,  we 


will  see  about  her  afterward.  And  not  a 
harsh  word  will  I send  her;  she  will  have 
punishment  enough  to  bear — poor  lass! 
poor  lass ! So  heedless  and  so  headstrong 
she  hath  been  always,  but  always  the 
quickest  to  suffer  if  a word  were  spoken 
to  her;  and  now  if  this  story  be  put  about, 
how  will  she  hold  up  her  head — she  that 
was  so  proud?  But  what  your  father  wants 
done,  Susan,  that  is  the  first  thing— that  is 
the  first  thing.  See  what  you  can  do  to 
answer  the  letter  as  he  wishes:  you  are 
quicker  to  understand  such  things  than  I.” 

And  then  the  parson  spoke,  in  his  clear, 
incisive,  and  authoritative  way: 

‘ 4 Good  madam,  ’tis  little  I know  of  these 
matters  in  London ; but  if  you  would  have 
Judith  questioned  — and  that  might  be 
somewhat  painful  to  any  one  of  her  rela- 
tives— I will  go  and  see  her  for  you,  if  you 
think  fit.  If  she  have  been  the  victim 
of  knavish  designs,  ’twill  be  easy  for  her 
to  acquit  herself ; carelessness,  perchance, 
may  be  the  only  charge  to  be  brought 
against  her.  And  as  I gather  from  Pru- 
dence that  the  sheets  of  manuscript  lent  to 
the  young  man  were  in  his  possession  for 
a certain  time,  I make  no  doubt  that  the 
copy — if  it  came  from  this  neighborhood 
at  all — was  made  by  himself  on  those  oc- 
casions, and  that  she  had  no  hand  in  the 
mischief,  save  in  overtrusting  a stranger. 
Doubtless  your  husband,  good  madam,  is 
desirous  of  having  clear  and  accurate  state- 
ments on  these  and  other  points;  where- 
as, if  you,  or  Mistress  Hall,  or  even  Pru- 
dence there,  were  to  go  and  see  Judith, 
natural  affection  and  sympathy  might 
blunt  the  edge  of  your  inquiries.  You 
would  be  so  anxious  to  excuse  (and  who 
would  not,  in  your  place  ?)  that  the  very 
information  asked  for  by  your  husband 
would  be  lost  sight  of.  Therefore  I am 
willing  to  do  as  you  think  fitting.  I 
may  not  say  that  my  office  lends  any 
special  sanction  to  such  a duty,  for  this  is 
but  a worldly  matter;  but  friendship  hath 
its  obligations;  and  if  I can  be  of  service 
to  you,  good  Mistress  Shakespeare,  ’tis  far 
from  repaying  what  I owe  of  godly  soci- 
ety and  companionship  to  you  and  yours. 
These  be  rather  affairs  for  men  to  deal 
with  than  for  women,  who  know  less  of 
the  ways  of  the  world ; and  I take  it  that 
Judith,  when  she  is  made  aware  of  her  fa- 
ther's wishes,  will  have  no  hesitation  in 
meeting  me  with  frankness  and  sincerity.” 

It  was  this  faculty  of  his  of  speaking 
clearly  and  well  and  to  the  point  that  in 
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a large  measure  gave  him  such  an  ascend- 
ency over  those  women;  he  seemed  al- 
ways to  see  a straight  path  before  him ; to 
have  confidence  in  himself,  and  a courage 
to  lead  the  way. 

44  Good  sir,  if  you  would  have  so  much 
kindness,”  Judith’s  mother  said.  44  Truly, 
you  offer  us  help  and  guidance  in  a dire 
necessity.  And  if  you  will  tell  her  what 
it  is  her  father  wishes  to  know,  be  sure 
that  will  be  enough ; the  wench  will  an- 
swer you,  have  no  fear,  good  sir.” 

Then  Susan  said,  when  he  was  about 
to  go: 

“Worthy  sir,  you  need  not  say  to  her 
all  that  you  have  heard  concerning  the 
young  man.  I would  liefer  know  what 
she  herself  thought  of  him ; and  how  they 
came  together;  and  how  he  grew  to  be  on 
such  friendly  terms  with  her.  For  hith- 


erto she  hath  been  so  sparing  of  her  favor ; 
though  many  have  wished  her  to  change 
her  name  for  theirs ; but  always  the  wench 
hath  kept  roving  eyes.  Handsome  was  he, 
Prudence  ? And  of  gentle  manners,  said 
you  ? Nay,  I warrant  me  ’twas  something 
far  from  the  common  that  led  Judith  such 
a dance.” 

But  Prudence,  when  he  was  leaving, 
stole  out  after  him;  and  when  he  was  at 
the  door,  she  put  her  hand  on  his  arm. 
He  turned,  and  saw  that  the  tears  were 
running  down  her  face. 

4 4 Be  kind  to  Judith,”  she  said — not  heed- 
ing that  he  saw  her  tears,  and  still  cling- 
ing to  his  arm;  44 be  kind  to  Judith,  from 
my  heart  I beg  it  of  you — I pray  you  be 
kind  and  gentle  with  her,  good  Master 
Blaise;  for  indeed  she  is  like  an  own  sis- 
ter to  me.” 


SPOKEN  AFTER  SORROW. 

I KNOW  of  something  sweeter  than  the  chime 
Of  fairy  bells  that  run 

Down  mellow  winds;  oh,  fairer  than  the  time 
You  sing  about,  in  happy,  broken  rhyme, 

Of  butterflies  and  sun. 

But  oh,  as  many  fabled  leagues  away 

As  the  To-morrow,  when  the  east  breaks  gray, 

Is  this  which  lies,  somewhere  most  still  and  far, 
Between  the  sunset  and  the  dawn’s  last  star, 

And  known  as  Yesterday. 

I know  of  something  better,  dearer  too, 

Than  this  first  rose  you  hold, 

All  sweet  with  June,  and  dainty  with  the  dew, 
The  summer’s  golden  promise  breathing  through 
Its  white  leaves’  tender  fold; 

Oh,  fairer,  when  the  late  winds,  gathering  slow 
Behind  the  night,  shall,  moaning  sad  and  low 
Across  the  world,  make  all  its  music  dumb. 

Oh,  dearer  than  the  earliest  rose  to  come, 

Will  be  the  last  to  go. 


I know  of  something  sadder  than  this  nest 
Of  broken  eggs  you  bring, 

With  such  sweet  trouble  stirring  at  your  breast 
For  love  undone:  the  mother  bird’s  unrest, 

That  yesterday  could  sing. 

My  little  child,  too  grieved  to  want  my  kiss, 

Do  I forget  the  sweetness  they  will  miss 
Who  built  the  home?  My  heart  with  yours  makes  moan; 
But  oh,  that  nest  from  which  the  birds  have  flown 
Is  sadder  far  than  this. 
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CHARACTERS: 

Mr.  Richard  Redder.  Mrs.  Richard  Pedder. 

John,  a Waiter. 

Scene. 

A private  parlor  in  a hotel  in  the  White  Mountains. 
French  window  at  back,  opening  on  piazza,  shows 
view  of  Mount  Washington  in  the  distance.  Door 
to  sleeping-room,  Right.  Door  to  corridor  of  ho- 
tel, Left.  Usual  furniture  of  parlor,  with  table 
set  for  breakfast 

John  ( discovered  looking  at  hill  of  fare, 
which  has  been  marked ).  Broiled  trout, 
spring  chicken,  and  ham  omelet.  Um! 
He’s  getting  particular  about  his  food. 
That’s  a sign  they’ve  been  married  more 
than  a week.  If  he  stays  out  the  honey- 
moon here,  he’ll  swear  at  the  cook.  They 
all  do.  The  cook’s  a kind  of  safety-valve 
that  lets  out  the  steam  when  the  matrimo- 
nial kettle  gets  too  hot.  Well,  I’ll  order 
the  stuff.  [Goes  left . 

Enter  Mr.  Pedder  from  door  R. 

Mr.  P.  Any  letters  this  morning,  John  ? 
John.  I’ll  ask,  sir. 

Mr.  P.  Thank  you.  And  breakfast  as 
soon  as  possible. 

John.  Won’t  be  ten  minutes,  sir. 

[Goes  out. 

Mr.  P.  (i walking  about).  How  hungry 
I am ! Couldn’t  eat  much  of  that  supper 
last  night.  Perhaps  the  head  cook  doesn’t 
condescend  to  look  after  the  late  meals. 
Hope  my  wife  won’t  keep  me  waiting  for 
breakfast.  ‘ ‘ My  wife”  sounds  well,  doesn’t 
it  ? Gives  a man  a sense  of  dignity  and 
comfort  to  have  a wife.  And  she’s  such 
a darling,  is  Ellen ! If  it  weren’t  for  think- 
ing of  poor  little  Lulu,  there  wouldn’t  be 
the  faintest  cloud  on  my  happiness. 

Enter  John  with  letter. 

John.  Only  one  letter,  sir,  for  you,  sir. 

[Mr.  P.  takes  letter ; John  goes  out. 
Mr.  P.  ( sitting , looks  at  letter).  From 
George.  He  promised  to  write  soon. 
What’s  he  got  to  say?  [Reads. ] * ‘ Dear 
Dick, — Hope  the  honey-moon  is  proving 
all  that  the  poets  describe  it  to  be.” 
[Speaks.]  You  can  just  bet  it  is,  old  boy. 
[Reads.]  “The  city  is  beastly  dull;  no- 
thing decent  at  the  theatres,  and  nearly 
all  the  nice  girls  out  of  town.”  [Speaks.] 
And  I’ve  got  the  nicest  here.  [Reads.] 
“ I must  except  the  Tomlinsons,  on  whom 
I called  yesterday  to  fulfill  my  promise 
to  you  to  see  how  Lulu  was  getting  on.” 
[Speaks. ] Dear  old  Lulu l [Reads. ] “I 


saw  only  Miss  Tomlinson  and  Lulu.  Miss 
Tomlinson  inquired  kindly  after  you,  and 
Lulu  was  very  affectionate  in  her  greeting. 
Poor  little  thing!  it  does  seem  hard  you 
had  to  give  her  up.”  [Speaks.]  It  was 
tough!  [Reads.]  “Perhaps  Mrs.  Ped- 
der’s  prejudices  may  not  prove  so  strong 
as  you  think,  and  you  may  yet  all  three 
be  good  friends.  Having  duly  reported, 
I don’t  think  there’s  any  more  to  tell  you. 
May  join  Vaughan  on  his  yacht.  He  has 
written  to  me  twice.  With  kindest  re- 
gards to  the  bride,  yours,  George  Ham- 
mond.” 

Mr.  P.  ( folding  up  letter).  One  can  al- 
ways rely  on  George.  Glad  he’s  seen 
Lulu.  Better  not  let  my  wife  read  this. 
She  wouldn’t  like  what  he  says  about  her 
prejudices.  [Puts  letter  in  pocket.]  I 
hear  her  dress  rustling. 

Enter  Mrs.  Pedder  in  pretty  morning  drees. 

Mrs.  P.  Here  I am,  dear. 

Mr.  P.  And  very  charming  you  look, 
too. 

Mrs.  P.  (i turning  round  so  that  he  can 
see  all  the  dress).  I thought  you  would 
like  it.  Isn’t  the  looping  back  of  the 
skirt  pretty  ? I haven’t  kept  you  waiting, 
have  I ? 

Mr.  P.  No;  he  hasn’t  brought  break- 
fast yet. 

Mrs.  P.  (going  to  window).  It’s  a love- 
ly morning;  we  must  go  for  a walk  di- 
rectly after  breakfast.  There’s  that  fast- 
looking widow  going  horseback-riding. 

Mr.  P.  ( advancing  toward  window). 
Do  you  mean  the  big  brunette  ? 

Mr 8.  P.  (Mopping  him).  You  needn't 
go  and  stare  at  her.  You  did  enough  of 
that  last  evening  at  the  hop. 

Mr.  P.  Why,  my  love,  I scarcely 
glanced  at  her. 

Mrs.  P.  Well,  there  was  no  occasion  to 
glance  at  all. 

Mr.  P.  If  it  weren’t  too  ridiculous,  I 
should  think  you  were  a little  bit  jealous. 

Mrs.  P.  Jealous  of  that  great  Amazon, 
who  carries  a dog  under  her  arm ! You 
know  how  I hate  horsy  and  “doggy”  wo- 
men. I’d  as  soon  carry  about  an  alliga- 
tor as  a dog. 

Mr.  P.  (soothingly).  Yes,  dear,  I know. 

Enter  John  with  breakfast  things , including  kettle 

with  spirit-lamp  lighted.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  P.  rit,  and 

begin  eating. 

Mr.  P.  This  trout  is  dried  up  too  much. 
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Mrs.  P.  I am  sure,  Dick  dear,  I don’t 
see  anything  the  matter  with  it. 

John  (aside).  I thought  he  was  due. 

Mr.  P.  I’m  glad  you  can  eat  it;  I can’t. 
Change  my  plate,  John. 

Mrs . P.  No  letters  for  me  this  morning, 
John? 

John.  No,  mum.  Only  one  for  Mr. 
Pedder.  [He  goes  out  with  plates . 

Mr.  P.  (aside).  Why  the  deuce  couldn’t 
he  simply  say  * ‘ no”  ? [Aloud.)  Just  a few 
lines  from  Hammond,  dear.  He  sends  his 
kindest  regards  to  you. 

Mrs.  P.  Much  obliged  to  him.  I like 
George  Hammond  best  of  all  your  friends 
I have  met. 

Mr.  P.  I’m  very  glad  you  do,  for  he’s 
the  best  I have.  I want  you  to  make  him 
feel  at  home  in  our  crib,  when  we  get  back 
to  the  city. 

Mrs.  P.  I’ll  try,  Dick.  [Holding  out 
sugar  bowl.]  Does  my  dicky-bird  want  a 
piece  more  sugar  ? 

Mr.  P.  No,  thank  you.  [Aside.]  I 
wish  she’d  drop  that  canary  racket. 

Mrs.  P.  What  does  Mr.  Hammond 
write  about  ? 

Mr.  P.  Oh!  nothing  in  particular.  Only 
wrote  because  he  promised.  Sends  a lit- 
tle club  gossip,  and  says  he  may  go 
yachting. 

Mr 8.  P.  Can  I read  his  letter  ? I’d  like 
to  see  exactly  what  he  says  about  me. 

Mr.  P.  All  right,  dear;  I’ll  show  it  you 
some  time.  But  I want  you  now  to  get 
ready  for  a walk.  [Rises. 

Mrs.  P.  You’re  in  a great  hurry  this 
morning.  Are  you  sure  you’re  not  dying 
to  catch  sight  of  that  widow  on  horseback  ? 

Mr.  P.  The  widow  be— -married  again ! 

Mrs.  P.  (coming  to  him).  Oh,  Dick,  you 
say  that  as  if  you  thought  it  would  be  a 
punishment. 

Afr.  P.  Perhaps  it  would  be,  to  her  hus- 
band. 

Mrs.  P.  (anxiously).  But  you  don’t 
think  so  ? 

Mr.  P.  How  can  I tell  anything  about 
it  ? I don't  know  her  or  her  intended  vic- 
tim. 

Mrs.  P.  You  know  that  isn’t  what  I 
meant,  Dick.  You  don’t  find  marriage  a 
punishment  ? 

Mr.  P.  How  can  I,  when  I have  mar- 
ried a girl  I love  so  much  ? 

Mrs.  P.  The  only  one  you  have  ever 
really  loved  ? 

Mr.  P.  Haven’t  I told  you  so,  a hundred 
times? 


Mrs.  P.  Well,  tell  it  again.  I can’t 
hear  it  too  often. 

Mr.  P.  (kissing  her).  The  only  one  I 
have  really  loved.  Now,  while  you  put 
on  you  r things,  I’ll  have  a smoke.  [ Takes 
out  a cigar  and  looks  in  match-safe.  ] No 
matches  again ! I believe  this  case  must 
leak. 

Mrs.  P.  There’s  a light  under  the 
kettle,  Dick.  But  please  go  outside  to 
smoke. 

Mr.  P.  All  right.  [He  takes  out  some 
letters  from  his  pocket , and  tears  a piece 
off  one  to  make  a lighter;  walks  to  table , 
lights  cigar , and  in  putting  letters  back 
drops  one  without  noticing  he  has  done 
so.]  I’ll  go  out  on  the  balcony.  Bring 
my  hat  and  gloves,  dear,  when  you’re 
ready;  and  don’t  be  long. 

[He  goes  out  through  window. 

Mrs.  P.  I wish  tobacco  smoke  didn’t 
make  me  cough  so.  I hope  I shall  get 
used  to  it,  for  Dick’s  sake.  Dear  Dick, 
how  good  he  is!  [Sees  letter.]  Why, 
he’s  dropped  one  of  his  letters.  [Picks  it 
up , and  sees  signature.  ] 4 4 George  Ham- 

mond.” That’s  the  one  he  received  this 
morning.  He  said  I might  read  it.  [Be- 
gins to  read.  ] 4 4 Dear  Dick.  ” [STpeafcs.  ] 

I don’t  like  any  one  else  calling  Dick, 

4 4 Dick.”  I wonder  if  he  couldn’t  get  them 
to  call  him  Richard?  [Reads.]  4 4 Hope 
the  honey-moon  is  proving  all  the  poets 
describe  it  to  be.”  [Speaks.]  Of  course 
it  is,  and  sweeter,  too.  Such  perfect  hap- 
piness is  beyond  the  expression  of  mere 
words.  [Reads.]  44  Thecity  is  beastly — ” 
[Speaks.  ] What  a horrid  word ! [Reads 
on.] — 4 4 dull ; nothing  decent  at  the  theatres, 
and  nearly  all  the  nice  girls  out  of  town.” 
[Speaks  reflectively,  and  with  a self-sat- 
isfied tone.]  Yes,  I suppose  they  are. 
[Reads.]  44 1 mustexcept  the  Tomlinsons, 
on  whom  I called  to-day — ” [Speaks.] 
Dick  never  mentioned  diem;  I wonder 
why  he  didn’t?  [Reads.  ] — 44  to  fulfill  my 
promise  to  you  to  see  how  Lulu  was  get- 
ting on.”  [Speaks.]  Who  is  Lulu  Tom- 
linson, and  why  should  Dick  want  to  know 
how  she  is  getting  on  ? Perhaps  Tomlin- 
son has  married  a friend  of  Dick’s;  but 
even  then  I don’t  see  why  he  should  take 
so  much  interest  in  her.  [Reads.]  44 1 
saw  only  Miss  Tomlinson  and  Lulu.  Miss 
Tomlinson  inquired  kindly  after  you,  and 
Lulu  was  very  affectionate  in  her  greet- 
ing.” [iSpeafcs.]  Perhaps  Lulu  is  going 
to  marry  George  Hammond.  [Reads.] 
“Poor  little  thing!  It  does  seem  hard 


Digitized  by 


Gck  igle 


Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


582 


HARPER’S  NEW  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE. 


you  had  to  give  her  up.”  [Spea&s.]  Oh ! 
Dick  has  been  in  love  with  Lulu.  And 
how  often  has  he  sworn  that  I was  the 
only  woman  he  had  ever  really  loved! 
And  I — I believed  him,  fool  that  I was ! 
I feel  that  all  my  faith  is  shattered.  So 
this  Mr.  Hammond  has  been  helping  Dick 
to  deceive  me.  I never  could  bear  him, 
anyway.  [Reads.  ] 4 * Perhaps  Mrs.  Ped- 

der’s  prejudices — ” [Speaks.]  My  preju- 
dices ! Go  on,  Mr.  Hammond — go  on.  I 
always  thought  you  were  sly  and  fast. 
What  more  does  the  wretch  say  ? [Reads.  ] 
— 1 4 may  not  prove  so  strong  as  you  think ; 
and  you  may  yet  all  three  be  good  friends.” 
[Speaks.]  Very  likely,  very  likely  in- 
deed, Mr.  George  Hammond.  Friends 
with  a forward  minx  like  this  Lulu,  who, 
I am  sure,  was  much  more  to  blame  than 
Richard.  He  has  cruelly  deceived  me, 
though.  If  he  had  only  told  me  the  truth, 
I might  have  forgiven  him.  [Gets  up 
and  walks  about.]  But  now — now  I can 
never  trust  him  again.  And  all  for  a girl 
who  was  ready  to  give  his  friend  an  affec- 
tionate greeting.  A pretty  friend,  this 
man  whom  I was  to  make  feel  at  home ! 
Home ! I shall  never  have  a home  now. 
[Looks  at  letter  again.]  44  With  kindest 
regards  to  the  bride.”  [Speaks.]  The 
hypocrite ! How  I hate  him ! And  as  for 
this  Lulu,  what  can  I do  ? Let  me  think. 
Oh,  if  mamma  were  only  here  to  advise 
me! 

Enter  Mr.  P.  through  irindow. 

Mr.  P.  Not  dressed  yet,  dear  ? 

Mrs.  P.  (i hiding  letter,  and  struggling 
to  appear  calm).  No. 

Mr.  P.  Why  not  ? 

Mrs.  P.  I am  not  going  out.  I have  a 
headache. 

Mr.  P.  Your  eyes  look  red.  I’m  so  sor- 
ry, dearl  [Coming  closer . ] Can  I get  you 
anything  ? 

Mrs.  P.  ( shrinking  back).  No.  Don’t 
touch  me. 

Mr.  P.  What  is  the  matter  ? 

Mrs.  P.  Oh,  nothing.  Only  my  heart 
is  broken. 

Mr.  P.  What  nonsense  1 What  has 
broken  it  ? 

Mrs.  P.  It  may  be  nonsense  to  you,  sir , 
but  it  is  death  to  me.  I have  discovered 
your  cruel  perfidy. 

Mr.  P.  (amazed).  My  perfidy!  [Aside.] 
What  in  thunder  is  she  driving  at  ? 

Mrs.  P.  Yes.  You  need  not  affect  in- 
nocence. I have  proof  of  one  case,  but  I 
dare  say  it  is  only  one  of  hundreds.  Oh ! 


to  think  that  I should  have  married  such 
a Don  Juan! 

Mr.  P.  Will  you  please  explain  what 
you  are  talking  about  ? 

Mr 8.  P.  (sobbing).  Not  ten  minutes  ago 
you  told  me  that  I was  the  only  woman 
you  had  ever  really  loved. 

Mr.  P.  And  I tell  you  so  once  more. 

Mrs.  P.  Don’t!  don't!!  don’t!!!  Do 
not,  Mr.  Pedder,  shatter  any  lingering 
remnant  of  faith  I may  have.  Do  not 
heap  perjury  on  perjury. 

Mr.  P.  (aside).  4<Mr.  Pedder!”  It’s  seri- 
ous. [Aloud.]  My  dear,  you  are  using 
very  strong  words. 

Mrs.  P.  I have  heard  of  your  loves,  and 
the  false  stories  you  have  told  others — the 
affections  you  have  wronged — the  hearts 
you  have  betrayed.  And  I — I,  who  was 
ready  to  worship  you,  am  to  be  rewarded 
with  the  worn-out  feelings  of  a rake.  Oh ! 
it  is  a bitter  awakening  from  my  dream! 

Mr.  P.  If  you  will  drop  your  tragic 
vein,  and  tell  me  what’s  the  matter,  I 
shall,  no  doubt,  be  able  to  explain  it.  I 
can  see  that  some  one  has  been  trying  to 
make  mischief  between  us.  Who  is  the 
liar  ? — the  false  friend  ? Tell  me,  that  I 
may  prove  myself  innocent. 

Mrs.  P.  You  brazen  it  out  boldly,  sir, 
but  your  acting  does  not  impose  on  me. 
I have  proofs — the  best  of  proofs. 

Mr.  P.  Then  show  them  to  me — tell  me 
what  they  are.  I can  not  answer  an  ac- 
cusation that  is  so  vague. 

Mrs.  P.  You  could  not  answer  it  if  I 
demeaned  myself  by  stating  it  in  the  clear- 
est words. 

Mr.  P.  Ellen,  is  this  the  faith  and  trust 
you  promised  me  at  the  altar  ? 

Mrs.  P.  Do  you  dare  to  speak  to  me  of 
faith  and  trust  ? You,  who  are  false  and 
disloyal. 

Mr.  P.  If  you  won’t  tell  me,  you  won’t; 
but  I’ll  be  hanged  if  I know  what  all  this 
is  about. 

Mrs.  P.  Go  on,  sir,  go  on.  Use  bad 
language  if  you  want  to.  You  don’t  re- 
spect me,  but  you  can’t  impose  on  me. 
Had  you  confessed  all,  and  trusted  to  my 
love,  I might  have  forgiven  you ; but  your 
shameless  protestations  of  ignorance  and 
innocence  show  me  what  I have  to  expect 
in  the  future.  I am  going  to  my  room, 
sir,  and  I beg  you  will  not  disturb  me. 
[Goes  to  door.]  If  you  want  amusement 
this  morning,  sir,  you  can  think  of  Lulu 
Tomlinson. 

[She  enters  room  and  slams  door. 
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Mr.  P.  (alone).  Whe-e-e-w ! Lulu  Tom- 
linson! [Takes  letters  from  his  pocket, 
and  looks  them  over.]  By  Jove!  I’ve 
dropped  George’s,  and  she’s  read  it ! And 
she  thinks  Lulu  is  a girl!  [Laughs.] 
That’s  the  best  joke  I ever  heard.  Come 
to  think  of  it,  his  phrases  were  rather  am- 
biguous. Poor  Ellen ! it  is  really  too  bad 
she  should  have  been  so  worried.  But  I 
was  worried  too.  I began  to  get  in  no  end 
of  a fright.  I couldn’t  for  the  life  of  me 
imagine  which  of  my  flirtations  she  had 
dropped  on.  It  all  comes  of  this  ridicu- 
lous notion  of  a wife  wanting  to  be  the 
only  woman  her  husband  has  ever  loved. 
The  only  way  to  get  that  would  be  to  mar- 
ry a boy  baby ; and  then,  if  the  baby  could 
speak,  she’d  find  she  had  a predecessor  in 
the  nurse.  Now  Ellen  was  inclined  to 
be  jealous  of  that  widow.  I shall  have  to 
give  her  a little  lesson.  [Goes  to  door , 
opens  it  a little , and  calls.]  Mrs.  Pedder ! 

Mrs.  P.'s  voice.  I asked  you  to  respect 
my  grief. 

Mr.  P.  (in  calmly  dignified  tones).  I 
am  aware  how  cruelly  you  have  mis- 
judged me.  I can  not  rest  quietly  under 
a false  and  wicked  aspersion.  It  will  be 
well  for  the  future  happiness  of  both  of 
us  that  you  come  here  and  listen  to  me. 

Mrs.  P.'s  voice.  I have  proofs. 

Mr.  P.  Proofs  that  I shall  demolish. 

Enter  Mrs.  P. 

Mrs.  P.  I shall  be  only  too  delighted 
if  you  can. 

Mr.  P.  Kindly  take  a seat.  Thank 
you.  When  you  left  me,  just  now,  you 
hurled  at  me  the  name  Lulu  Tomlinson. 
What  would  you  say  if  I were  to  assure 
you  that  there  is  no  such  person  ? 

Mrs.  P.  (rising).  Oh,  Dick  darling, 
isn’t  there  really  ? 

Mr.  P.  Oblige  me,  Mrs.  Pedder,  by  re- 
maining seated. 

Mrs.  P.  (sitting).  Don’t  call  me  Mrs. 
Pedder,  Dick. 

Mr.  P.  Madam,  just  now,  on  a ground- 
less suspicion,  you  called  me  Mr.  Pedder 
once,  and  sir  five  times.  Had  you  told 
me  all,  and  trusted  to  my  love,  I might 
have  forgiven  your  want  of  faith  — the 
faith  that  you  promised  me  at  the  altar. 

[Hides  face  in  handkerchief. 

Mrs.  P.  Oh,  but,  Dick,  I didn’t  really 
mean  it!  I never  really  doubted  you. 

Mr.  P.  Madam,  your  acting  does  not 
impose  on  me.  Your  anger  was  too  nat- 
ural to  have  been  assumed. 

Mrs.  P.  Don’t,  Dick,  don’t!  I can’t 


stand  it.  But  you  haven’t  explained  it 
all  yet. 

Mr.  P.  I should  have,  had  you  not  in- 
terrupted me.  You  found  a letter  I 
dropped,  and  you  immediately  proceeded 
to  read  it. 

Mrs.  P.  I saw  it  was  from  Mr.  Ham- 
mond, and  you  said  I might  read  it. 

Mr.  P.  When  I showed  it  to  you.  But, 
Mrs.— 

Mrs.  P.  Don’t,  Dick,  don't!  If  you 
call  me  Mrs.  Pedder  again,  I shall  break 
my  heart. 

Mr.  P.  Your  distrust  has  almost  broken 
mine.  You  found  in  that  letter  a refer- 
ence to  Miss  Tomlinson  and  Lulu,  and  im- 
mediately jumped  to  the  conclusion  that 
Lulu  was  a girl  to  whom  I had  behaved 
like  a villain. 

Mrs.  P.  And  isn’t  she  a girl  ? 

Mr.  P.  No;  Lulu  is  a dog. 

Mrs.  P.  A dog ! 

Mr.  P.  A terrier  of  pure  Skye  breed. 

Mrs.  P.  (rising).  Oh,  Dick,  how  foolish 
I have  been ! 

Mr.  P.  Don’t  touch  me : hear  me  out. 
The  first  time  I met  you,  you  happened  to 
mention  your  peculiar  dislike  to  dogs.  I 
fell  in  love  with  you  that  evening;  so  I 
determined  not  to  spoil  my  chances  by 
speaking  of  Lulu  or  letting  you  see  her. 
When  you  accepted  me,  the  Tomlinsons 
kindly  took  charge  of  Lulu,  with  the  un- 
derstanding that  if  I didn’t  claim  her  in 
six  months,  she  was  to  be  theirs. 

Mrs.  P.  ( kneeling  before  him).  Oh, 
Dick,  how  wickedly  suspicious  I have 
been ! Can  you  ever  forgive  me  ? 

Mr.  P.  My  dear,  I’ll  try,  if  you  will 
promise  never  to  be  jealous  again. 

Mrs.  P.  Never,  Dick  dear,  never ! 

Mr.  P.  You  see  that,  however  strong 
appearances  may  be,  they  are  not  proofs. 

Mrs.  P.  No,  Dick,  no.  I will  never 
suspect  you  again ; and  I’ll  never  read  any 
of  your  letters — unless  you  give  them  to 
me. 

Mr.  P.  That’s  my  own  trustful  darling 
again ! [ They  embrace. 

Mrs.  P.  Dick,  I believe  I love  you  more 
than  ever,  though  I didn’t  think  that  was 
possible.  And,  oh ! Dick  dear,  you  may 
send  for  Lulu  if  you  like. 

Mr.  P.  But  you  can’t  bear  dogs. 

Mrs.  P.  Lulu  can’t  be  like  any  other 
dog.  I know  I shall  love  her  for  your 
sake.  Besides,  I don't  want  that  Miss 
Tomlinson  to  have  anything  that  belonged 
to  you. 
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THE  WARRIOR’S  QUEST. 

A warrior  rode  upon  a quest 

For  deeds  to  crown  a noble  name, 

And  give  to  her  whom  he  loved  best 
Not  only  love,  but  fame. 

Where’er  the  storm  of  war  might  drift, 
Its  din  to  him  was  music  rare; 

Nor  e’er  did  smoke  of  battle  lift 
But  he  was  there. 

Of  him  the  lauds  afar  had  heard; 

His  prowess  lived  in  many  a song; 

His  name  became  a household  word — 
The  Righter  of  the  Wrong. 

The  years  like  moments  sped  away, 
While  onward  still  some  vision  lured, 
And  calm  within  his  bosom  lay 
His  love  assured. 

But  the  sweet  lady  for  whose  sake 
The  warrior  rode  upon  his  quest 
Found  the  years  long  to  watch  and  wake 
For  tidings  east  or  west; 

And  oft  she  sat  within  her  bower 
Silent  and  sad  as  day  grew  dim, 

And  oft  she  climbed  the  lofty  tower 
To  watch  for  him. 

“ O love,”  she  sighed,  “since  life  is  sweet, 
Since  life  is  brief,  why  seek  so  long 
For  gifts  to  lay  before  my  feet  ? 

Thou  doest  love  a wrong. 

I can  not  ride  from  east  to  west 
To  meet  thee  in  the  battle’s  fray, 

But  I must  bear  an  aching  breast 
From  day  to  day.” 

Homeward  at  length  the  warrior  turned, 
Sated  with  victory,  and  full  fain 
To  tell  the  love  that  once  more  burned 
Into  a cherished  pain. 

His  glorious  steed  with  trappings  gay 
Bore  him  right  proudly,  and  his  train 
Of  gallant  knights  far  stretched  that  day 
Across  the  plain. 

But  as  they  neared  the  castle  walls 
Where  dwelt  the  lady  of  his  love, 

What  sight  upon  their  joyance  falls, 

What  sound  their  fear  doth  move? 

A funeral  train  from  out  the  gate 
To  tolling  bells  is  slowly  led: 

Glory  and  love  have  come  too  late— 

They  greet  the  dead. 
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right  and  the  High  Court  of  Chancery  on 
its  left.  There  was  now  no  king  to  occu- 
py it,  and  they  had  come  to  make  one. 
As  it  stood  there  it  was  a symbol  both  of 
a vacancy  and  an  innovation. 

At  this  moment  Richard  the  Second 
was  occupying  one  of  the  tin  regal  apart- 
ments in  the  other  palace  of  William  Ru- 
fus. the  Tower,  at  London. 

When  Edward  the  Second  had  been  de- 
posed,  seventy  -two  years  before,  within 
these  very  walls,  it  had  been  amid  the  vo- 
ciferations and  010*808  of  the  populace,  in 
the  hurry  and  passion  of  the  vassals  them- 
selves, and  the  tumult  had  ceased  only 
when  Edward,  his  son,  was  brought  for- 
ward and  proclaimed  in  his  stead.  But 
now,  when  no  such  alternative  presents  it- 
self. and  a greater  opportunity  is  offered, 
everything  is  done  decently  and  in  order. 
The  great  Hall  had  not  been  the  seat  of 
the  law  during  these  two  centuries  and  a 
half  since  Henry  the  Second's  day  for  no- 
thing. The  legal  atmosphere  of  the  place 


HICNRV  IV. 
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IX. 

JT  was  on  the  30th  of  September,  1399. 

when  the  great  Hall  took  the  new  de- 
parture, indicated  in  the  last  chapter,  at  the 
meeting  of  the  barons.  Three  centuries 
before  (1099),  Rufus,  fresh  from  a military 
expedition,  lmd  come  clanking  into  it  with 
his  iron-clad  barons  to  have  a look  at  the 
new  banqueting  room  where  they  expect- 
ed to  have  many  a royal  feast.  Now  the 
barons  came  into  it  again,  hut  in  no  such 
devil-may-care  style.  They  assembled 
with  grave  ceremony,  and  with  graver 
faces,  in  robes  of  state,  not  in  armor,  with 
no  king  at  the  head  of  them,  but  led  by  the 
mitred  prelates  of  the  realm,  not  to  inspect 
the  Hall,  however  gloriously  restored,  but 
to  take  account  of  the  kingdom,  and  to  set 
up  & new  throne. 

This  latter  they  hail  already  literally 
done,  for  they  had  caused  a new  marble 
chair  to  be  set  upon  the  high  dais,  under 
a sumptuously  trimmed  canopy  of  state, 
between  the  Court  of  King's  Bench  on  its 
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There  ww  JY*J  president 

I it  was  only  yegterdav  tjba  t 

the  king  had  residue d. 
Tilt*  Archbishop  of  York 
bow  rust?  and  rend  his  re- 
nunciation T)ie  Artrh- 
bishop  of  Canterbury  put 
the  question  of  its  accept  f: 
axice;  It  wus  answered  in 
the  affirmative,  ii*e  mttlth 
Unie  cFieertriga^eseU  mem 
, her  Signifoxl  life  assent 
\ After  this  the  coronation 
oath  was  read.  as  a pre 
imtuiary  to  thirty  -three 
articles  ol  impeaeJxtTiep t, 
whltth  wem ^ 

Bp.  -.'  ed.  ■•  They  were  n.  sty  a age 
fo reshado wing  'i m « 

j-xeachmeti  ipf  still 
king;  who  should  be  iu*-: 
rn.ig.ned  for  trial  her*  in 
about  two  hundred  and 
fifty  y^ys*  They  charged 
bin/  with  despotism,  di^- 
semblio^,  urjid  mwnstan: 
cy.  No  one  questioned 
them.  Then  the  sentence 
of  deposition  was  solemn- 
ly iyr*>noui>eiKl  by  eight 
commissioners.  The  king- 
dom was  vyicaht, 

Amid  the  hush  of  the  ..breathless  inter- 
val which  now  ensneil*  th*  Duke  of  h&jv 
carter,  Henry  Of  Rolmgbrokc,  rose  m his 
place.  Bb  nthde,  the  sign  '{-of- thi? 

Up*m;  Ms  - forehead,  and  breast.  and  :&p- 
prtmchin^Hhe  empty  throne,  thw  ebal> 
leuged  the  realm  &ml  the  erown  r 

y: In  the  name  Of  Emter,  Son , and  Holy 
O'hosi,  1,  Henry  of  Lancaster*  dudenge 
this  Rewnic  of  Yugioiide;  and  the  Growib 
•Tylfii  ,h11  f h^met&bera  and  the  appuile- 
mincer  ;n  Is  I that  am  descend  it,  be  right 
ilitib'of'^he. Mode,  coming  fro  the  gride  lord 
Henry  iherd^  M He  held  up  Ins 
hand,  shoe  ing  a signet  ring  which  Rich* 
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From  jrtlmhq  \\x  pvfWt  Kallar 


d&U'-ItfJkCttrnumN  01  rtl>  JU 

$t*o  df»wlag  i>5 


trfjrst  fmih.  The  pm»i»to  rtext.  addressed 
the  axactebly,  ecm&ratu  latirig  tliemupoH 

then  tbc  ue.v-b'sade  king-  bi-if  tly  thunked 
»ilen>  /tV.  thp  dectKifin  to  which  they  bad 


conic.  HSury  the  hourm  held  ii i Sc  Ihyope 
l>.\  u F»rli;\ni(;vitarr  rcvuliKkni. 

But.  us  we:  ^nnp%  trwiU^  he  jwir  his 
successors  e^rdimierl  ijOriwild  it  without 
contention 


There. whs ^ shortly hi 


WiintiSgi 
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I’k'RKfN  »'.»K»KCK  I.V  TOP  WIXOKV 
from  bV  ti  -M  . 


Pariuini^Tjl  which  mng:  cfminm>^iy  of  t he 
corning  wap's*  of  life  jBofewst.  There  wa» 

tirtrjxk r<)m  ov^r 
h question  of  ii*e:.v«Oi;r  toward  both  1.1  ir  Ude 
and,  king §£•..;  call 

♦*«i  eseh  other  liar  hmi  imihvr  The  e.v 

cmynml  m\ n%g: cr  wdbfev 

anti  upward  '41  twwty  g&hnfcibU  were 

ll/KW  ^ idr^dgcv  'tit 

ouly  ytfmideeo  the \i?ow>^otiofiv: 

Hpjpu*l.: ai-  winch  the  t;!i/:Hi>ja;oo  of  Eng- 
laud,  armed  mp-a -/>?>,  and  mounted  on  a 
barbed  steed  with  eruuson  bnustng‘s,  liad 
pranced  about  t lie  Hal},  and  flung  down 
Ids  gage  in  &midtlhbit  5*$a  than  half  a 
lloxoii  pieces.  But  here  was  the  real 

thing  now,  in  these  as  vet  itmsibjy  red 
and  white  xpse&  of  .steel  scattered  *>u  live 

jm-enient.  The  king  was  ecpia)  to  The 
tx'.ca^ion , ) i o w ever,  as  he  al  ways  w^unif 
bv  “his  uddo’ss'  ul hived  the snam  ch 
speare  depicts  this  etirruig 
Murffrrrf  fht  Serottii  ftUfc  o*  imr  bui  in 
its  proper  place,  West  min  tf.er  Hull. 


Wy . hausbm  rtn  oyer  the  KpUuidH 
\j?  Hr  my  lire  Fifth,  the  imbecile  lmt  bloody 
reign  of  Jianry  the  8i*ih.  and  the  bloody 
but  not  ihtb^ly  reign  of  Edward  rttfe 
Fourth  tvh  lout  i-'ho  Hull  in  a bad  way, 
swinging  info  the  hands  of  a ruilianly 
Ruli;>  agar,  i . In  this  abrupt  .trails! hnu 
We  oniyny^  of  the  dnmuttic 

liberty-  of  com pressing . 1 hue; ' for  vtmi  of 
$pt«fe.  Wy  pauac  * whteU  it 

would  Merer  do  m jp^s  over,  espcdnlly  a* 
U gather?;  into  it**Jf  the  total  multi  $|  far. 
af  thy  anVf.tted  period.  Beltold  now  the' 
bright; cousu  mm:itei!ower  of  the  wars  of 
the  Boses* 


Enter  Kiehard  the  Third.  It  is  June 
2ff;  H#3.  The  white  rose  of  York  is  red 
with  the  hlotiij  of  that  Jimei  Tim u :&m\ 
iyetoFi lias  been  $jrbe  burned  king.  TTte 
Uplile^  ami  bishops  and  people  fill  tile 
great  Hull.  He  'enters,  with 
vrdjMme:  aud  xhoimhs  the  ddfs,  'iSOifc' 
brightly  dors  he  emerge  from  the  foul 
plot  ‘which  ho  Jbas  hatched  out  of  his 
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brother’s  death.  He  has  used  the  name 
of  his  nephew  to  build  himself  up  to  this. 
In  a council  held  yonder  in  Rufus's  Tow- 
er, to  prepare  for  his  nephew’s  coronation, 
lm  has  just  stricken 
down  the  last  of  the 

loyal  group,  in  striking  MllllTMlil 

off  the  head  of  Hast- 

mgs  upon  a log  m the 

Tower  green.  M He 

would  not  to  di nner  $ 4^  V ^ 

before  he  saw  liis  head 

Off."  The  pri  :i  r*  :V 

in  the.  Tmv»  r,  destined  v 

to  be  smothered.  This 

much  will  do  for  what 

has  taken  place  on  his 

vigorous  right  hand.  ■ . . 

On  his-  withered  left 

is  El  l&abelh  Wood  ville, 

the  uioiher  of  tte 

prince*,  ux  the  “sane 

tuarv  tif  tho  . . . 

sitting  “ alone  in  the 

rushes,  .<  I 1 di.vtnayed 

and  desolate^ ; and  the 

coronation  is  at  hand  Sip 

wherein  the  very  dam-  v dm 

ask  and  satin  and  vel- 

vet  and  cloth  of  gold 

made  ready  to  give 

splendor  to  Edward  the 

Fifth  is  to  be  wrought 

up  for  his  own  pageant 

in  the  Abbey,  and  his 

own  banquet  in  the 

Hall. 

The  bead  of  the  house 
of  York  conducts  him- 
self here  rather  differ-  ||£H^HHK 
ently  from  the  head  of 
the  house  of  Lancaster. 

He  does  not  challenge 

the  crown  before  the 

marble  chair,  but  moves 

off  to  the  right,  and  seats 

himself  oil  the  long  mar- 

ble  slab  of  the  King's 

Bench . There  he  opens 

his  bloody  lips,  scarcer 

wiped  from  the  dinner 

over  Hastings's  head,  and  declares  that  he 

will  take  upon  him  the  crown  “in  that 

place,  there  where  the  king  hiruself  sit- 

teth  and  niinistereth  the  law,  because  he 

considered  that  it  was  the  chiefest  duty 

of  a king  to  minister  the  laws/’  Now  he 

proceeds  to  wave  his  winsome  wand  over 

the  nobles,  the  merchants,  the  artificers, 


and  all  kinds  of  men,  il  but  especially  the 
lawyers  of  this  realm."  Last  of  all.  to 
fascinate  the  public  heart  by  one  more 
dramatic  stroke,  he  sets  forth  the  great 


LifcMlY  v in.  — Alter  HviMto 


evil  of  discord  and  the  great  good  of  con- 
cord and  unity,  and  makes  the  magnani- 
mous proclamation  that  he  puts  out  of 
his  own  mind  all  enmities,  and  does  now 
and  here  pardon  all  offenses  committed 
against  him. 

There  was  at  that  moment  a man  ap- 
propriately named  Fog,  M whom  he  laid 


cahuinai  wounrr 


AStf*  Jt'ntbnritni. 


after  deaths  ^ hcKjfcuig  aw< i 

fills  K^\v  #:' .feijJr ';. tod • jeer 

at  a,  taitiW  pm* 

who  is  in  the  ^hrrlc^  ir#  ffemf  of  the  ere 

IrancfetoT  to •'• H&l  Iiaiid- 

sorcw>,  gaUani  f^tuto’ • of.:  Bil^aixt  the 

Fouj^to^S^j*  m 

eutsUig  Hra  fate  and  u>  road* ng  las  eon 
fessioh.  'H.d'^to’toen- '.fig,uri»^'  extensive- 
ly v>f  'life.  :aj>j>aritmr  of:;o6 

princes  iif  life  Tower — act  a /dramatic 
ghost;  this  tune,  making  llutigfr  eomforta- 
hie  lienry  M Riehinund  mi  the  eve  of 
Busworl h Field;  buigiwing  him  the  mghF 


long  deadly  bated/'  ami  who  had  smigM 
refuse  in  the  sanctuary  of  the  Abbey  for 
fear  of  liiiih  Bfetord  aow  ordered  him 
to  l>e  hrought  before  him.  Then/*  in  sight, 
nf  all  he  took  lij rn  hy  the  haml/7  ami  the 
common  {ample  Cultural  iiife  the  fog  of 
the  whole  Immhug— hut,  says  the  ehroiii-. 
^ fur  vanitie/ 

We  ilo  uot  rare  to  stay  at  the  corona-" 
t»oii.  nor  io  look  in  at  the  coronation  ban- 
yuey  &ven  to  fee  the  eleimpibw  iu  trhife 
U/»6/\  on  hr-  ) iof.se  trapped  With  White 
s'd fc*  throw- down  hi*  gagfe  ftfe  tfe  tost  of 
Hie  Planmgehet^;  ^BL$feiF^|u^'lottg  agn\ 

picked  to  that  ‘ ljfcjr * toife  ,^adydi.#‘. . *>f 

York,  and  lilted  ito  6{/f$k  '<iW 

both  the  kjug  ami  the  ocetooto 


uPil.of  Vock.  hot  plain  1 erkin  \V’arheck, 

; whose  preien.?ioti'i  only  have'  tofei’  suonb- 
erah  \ rr»  ihr  UOA?  day  he  WiSi  be  “set 

dpfe)  felixe  seto<?ld  hi  Cheats, toy 


Cm.  a .-cc.rto.ri  <*4$  id  Tleury  life  Beyenlh^ 
reigi/  tf  v Hie  autumn  of  iidfe  tlnrteen  years 
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will  go  thiv>ugh  the  saane  interesting  cere- 
mony. There  w e leave  him,  and  the  king 
whom  he  has  distorbec(t.ih'«h^;I^.J&U. 

If  we  would  find  anything  the^«  Bsr>e- 
eiftUy  worth  recording  we  most  su^J»qse 
that  something  like  uifietee  a "ififcr*- $»ye 
slipped  by  os  we  cross  the  threshold.  It 


This  is  the  second  or  third  time  it  has  es- 
caped. The  palace  will  be  repaired,  pot 
for  the  kiiig.  htit  for  tlwr  Parliament,  W'hioh 
has,  a -proper  dismdmatioix.  to  leave  the. 
historic  ground.  The  fact  is  HO  wdcstihed 
to  make  these  precincts  more- 
than  ever  1 ' * L\."  :-V*' 


sTArronjDj  urn  ok  bi  ckisouam 

After  t'4raliKp-  ^wttad  fty  the  Mhrqdi*  aV  ftidiV 


will  then  he  the  eighth  year  of  Henry  tlu* 
Eighth.  Unless  we  have,  a great  taste  for 
pageantry — there  has  been  an  inordiu&te 
amount  of  fhai-“We  are  content  to  let  a)  1 
this  time  pass.  If  the  reader  is  fund  of 
going  to  a fire.  Wes  might  say  Hud  there 
has 'bee a a rather  ruthodi  teonflagraU.-m 
in  the  patfteo/ and  the 'king  lias  removed 
his  quarters  elsewhere.  Henceforth  ite 
glory  departs  as  a royal  habitation.  But 
some  of  the  ancient  chambers  remain  in- 
tact, and  the  old  Hhll,  stands  .secure,  good 
for  maiiv  HiV  ostraot’dihaiy  scene  to  come. 


Henry  the  Eighth,  as  the  conundrum 
has  .if,  was  more  than  a .wonder.  He  was 
a Tudor,  a -curious  dyaa*tical,  if  hot'lio- 
'.tstuical,  product,  of  the  Red. Hose  of  Lan- 
caster add  the  White  Rose . i?f .York.  At 
the  nioinent  we  comp  to  httn  hois.'  full 
lil.twu  on  tVie  Welsh  stem  to  which  he 
owes  his  name.  Red.  however,  predomi- 
nates..  Every  petal  of  him  makes  A loaf 
ip  the  history  of  despotism,  and  life  odor 
of  him ; T&  o v'en  worse  now  thud  it  wiis 
thop.:  Rufus's  Hall  came  very  naturally. 
Und  conveniently  to  be  the  conservatory 


igiti; 


ANNE  BOLEYN. — Alter  HiUltfiu 


in  which  lie  bloomed  with  such  bloody 
effect.  The  courts  still  sat  there,  but  he 
sat  on  the  courts.  The  work  of  Henry 
the  Second  and  of  the  whole  Plantagenet 
era  was  now  almost  undone. 

As  might  be  supposed,  this  Henry  of  a 
different  plant  was  inclined  on  especial 
occasions  to  take  the  judgment  seat  him* 
self.  We  will  begin  with  one  of  these, 
and  end  with  another. 

As  vve  enter  the  Hall,  at  0 a.M.  on  May 
13,  3517,  it  is  to  catch  sight  of  him  at  such 
a business,  and  it  looks  at  first  very  bad 
for  the  criminals;  but.  as  it  happens,  he 
is  under  the  element  control  of  another 
personage  who  is  only  externally  red. 

Henry  was  always  ready  for  a court 
masque,  and  enjoyed  dramatic  surprises. 
Ills  adroit  chancellor  had  first  risen  into 
favor,  and  had  often  since  brought  about 
a desired  end.  through  the  royal  taste  for 
such  things.  This  scene,  we  may  be  sure, 
was  all  got  up  by  him.  From  our  end  of  •( 
the  Hull  it  looks  like  a tableau. 

Amid  the  brilliant  group,  on  the  high  j 
dais,  of  dukes,  carls,  and  other  lords  of  the  | 
king's  council,  the  Lord  Mayor,  aldermen, 
and  chief  citizens  of  London,  *' in  their  j 


best  liveries/’  and  a number  of  court 
ladies,  the  big  and  burly,  but  richly 
robed  and  rubicund,  young  king  oc 
cupies  the  central  place  under  the 
cloth  of  estate.  But  a figure  more 
vivid  than  all  fairly  lights  up  the  stage. 
It  is  the  master  of  ceremonies.  Cardinal 
Wolsey,  arrayed  from  hat  to  shoes  in 
pontifical  scarlet,  “ego  et  Rex  mem,' 
officiating!  He  has  so  contrived  it 
that  no  less  than  three  resplendent, 
queens  shall  be  also  on  hand — Kath- 
arine of  Aragon,  Margaret  of  Scotland, 
and  Mary  of  France. 

On  tin?  floor  below  are  arraigned  no 
fewer  than  four  hundred  and  eighty 
men  and  eleven  women,  bound  to- 
gether by  ropes,  and  standing  in  their 
shirts.  They  seem  to  be  condemned 
to  death  already,  for  a halter  is  dan 
gling  from  the  neck  of  every  one  of 
them.  It  looks  all  the  worse  for  them 
to  know  that  ten  pairs  of  gallows,  set 
upon  wheels,  have  been  erected  in  dif- 
ferent parts  of  the  city.  This  is  &>  he 
the  tragical  ending  of  a May-day  jollifi- 
cation. It  had  begun  with  a garlanded 
May-pole,  and  it  wits  to  conclude  with 
this  little  forest  of  gibbets;  for  out  of 
the  festival  had  come  a riot,  and  out  of 
the  riot  an  insurrection.  In  the  ah 
seneeof  the  modern  Metropolitan  Police,  in 
the  absence  of  any  provision  at  all,  in  fact, 
by  the  city  authorities,  the  lieutenant  of  the 
Tower  hud  been  obliged  at  last  to  quiet  the 
city  by  opening  his  ordnance  upon  it.  No 
wonder  that  the  matter  had  come  to  the 
king's  ears  after  that!  Now  nothing  les> 
than  a trial  of  all  concerned,  in  Westmin 
s ter  Hail,  and  before  the  king's  majesty 
himself,  would  give  stunning  effect  to 
another  discharge,  namely,  of  the  insur- 
gents themselves.  Mercy  had  been  rc 
solved  upon  as  good  policy,  but  it  was  to 
come  in  a most  frightful  way.  So  we 
have  our  tableau — a fierce  king  under  his 
canopy,  ermined  judges  and  robed  nobles 
looking  on  sternly,  the  Lord  Mayor  and  al- 
dermen in  anxious  suspense,  court  ladies 
shedding  tears,  and  down  on  the  floor  be- 
low them  the  poor,  pallid  apprentices,  Hut- 
to the  lips  with  terror,  and  the  populace 
beyond  the  bar  in  hushed  horror  awaiting 
the  apparently  sure  issue  of  it  all ! 

The  cardinal  appears  to  be  the  most 
bloody-minded  man  on  the  stage.  He 
first  rates  the  city  fathers  for  their  negli- 
gonee.  and  then  turns  upon  the  criminals, 
denouncing  their  conduct,  and  showing 
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theru  how  richly  they  deserved  death. 
They  cry  out  to  the  king,  ‘ 4 Mercy!— gra- 
cious lord,  mercy!”  The  three  queens 
throw  themselves  on  their  knees  before 
him*  and  plead  that  they  may  be  forgiv- 
en. Henry  keeps  their  majesties  in  that 


one  whips  off  his  rope,  and  up  go  the 
nearly  five  hundred  slip-nooses  fifty  feet 
or  so  iff  the  air  toward  the  great  roof. 
The  gallows  turns  into  a May  pole  once 
more,  the  merriest  of  whose  dances  is  the 
last. 


SIR  THOMAS  MORE. — ~K(Ut  Holbein. 


Four  years  afterward  the  cardinal  does 
not  appear  iff  a so  merciful  light,  and 
Henry  is  allowed  to  get  his  first  taste  of 
blood.  When  his  vengeance  lights,  with- 
out much  cause,  on  the  Duke  of  Bucking 
ham,  " the  bounteous  Buckingham,  mir- 
ror of  all  courtesy/'  the  lineal  descendant 


position  a long  while.  The  nobles,  too* 
fending  their  knees,  entreat  for  their  re- 
lease. The  ferment  is  working  well.  At 
last  also  the  red  cardinal,  having  been 
appealed  to  by  the  king*  recommends 
their  pardon.  The  poor  wretches  give  a 
scream  of  surprise  and  delight.  Every 


II 
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°^  Whitehall.  H was  when 
Michael  veias  t^rtn  iH«uiiiiiom};' 

• ' Octets  r i\  152$.  that  his  pitied 

harsre  brou£hl.  him  from  hm 
priticelv  residence  \*>  Mt  m \) sc 
Court-  of  Chintoorv  for  i.hc  i.i^t 
nmo.  The  iiUittiiiuon  of  his- 1 ti.«* 
^rmee  fell  upon  bon  there  a* 
suddenly  hn  a stmk^  v>f  piu^]y 
HBSwffiffi®WjBB^^W®8wffl8w58W|BBB(i^BS  • *>i$.  Ho  was  riven  m f *vo ; of 
' :;eW^’ viy^-';:':  • ;|fefcibt 'raSiii(^^^jj^:i^ 

.*.  - ;.‘y^  ..  .»  A ’ . * ;:  , ' .all  that  had  - .gi'V^ti-  :bix<i-  -cptMWf- 

.\  ’,V  ; , ;,;,\  ’ . qiieiio^^raiijijue  a«»J. 

;.  ‘.‘'  . - *i,  /•  ’ * . ;.  * ' ho  ivaa  “left  naked to  jki&wfr 

Edward  the  Third.  flbiiwgnlshed  on  the  ! mies*”  When  the  -(Steal  Soal  luid  fallm' 
eld  of  the  Cloth  of  Gold,  the  .j&st  Ueml-  from  his  hand*  an  - cli»m*r-lh>r,  when  the 
rf ^ iiigh  Ooftstafrb  of  England^.  WoJsey  ! EirijgV  Ifcmeh,  ip  th&  ol b&i*  $i d*  of  tlm 
Mi  hr  W-  at  thO  bottom  of  it;  at  any  ; IlalL  lad  sfrip|XHl  hint  of  houses,  lands, 

. « i.  i i . c . .,  a ; \ ■ in  n x k j . ,i  3i..  . . 


M Tl'iete  *'a*  the  weight  that  putted  me  /town  * % 
t'Wmwtjilr  , y’.'.'V'.*,  •..»'{/’,  T:  /„.  •.  \ r 

TW*  king  has  iron c IkjwwhJ-  toe  : af*  ray  gjtona* 
la  tti4t  one  woman  I have  last  focvvtT,” 

■:  She  is  the  itex % jkj  rshh&ge  w ho  #<>w  nmi 
h)ls  tie/  eyeUi  \Vre«bu inside  Half  Before 
of  “ lb  at  omi  • '- 1>  of  only 

th.:  glories  of  Wolsey  have  iWh/1  ijfaji 
%d  the  (^ueen  of  England  been  <te* 
jpt^gihedi  Who  eise  m to  fall  iH*fore  it/ 
Wiiut  ete  is  to  come  because  of  it  ; Bish- 
op Fi>h*;*r  is  to  fall.  i&r  Thorns  More'te 
U*$nU.  The  whole  realm  is  to  turn  Oh 
1.0o^e.  iyoai  iliy  fasy 
$gp&r ^ reyei^e  all  |i»  Ir^ditioas. 
eurer  a new  em'  The  CUhrOU  of  Rome 
sitJtll  depart,  )ier  bfehofis  shaU  te  fttsr 


With  ojth  ^x^jiooy, -h^ivdflt'iixxtxaKf'.iyy; ; 

Aliit  -•!►'>  •: !!;.!:.'  .-,»-»!-  :,,  ^.holi-r,  »]i,  <*,<«. i «r4%tv  • 

Hut  Ijc  ifl!  T<r  hti/birtt  I'^'lfi,  ,iml,.v;'.K-.v»lv. 

lift  ;«{}  ’ i ! c • tvo  ‘ iioW'fi  0' . rri«>SV  Mli'V:  . . . . 

I f-r-.ii  rjocf^uh’ivd  Ut  Uv‘  ol,.i  m!  Ciiv 

i;  TU  Ukeh. 

'&!,  ;■!■  S^i:;  ovX: 

Tie-  uu*..y  eoitelinh'-  iviib  fh»-  ’-T  || 
WhlT';-;-  !• » h»:v 1 1 /.  Slo.iw|m|^  W$  'lf"{ 
allod^Wf^  MjlikwPw  $ Vjtt  ^ 
on#-TcijeT  ife  an  tnm  n'c-^moTif  hiihm  i>iil 
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placed,  her  monasteries  shall  be  dissolved. 
“The  king  has  gone  beyond  her,"  and 
himself  become  head  of  the  Church.  As 
with  her  great  cardinal— the  reflection  of 


royal  barge,  and  takes  her  place  again  on 
the  high  dais,  under  the  cloth  of  state, 
“ dressed  in  purple  velvet,  furred  with 
ermine,  her  hair  escaping  loose  under  a 


PHILIP  AND  MARY. 

From  m ff-14  cuvAftllion  by  Trexzo. 


her  pomp  and  of  her  secular  assumption 
— “ all.  her  glories  in  that  one  woman  she 
has  lost  forever!" 

The  Tower,  the  Abbey,  and  the  Hall, 
each  in  turn  is  made  to  minister  to  the 
new  queen.  From  the  Tower  she  comes, 
amid  the  booming  of  its  guns,  into  the 
decorated,  crowded  streets,  seated,  says 
Froude,  “in  a white  chariot  drawn  by 
two  palfreys  in  white  damask  which  swept 
the  ground,  a golden  canopy  borne  above 
it.  making  music  with  silver  bells.  . . . 
There  she  sat,  dressed  in  white  tissue  robes, 
her  fair  hair  flowing  loose  over  her  shoul- 
ders, and  her  temples  circled  with  a light 
coronet  of  gold  and  diamonds,  most  beau- 
tiful, loveliest,  most  favored  perhaps,  as 
site  seemed  at  that  hour,  of  all  England's 
daughters." 

On  reaching  the  Hall  she  is  borne  in  a 
litter  into  the  midst  of  it,  when  she  alights 
and  ascends  the  stairs  to  the  high  dais, 
where  a rich  banquet  of  viands,  spices, 
and  wines  lies  spread  before  her.  She 
sends  them  down  to  her  ladies,  and  after 
they  had  drank  to  her,  she  gracefully 
thanks  them  all,  the  ladies  and  the  lords, 
for  their  attendance  on  her. 

That  night  she  sleeps  in  Wolsey's  for- 
mer palace,  ami  the  next  morning,  Whit- 
Sunday,  1533,  returns  to  the  Hall  in  the 


wreath  of  diamonds."  The  same  brilliant 
assemblage  of  robed  nobles  and  mitred 
prelates  is  in  waiting  before  her.  A rail- 
ed passageway,  laid  with  carpet,  starts 
from  the  entrance,  and  makes  the  circuit 
of  the  Abbey  to  its  western  gates.  When 
all  is  ready,  “the  blazing  trail  of  splendor" 
is  resumed  as  she  moves  out  under  her 
canopy. 

In  the  Abbey  she 

4i  opposes  freely 

The  beauty  of  her  person  to  the  fieople, 
....which  when  the  people 
Had  the  full  view  of,  such  it  noise  arose 
As  the  shrouds  make  at  sea  lu  a still  tempest. 
As  loud,  and  to  us  many  tunes;  hats,  cloaks 
(Ifonblets,  I think),  flew  up.” 

Then  in  the  Hall  again  that  night  she 
sits  at  tlve  coronation  banquet,  amid  such 
splendors  as  no  Queen  of  England  before 
had  ever  known.  The  delighted  king,  who 
still  keeps  himself  invisible  amid  it  all, 
seated  in  a closet  framed  into  an  east  win- 
dow from  the  adjoining  cloister  of  St. 
Stephen's,  gazes  enraptured  at  the  specta- 
cle of  her  beauty,  receiving  the  homage  of 
the  kingdom. 

2 (*mt.  Heaven  bless  thee! 

Thou  Imst  tlte  sweetest  face  I ever  lookM  on. 

Sir,  a*  I have  a soul,  she  is  an  angel. 

Onr  king  has  all  the  Iud lea  in  his  arm?. 
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The  coming  reign  of  Elizabeth,  with  all 
its  completed  issues  of  this  time,  is  at  this 
moment  lying  beneath  her  heart!  And 
yet  in  three  years,  almost  to  a day,  that 
fair,  proud  head  with  all  its  wealth  of 
hanging  hair  is  to  fall  into  a pool  of  its 
own  blood  beside  the  fatal  block  in  the 
Tower.  So  she  completes  the  circuit  of 
her  destiny,  weaving  first  the  Tower  and 
the  Hall,  then  the  Abbey  and  the  Hall, 
and  now  at  last  the  Tower  again,  into  the 
historic  drama  of  her  young,  eventful  life. 

Two  years  after  this,  as  an  Irish  way  of 
keeping  a foot-hold  in  England,  the  Pope 
sent  to  John  Fisher,  Bishop  of  Rochester, 
a cardinal’s  hat.  The  brave  old  man  had 
opposed  the  divorce  of  the  late  queen  and 
the  king’s  assumption  of  spiritual  suprem- 
acy. Thereupon  Henry  swore  that  he 
should  have  no  head  to  put  in  it.  The  legal 
mechanism  of  the  Hall  was  accordingly 
put  in  motion — it  was  a guillotine  arrange- 
ment all  through  the  Tudor  dynasty,  obe- 
diently worked  by  the  judges,  and  the  axe 
of  the  Tower  came  chopping  down  as  often 
as  the  sovereign  willed — and  the  venerable 
wdiite  head  was  swept  as  neatly  off  as  the 
circumstances  required.  The  atrocity 
made  a sensation  in  Europe  and  in  the 
late  Universal  Church.  But  it  was  a hor- 
ror which  passed  with  the  epoch.  There 
was  another  impending,  which,  when  it 
fell,  and  cut  short  a life  as  precious  to  the 
world  as  to  the  realm,  seemed  to  bereave 
all  mankind  for  all  time.  The  bloody 
king  will  never  get  over  what  he  deter- 
mined upon  now.  He  struck  a teeming 
» brain  and  a noble  heart  out  of  life,  as  well 
as  cleaved  off  a head,  when  he  stretched 
Sir  Thomas  More  upon  his  red  and  swift 
legal  process  in  Westminster  Hall. 

“ The  greatest  Englishman  of  his  day,” 
“the  philosopher  of  the  Utopia , the  friend 
of  Erasmus,  whose  life  was  of  blameless 
beauty,  whose  genius  was  cultivated  to  the 
highest  attainable  perfection,”  “the  cham- 
pion of  Parliamentary  freedom,”  had  sat 
as  chancellor  in  Wolsey’s  seat.  He  had 
not  affected  the  pomp  of  his  predecessor; 
he  had  not  made  the  Hall  brilliant  with 
his  retainers  as  he  entered  and  took  his 
lordly  place.  Yet  the  pomp  of  the  king- 
dom had  enveloped  him ; the  rich  scarlet 
robe  of  the  office  had  enwrapped  his  per- 
son whenever  he  appeared  beneath  the 
deep  arch  of  the  great  entrance,  and  the 
Mace  and  the  Seal  had  been  carried  be- 
fore him  as  he  walked  the  whole  length  of 
the  Hall,  leading  the  robed  procession  of 


those  who  gave  splendor  and  dignity  to 
the  high  court  which  sat  upon  the  plat- 
form, behind  the  cancelli  in  yonder  south- 
west corner.  What  a reverse  has  been 
wrought  by  time  and  tyranny  now ! He 
enters  beneath  the  arch  on  that  hot  sum- 
mer morning,  July  1,  1535,  tottering  with 
the  fatigue  of  a long  and  dusty  walk  from 
the  Tower,  tottering  also  with  the  weak- 
ness of  a year’s  confinement  there.  The 
bright,  erect,  alert  presence  has  gone.  His 
face  is  pallid,  his  brown  locks  are  touched 
with  gray,  his  form  is  bowed.  Only  the 
brilliant  sparkle  of  his. eye  remains,  and 
the  benignant  look  which  neither  the  in- 
gratitude of  his  king  nor  the  treachery  of 
his  accusers  could  drive  from  his  counte- 
nance. He  enters,  clad  in  a coarse  wool- 
len gown,  leaning  upon  a stick,  feebly 
keeping  pace  with  the  axe  of  the  Tower 
as  it  is  borne  in  front  of  him,  to  stand 
before  the  very  bar  at  which  he  had  so 
recently  presided,  to  be  arraigned  before 
Audley,  his  new  successor,  and  the  whole 
bench  of  the  Special  Commission,  to  an- 
swer a charge  of  high  treason.  The  great 
chancellor  is  to  furnish  his  own  scarlet 
for  the  ceremony  now  begun.  The  er- 
mine of  his  innocence  and  uprightness 
already  composes  the  inner  lining  of  his 
crime. 

The  engine  of  this  Lord’s  anointed, 
though  running  now  with  stolen  papal 
oil — for  Henry  was  head  of  the  Church — 
had  many  a hitch  before  it  could  bring 
the  final  catastrophe  to  bear.  Respect  for 
the  illustrious  prisoner  repeatedly  clogged 
its  wrheels.  The  summary  process  with 
Bishop  Fisher,  which,  as  it  is  recorded, 
reads  like  two  or  three  sudden  jerks — 
“Pleads  not  guilty — Venue  awarded — 
Verdict,  guilty”  — is  now  prolonged  by 
the  judges  themselves  pleading  with  the 
prisoner  to  change  his  resolution.  Seated 
in  the  chair  which  out  of  charity  had  been 
brought  him,  he  steadfastly  but  respectful- 
ly declines.  First,  the  indictment  was 
read.  Then  the  Lord  Chancellor  rose,  tell- 
ing him  “ it  was  not  yet  too  late  to  ask  for 
mercy,  which  his  Majesty  desired  to  show.” 

“My  lord,”  More  replied,  “I  have  great 
cause  to  thank  your  honor  for  your  court- 
esy, but  I beseech  Almighty  God  that  I 
may  continue  in  the  mind  that  I am  in 
through  His  grace  unto  death.” 

The  machine  was  obliged  to  work.  The 
sentence  was  pronounced  in  the  usual 
form.  But  even  here  reluctance  hung 
upon  its  word.  It  should  be  decapitation 
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pure  and  simple;  no  disembowelling*,  no 
dismembering-;  none  of  the  final  grinding 
up  and  ignominious  mutilation  which 
followed  the  fall  of  the  axe.  And  this 
was  told  the  prisoner  as  “a  special  in- 
stance of  the  royal  clemency.” 

The  man  who  could  at  the  very  last 
wittily  remove  his  beard  from  beneath  the 
executioners  blow,  ‘‘because  if  had  com- 
mitted no  treason."  was  equal  now  to 
the  sarcasm  veiled  in  pleasantry,  which 
veiled,  in  its  turn,  his  most  Christian  con- 

God  forbid  that 


tempt  for  his  Majesty 


QCKKN  KI.IXABKTH. 
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the  king  should  show  any  more  such  rner- 
cv  unto  any  of  my  friends,  and  God  bless 
all  my  posterity  from  such  pardons. ?> 

Even  while  the  court  was  concluding 
its  session v and  t lie  procession  was  forming 
to  lead  back  the  ° traitor,  ” the  machine 
stood  still  an  instant  once  again.  "‘The 
commissioner/’ says  Fronde,  kVmce  more 
adjured  him  to  have  pity  on  himself,  and 
offered  to  reopen  the  court  if  he  would 
reconsider  his  resolution.  More  smiled, 
and  replied  only  a few  words  of  graceful 
farewell.” 
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It  was  but  a few  hours  after  the  clang 
behind  him  of  the  Traitor’s  Gate  that  the 
axe  fell,  and  the  signal  went  to  Henry  and 
Anne  Boleyn  that  Sir  Thomas  More  was 
dead.  They  were  playing  at  the  game  of 
tables.  Anne  was  standing  by  the  king’s 
chair.  Henry’s  face  darkened  as  he  turn- 
ed and  looked  up  at  his  new  queen.  4 4 Thou 
art  the  cause  of  this  man's  death !”  mut- 
tered this  royal  son  of  Adam,  and  in  less 
than  eleven  months  from  that  hour  he 
swept  off  her  head  also. 

XII. 

In  the  early  part  of  Edward  the  Sixth’s 
reign,  the  exquisite  St.  Stephen’s  Chapel — 
of  whose  interior  splendor  we  have  al- 
ready spoken,  and  which,  it  will  be  remem- 
bered, stood  in  the  rear  of  the  Hall,  running 
eastward  toward  the  Thames  from  its 
southeast  corner — was  wainscoted  over  so 
thoroughly  that  its  sculptures,  paintings, 
gorgeous  gilding,  and  elegant  tracery  were 
totally  forgotten  until  the  beginningof  the 
present  century.  It  became  the  new  coun- 
cil hall  of  the  House  of  Commons,  which 
now  abandoned  the  Chapter-House  of  the 
Abbey,  where  it  had  met  since  the  days  of 
Edward  the  Third.  From  that  day  to  this 
44St.  Stephen’s”  has  been  an  expression 
for  the  Commons,  as  44  St.  James’s”  for  the 
court,  and  “Westminster  Hall”  for  the 
law.  The  famous  chapel  in  which  such 
a glorious  era  of  the  British  constitution 
was  soon  to  open  stood  above  the  vaulted 
arches  of  a lower  and  older  chapel  called 
the  Crypt,  and  was  therefore  a story 
higher  than  the  floor  of  the  Hall,  from 
which  in  after -years  it  was  chiefly 
reached  by  a flight  of  stairs  from  a passage- 
way between  the  Court  of  Chancery  and 
the  Court  of  King’s  Bench.  This  middle 
door,  high  up  in  the  gable,  and  close  un- 
der the  great  window,  was  not  cut  through 
until  the  trial  of  Lord  Stafford,  on  which 
occasion  it  was  made  the  door  of  entrance 
for  the  Lords  and  Commons.  There  were 
other  doors  of  communication,  however, 
and  the  Hall  now  became  one  of  the  ap- 
proaches to  the  Parliament  Chamber,  and 
far  more  frequently  than  we  shall  have 
time  to  mention  entered  into  the  sphere 
and  the  proceedings  of  the  House  of  Com- 
mons. But  this  connection  between  them 
must  now  be  borne  in  mind. 

We  might  be  tempted — if  we  had  not 
so  much  more  to  relate  which  stands  in 
greater  proportion  to  the  present  day — to 
linger  over  the  momentous  trial  of  the 


Earl  of  Somerset,  the  Protector  of  Edward 
the  Sixth,  44  the  fatal  ending  of  a struggle 
between  two  political  rivals  which  in 
this  day  would  have  ended  in  a change 
of  ministry.”  For  the  same  reason  we 
can  not  stop  and  look  into  the  Hall  during 
the  arraignment  of  the  Duke  of  Northum- 
berland and  other  nobles  concerned  in  the 
elevation  of  Lady  Jane  Grey  to  the  throne, 
bringing  up  all  that  pathetic  tragedy  aft- 
erward enacted  at  Whitehall  and  in  the 
Tower. 

We  must  pause,  however,  at  one  signifi- 
cant scene  in  the  reign  of  Mary,  and  at 
still  another  in  the  reign  of  Elizabeth, 
about  which  not  a little  romance  has 
gathered. 

The  scene  in  Mary’s  reign  is  no  less 
than  the  gorgeous  and  imposing  ceremo- 
nial in  which  the  kingdom  was  switched 
back  again  into  the  dominion  of  the  Pope 
of  Rome— a curious  correspondence,  in- 
deed, with  her  father’s  late  doings  in  the 
venerable  old  Hall.  It  took  place  on  No- 
vember 30, 1554.  The  would-be  King  of 
England  on  this  occasion  was  no  less  a 
personage  than  that  devoted  son  of  the 
Church,  Philip  the  Second  of  Spain.  Think 
of  him  on  the  rostrum  of  Westminster 
Hall,  with  the  possibility  of  the  Invincible 
Armada  in  his  black  eyes,  if  this  occasion 
should  be  of  none  effect!  It  was  the  feast 
of  St.  Andrew,  the  festival,  also,  of  Philip’s 
highest  order,  the  Golden  Fleece.  The 
high  mass  of  the  order  was  sung  in  the 
Abbey  in  the  presence  of  the  king  and 
his  six  hundred  courtiers,  “dressed  in 
their  court  costumes  of  white  velvet 
striped  with  red,  which  they  had  not  worn 
since  their  first  entrance  into  England.” 
The  Knights  of  the  Garter  sat  with  them, 
decorated  with  their  badges  and  collars. 
Now  came  the  final  and  yet  grander  cere- 
mony. Transfer  the  whole  splendid  ar- 
ray from  the  nave  of  the  Abbey  into  the 
body  of  the  Hall.  The  triumphant  but 
most  amiable  cardinal  had  not  attended 
the  mass,  but  had  reserved  himself  at 
Lambeth,  across  the  river,  in  order  to 
make  his  presence,  at  this  instant,  of  great- 
er effect.  Now  he  came  over  in  great 
state,  and  “there,” says  Stanley,  4 4 in  the 
fast  waning  light  of  that  November  even- 
ing, took  place  the  solemn  reconciliation 
of  the  English  Church  and  nation  with 
the  See  of  Rome,  so  enthusiastically  re- 
ceived at  the  time,  so  totally  reversed 
within  the  next  few  years,  so  vainly  re-at- 
tempted since.” 
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Passing  over  the  whole  length  of  Eliza- 
beth's reign,  and  its  divers  trials  for  high 
treason,  we  pause  for  a single  moment  at 
the  memorable  arraignment  of  the  Earl 
of  Essex,  which  occurred  so  near  its  close, 
and  with  which  that  close  is  so  strangely 
interwoven.  The  trial  is  memorable  not 
only  ill  itself  and  its  romantic  interest, 
but  especially,  as  we  think,  because  the 
portrait  of  Elizabeth  is  so  vividly  painted 
upon  it,  and  the  character  also  of  the 


Earl  of  Essex,  the  so-called  traitor,  or 
Francis  Bacon,  his  most  strenuous  accus- 
er ? Essex  had  been  his  friend,  his  bene- 
factor; be  had  fought  with  his  enemies  to 
procure  him  honorable  and  lucrative  ap- 
pointments; he  had  even  given  him  an 
estate,  and  loaded  him  with  obligations — 
and  there  at  the  bar  was  Bacon  outdoing 
even  the  bitter  Coke  in  the  unscrupulous 
urgency  and  brilliancy  of  his  arguments 
against  him.  They  were  addressed  to  the 
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‘•greatest,  wisest,  meanest  of  mankind’’ 
begins  to  appear  in  it.  The  handsome, 
chivalrous,  but  scatter-brained  Essex,  the 
favorite  of  the  queen,  and  the  delight  of 
the  people,  but  a failure  with  both,  has 
yet  the  historic  strength  to  bring  with  him 
lo  the  front  both  Elizabeth  Tudor  and 
Francis  Bacon. 

And  who  now  is  most  on  trial  in  the 
Hall  before  the  tribunal  of  posterity,  the 


weak  side  of  the  queen's,  character.  lo  her 
pride,  to  -her  jealousy,  to  everything  in 
her  which  might  disincline  her  to  grant 
a pardon. 

Bacon  had  then  already  written  the 
Essays  which  prophesied  his  fame:  he 
now  exhibited  the  character  which  as  sure- 
ly predicted  his  fall.  That  sorry  scene  is 
now  awaiting  us  in  the  near  future  of 
W est  nt  ilikter  Hal  1 . 

! : ; * Original  frem 
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A PERSONAL  REMINISCENCE. 


A L B E UT  GATE,  K nigh tsbrid ge 
London,  is  one  of  a 


going  aijy  afternoon  during-  the  seaJ&oit 
Along  the  piece  of  wall  beneath  the  front 
railing  there  used  to  run,  painted  in  huge 
white  letters,  the  curious  inscription: 

NABOTH’S  VINEYARD, 

the  name  given  to  the  house  (when  its 
very  existence  was  threatened  by  a bill 
surreptitiously  smuggled  into  Parliament) 
by  its  owner,  Charles  Reade. 

Here  for  many  years  Charles  Reade 


row  of  old- 
fashioned  houses  facing  southward  across 
a cab-rank  to  the  opening  of  Sloane  Street, 
and  northward  to  the  ride  in  Hyde  Park, 
It  is  rather  a gloomydookmg  dwelling, 
with  a narrow  slip  of  garden  in  front,  and 
a longer  and  broader  slip  in  the  rear;  but 
within  it  hits  cozy  possibilities,  and  from 
the  garden  in  the  rear  one  can  watch  the 
long  procession  of  fashion  coming  ami 
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lived,  studied,  wrote,  and  entertained  the 
few  friends  he  loved.  Dreary  and  mean 
as  the  place  looked  from  without,  it  was 
pleasant  enough  inside,  the  pleasantest 
room  of  all  being  the  big  study,  or  liter- 
ary workshop,  in  the  rear,  carpeted,  and 
full  of  great  mirrors  reaching  from  floor 
to  ceiling,  in  front  of  which  were  India- 
rubber  trees  in  pots ; adorned  with  two 
or  three  paintings  (the  most  noticeable, 
at  a cursory  glance,  one  of  a pierrot  res- 
cuing an  infant  from  a fire),  scarlet  cur- 
tains, and  pieces  of  marquetry;  and  open- 
ing through  glass  doors  on  the  quiet  back 
garden.  At  a large  writing-table  close  to 
the  fire-place  and  facing  the  window  sat 
the  famous  novelist,  with  great  books  of 
memoranda  at  his  feet,  and  by  his  side 
plated  buckets  brimming  with  correspond- 
ence. It  was  here,  too,  that  lie  generally 
dined,  or  held  high  wassail  on  festive  oc- 
casions; and  light  and  cheery  it  was  in- 
deed when  the  curtains  were  drawn,  and 
the  innumerable  wax  candles,  used  in  lieu 
of  lamps  or  gas,  were  burning  on  every 
point  of  vantage.  From  this  sanctum 
sanctorum  went  forth  the  copious  cor- 
respondence, the  fuiminations  against  in- 
justice, the  epistolary  diatribes,  which 
made  the  name  of  Charles  Reade  a house- 
hold word.  The  stranger,  entering  it  in 
fear  and  trembling,  and  expecting  per- 
haps to  find  a truculent  and  savage  figure, 
was  soon  relieved  on  perceiving  a loosely 
clad  and  mild-mannered  elderly  gentle- 
man, with  soft  brown  ox-like  eyes,  gray 
hair,  and  a placid  smile,  ever  eager  to  help 
him  if  he  had  a grievance,  and  ready  to 
advise  him,  in  any  case,  with  old-fashion- 
ed kindness  and  courtly  grace.  But  if 
the  new-comer  were  a friend,  one  of  the 
initiated,  the  brown  eyes  would  become 
beaming,  the  smile  merry,  and  the  gentle 
host  would  show  himself  as  what  he  was 
in  reality — a man  with  the  great  heart 
and  simple  tastes  of  a school-boy,  ripe  for 
any  sport  that  was  innocent  and  merry, 
and  content  “to  fleet  the  time  carelessly, 
as  they  did  in  the  golden  world.”  He 
would  refresh  himself,  too,  like  a school- 
boy, with  cakes  of  all  kinds,  cocoa-nuts, 
and  sweet  confections  manufactured  by 
Duclos.  “Charles,”  his  loving  house- 
keeper would  cry,  “leave  those  sweets 
alone — you'll  make  yourself  ill.”  “ Quite 
right,  Seymour,”  he  would  reply,  munch- 
ing a bonbon  with  infinite  relish;  “take 
them  away.”  He  had  not  even  arrived 
at  the  point  of  culture,  or  indigestion, 
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| which  desiderates  dry  champagne,  but 
was  quite  a young  lady  in  his  apprecia- 
tion of  saccharine  vintages.  He  abomi- 
nated tobacco.  His  idea  of  an  orgy  was 
a feast  of  sugar-plums.  His  ideal  of  femi- 
nine perfection  was  a fresh  young  English 
girl.  One  of  his  favorites,  known  to  him 
and  others  as  “The  Queen  of  Connaught,” 
complained  to  him  on  a certain  occasion 
that  the  sun  was  spoiling  her  complexion. 

“Not  at  all,  my  dear,”  he  answered;  “you 
look  like  a nice  ripe  pear .” 

As  I think  of  him  now,  when  the  grave 
has  just  closed  over  him,  and  when  he  has 
done  forever  with  all  the  misconceptions 
of  the  world,  what  lingers  with  me  most 
is  the  picture  of  him  in  these  simple  and 
child-like  moods.  His  sweetness  of  dis- 
position, his  kindly  frankness,  his  love  of 
all  that  is  sunny  and  innocent  in  human 
nature,  his  utter  absence  of  literary  arro- 
gance, were  qualities  peculiar  to  him,  and 
unique  in  a generation  of  shams  and  pre- 
tenses. He  had  little  or  no  interest  in 
mere  literature  or  merely  literary  people, 
but  his  fascination  for  all  forms  of  genu- 
ine life,  from  the  highest  to  the  lowest, 
was  deep  and  abiding.  What  he  sought 
invariably  to  get  out  of  a man  wras,  not 
what  he  fancied  or  what  he  dreamed,  but 
what  he  knew . Supremely  veracious  and 
sincere  himself,  he  hated  falsehood  and 
insincerity  in  others,  and  that  soft  brown 
eye  of  his  was  lynx-like  in  detecting  a 
prig  or  a bore.  It  was  easy  enough  to 
tell  when  he  was  bored : he  bottled  him- 
self up,  so  to  speak,  and  presented  a coun- 
tenance of  serene  yet  dogged  vacuity ; and 
I have  known  him  to  sit  thus,  to  all  in- 
tents and  purposes  dumb  as  a mole  and 
deaf  as  a post,  for  a whole  evening  togeth- 
er. I am  afraid  I must  add  that  this  de- 
meanor invariably  thawed  before  a pretty 
face.  Under  that  charm  all  his  ice  melt- 
ed, and  he  showed  himself  as  he  was — de- 
lightful, a gray-haired  boy. 

The  occasion  of  our  first  meeting  was 
peculiarly  interesting  to  me.  A near  re- 
lation of  mine,  Miss  Harriet  Jay,  then  a 
very  young  girl  in  her  teens,  had  pub- 
lished an  anonymous  novel,  The  Queen  of 
Connaught , which  had  been  attributed  in 
many  quarters  to  no  less  a person  than 
Charles  Reade  himself.  Far  from  resent- 
ing the  blunder,  and  quick  to  perceive 
the  fruit  of  genuine  and  unique  experi- 
ence, Charles  Reade  had  evinced  the  great- 
est curiosity  concerning  the  real  author; 
and  so  it  came  about  that  an  introduction 
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took  place  at  the  rooms  of  a genial  actor 
and  manager,  and  a life-long  friend  of 
Reade's,  Mr.  John  Coleman.  It  was  a 
merry  meeting,  the  first  of  many,  and  from 
that  time  forth  the  young  authoress  and 
the  famous  author  were  close  friends.  A 
little  later,  when  we  proposed  to  drama- 
tize The  Queen  of  Connaught  for  the 
Olympic  Theatre,  Charles  Reade  informed 
us  that  he  had  once  conceived  the  idea  of 
doing  it  himself,  and  showed  us,  pasted  in 
one  of  his  enormous  Indexes,  a long  re- 
view which  he  had  cut  from  the  Specta- 
tor, and  indorsed  in  his  own  handwriting 
with  these  words,  “Good  for  a play.” 
When  our  manuscript  was  ready,  and  ac- 
cepted at  the  theatre,  we  took  it  down  to 
“Naboth’s  Vineyard”  and  read  it  to  Na- 
both; and  I well  remember  how,  at  a cer- 
tain situation  in  the  fourth  act,  he  leaped 
to  his  feet,  clapped  his  hands,  and  insist- 
ed on  “ toasting”  that  situation  in  a bum- 
per of  champagne.  Nor  was  this  all.  When 
the  rehearsals  began  he  came  down  to  the 
theatre  more  than  once,  and  gave  us  the 
benefit  of  his  advice  and  great  experience, 
even  to  the  extent  of  personally  rehears- 
ing a “terrific  struggle”  between  the  hero 
and  the  villain  of  the  piece.  The  piece 
ran  over  a couple  of  months,  and  was  suc- 
ceeded by  a drama  of  his  own,  The  Scut- 
tled Ship. 

Something  may  be  said  here,  not  inap- 
propriately, of  his  connection  with  the 
stage.  Diamatic  writing  was  his  hobby; 
he  loved  it  with  all  his  heart  and  soul; 
and  he  loved  it  none  the  less  because  \\e 
was  again  and  again  defeated  in  his  ef- 
forts to  attain  success.  It  was  George 
Eliot’s  ambition  to  be  recognized  as  a 
poet;  it  was  Charles  Reade's  to  triumph 
as  a dramatist.  In  neither  case  was  the 
wish  completely  granted.  When  the  dra- 
ma of  Never  too  Late  to  Mend  was  first 
produced,  it  was  a comparative  failure, 
and  it  was  only  in  after-years  that  it  be- 
came successful,  and  repaid  its  author 
for  the  labor  and  anxiety  bestowed  upon 
it.  When  Reade  essayed  theatrical  man- 
agement for  the  purpose  of  bringing  out 
his  own  pieces,  he  invariably  lost  large 
sums  of  money.  His  one  great  financial 
success  came  late  in  life,  in  Drink}  a free 
adaptation  of  L'Assommoir;  and  so  little 
was  this  success  anticipated  that  a couple 
of  days  before  the  production,  when  I call- 
ed upon  him,  lie  prophesied  the  dreariest 
of  failures.  “Yes,  Charles,”  echoed  Mrs. 
Seymour,  who  was  sitting  by,  “ I wish  to 


Heaven  you  had  never  touched  the  thing” 
When  the  night  of  production  came,  his 
faithful  friend  and  housekeeper  was  too 
unwell  to  be  present.  Before  the  curtain 
rose  I met  him  in  the  theatre  lobby.  He 
was  walking  wearily,  looking  very  worn 
and  old,  and  when  I wished  his  new  ven- 
ture “godspeed”  he  shook  his  head  sad- 
ly. “Seymour  is  too  ill  to  come.  It  is 
the  only  ‘ first  night’  of  mine  at  which  she 
has  not  been  present;  so  I don't  look  for 
good  luck,  and  indeed  I don’t  much  care.” 
Contrary  to  all  expectations,  Drink  made 
an  instantaneous  popular  success;  but, 
alas!  it  brought  little  or  no  joy  to  its 
adapter,  for  the  illness  of  his  faithful  ad- 
viser and  companion  was  only  the  begin- 
ning of  the  end. 

The  reader  of  Harjyer's  Magazine , 
though  familiar  with  the  name  and  works 
of  Reade,  may  require  to  be  reminded  that 
he  lived  and  died  a bachelor,  and  that  the 
Mrs.  Seymour  of  'whom  I have  more  than 
once  spoken  was  his  housekeeper  for  many 
ycai-s.  When  he  began  to  write  plays 
she  was  a popular  actress,  and  thus  they 
were  brought  together;  and  presently  lie 
went  to  reside  with  her,  her  husband  (who 
was  then  living),  and  two  other  friends 
and  lodgers.  Gradually  the  little  circle 
thinned ; its  members  died  off  one  by  one, 
till  Mi's.  Seymour,  a widow,  was  left  to 
keep  house  for  only  one  survivor,  Charles 
Reade.  Their  relationship,  from  first  to 
last,  was  one  of  pure  and  sacred  friend- 
ship, and  the  world  would  be  better,  in 
my  opinion,  if  such  friendships  were  more 
common.  Bright,  intelligent,  noble- 
minded,  and  generous  to  a fault,  Laura 
Seymour  deserved  every  word  of  the  pas- 
sionate eulogy  which  Charles  Reade  com- 
posed upon  her  death,  and  had  engraved 
upon  her  tombstone.  She  wa3  a little 
woman,  bright-eyed,  vivacious,  and  alto- 
gether charming.  In  all  literary  matters 
she  was  his  first  adviser  and  final  court  of 
appeal ; but,  like  himself,  she  was  very  im- 
pulsive, and  occasionally  wrong-headed. 
She  had  the  best  and  finest  of  all  virtues 
— charity.  Wherever  there  was  poverty 
and  suffering,  her  purse  was  as  open  as  her 
heart.  She  loved  dumb  animals,  dogs  es- 
pecially. In  the  pleasant  days  that  are 
gone  I used  to  drive  down  to  Albert  Gate 
a certain  Pickwickian  pony  of  mine,  chris- 
tened Jack.  On  his  first  appearance  at 
the  gate,  nothing  would  content  the  good 
Seymour  but  that  I should  take  him  out 
of  the  trap,  release  him  of  his  harness,  and 
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escort  him  through  the  house  to  the  back 
garden.  “ Poor  fellow  1”  she  cried;  “do 
bring  him  in,  and  let  him  graze  on  the 
lawn.”  This  would  hardly  have  done,  as 
Jack  was  a soft  sybarite  already,  and  too 
plump,  moreover,  to  get  through  the  lob- 
by without  accidents.  Mrs.  Seymour  re- 
lieved her  kind  heart  by  sending  him  out 
some  cakes  and  bread,  to  which  he  was 
very  partial;  and  ever  after  that  day, 
when  Jack  pulled  up  at  the  Vineyard,  be 
sure  he  had  his  treat  of  something  nice, 
given  by  that  kindly  and  gentle  hand. 

In  his  personal  habits  Reade  was  ex- 
ceedingly eccentric.  For  example,  he 
had  a mania  for  buying  all  sorts  of  flot- 
sam and  jetsam,  with  the  idea  that  they 
might  “come  in  useful.”  On  one  occa- 
sion he  purchased  a stuffed  horse’s  head, 
thinking  he  might  utilize  it  in  one  of  his 
plays,  and  placed  it  in  his  lumber-room, 
where  it  soon  became  moth-eaten.  On 
another,  he  invested  in  a large  number  of 
knives  and  forks,  which  he  secreted  away, 
thinking  to  produce  them  afterward  tri- 
umphantly. “Seymour,”  he  explained 
to  a confidant,  “ thinks  of  giving  a party ; 
so  I’ve  purchased  this  cutlery  in  case  she 
may  run  short  ” He  was  troubled  with 
corns,  and  wore  enormous  boots.  We 
found  him  one  morning  with  a whole 
waste-paper  basket  full  of  new  boots, 
which  he  had  ordered  wholesale,  after  a 
pattern  that  took  his  fancy.  His  ging- 
ham umbrella  would  have  delighted  Mrs. 
Gamp.  Altogether,  his  whims  and  oddi- 
ties were  a constant  care  to  Mrs.  Seymour, 
who  rallied  him  mercilessly  about  them. 
In  his  play  of  Jealousy , produced  at  the 
Olympic  Theatre,  there  was  a scene  where 
one  of  the  actresses,  supposed  to  be  a dan- 
sense , had  to  hide  behind  a very  high 
screen.  “Do  you  think,  my  dear,”  he 
said  to  the  actress  rehearsing  the  part, 
“you  could  show  the  agility  of  the  dan - 
seuse  by  lifting  your  foot  and  letting  foot 
and  ankle  pass  in  sight  of  the  audience, 
close  to  the  top  of  the  screen  ?”  but  this 
bit  of  gymnastics  was  declined  as  simply 
impossible.  “ Then,  my  dear,  we’ll  have 
a false  leg  made,  and  at  the  proper  mo- 
ment you  will  work  it,  gracefully  and 
rapidly,  as  I shall  direct.”  It  is  scarcely 
necessary  to  add  that  this  realistic  notion 
was  not  carried  out. 

I am  disposed  to  think  that  Mrs.  Sey- 
mour’s influence  had  much  to  do  in  sweet- 
ening and  softening  the  character  of 
Charles  Reade;  that  it  was  altogether  a 


benign  and  beautiful  influence,  to  which 
the  world,  however  indirectly,  owes  much. 
A photograph  of  Reade,  taken  when  he 
was  about  five-and-thirty,  shows  a stern- 
ness of  outline  and  truculence  of  expres- 
sion which  afterward  completely  changed ; 
it  represents,  indeed,  a face  of  extraordi- 
nary power,  but  no  gentleness.  Another 
photograph  in  my  possession,  taken  at 
Margate  in  1878,  pictures  the  same  face, 
softened  by  the  touch  of  time;  the  face  of 
a “benevolent  imbecile,” he  himself  play- 
fully calls  it  in  a brief  note  upon  the 
back.  I have  no  doubt  whatever  that  his 
benevolence  was  greatly  fostered  by  his 
warm-hearted  companion ; but  be  that  as 
it  may,  he  was,  when  I knew  him,  the 
gentlest  of  men — like  our  friend  Boanerges, 
all  fire  and  thunder  in  the  pulpit,  all  kind- 
liness and  sweetness  at  his  own  fireside. 
The  fact  is,  his  style  was  a thorougli-bred, 
and  often  ran  away  with  him,  or,  wheil  he 
sought  to  drive  it  mildly,  kicked  the  sub- 
ject to  pieces.  He  was  the  Boythorn  of 
literature,  only  the  big  speeches  and  ter- 
rible invectives  were  not  spoken,  but  set 
down  on  paper.  Yet  he  looked  on  human 
nature  with  the  eye  of  a lover.  He  too 
had  a passion  for  dumb  animals.  Not 
long  before  his  death  he  filled  the  garden 
with  tame  hares.  A noble  deed  stirred 
him  like  a trumpet ; great  as  his  hate  for 
wrong-doing,  was  his  compassion  for  suf- 
fering. Over  and  above  all  was  his  nat- 
ural piety,  which  bound  his  days  each  to 
each  as  with  a chain  of  gold. 

In  these  days  of  problem-guessing,  when 
the  simple  religion  of  our  fathers  is  put 
aside  and  labelled  “anthropomorphic,” 
when  the  mathematician  is  rampant,  and 
the  gigman  ostentatiously  spells  God  with 
a little  “ g,”  it  was  refreshing  to  meet  with 
a man  who  found  the  old-fashioned  creed 
all-sufficing.  Perhaps  Charles  Reade’s  in- 
tellect was  not  speculative,  perhaps  it  had 
exhausted  all  its  speculation  in  the  ‘ i Sturm 
und  Drang ” period  of  early  youth ; 
but  whether  or  not,  his  latter  mood  was 
one  of  untroubled  faith  in  an  All-Wise 
and  All-Merciful  Father.  He  believed  in 
science,  as  all  sane  men  do,  but  he  clung 
to  religion,  as  all  wise  men  must.  He  was 
not,  until  the  very  last,  a church-goer,  and 
he  had  no  regard  for  dogmas,  however 
domineering;  but  he  was  deeply  and  un- 
obtrusively pious  in  his  heart  of  hearts. 
Remembering  what  he  was  throughout  all 
his  days,  I think  that  last  epitaph  of  his, 
composed  for  his  grave-stone  when  he  al- 
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ready  felt  the  finger  of  Death  upon  him, 
one  of  the  most  touching  things  that  have 
ever  been  written  by  a strong  man.  It 
was  as  follows: 

Here  Lie, 

by  the  Side  op  ms  Beloved  Friend, 
the  Mortal  Remains  of 
CHARLES  READE, 

Dramatist,  Novelist,  and  Journalist. 

HIS  LA8T  WORDS  TO  MANKIND 
ARE  ON  THIS  STONE. 

I hope  for  a resurrection,  not  from  any  pow- 
er in  nature,  hut  from  tlio  will  of  the  Lord  God 
Omnipotent,  who  made  nature  and  me.  He 
created  man  out  of  nothing,  which  nature  could 
not.  He  can  restore  man  from  the  dust,  which 
nature  can  not. 

And  I hope  for  holiness  and  happiness  In  a 
future  life,  not  for  anything  I have  said  or  done 
in  this  body,  hut  from  the  merits  and  mediation 
of  Jesus  Christ. 

He  has  promised  his  intercession  to  all  who 
seek  it,  and  he  will  not  break  his  word : that 
intercession,  once  grauted,  can  not  be  rejected: 
for  he  is  God,  and  his  merits  iufinite:  a man’s 
sins  are  hut  human  and  finite. 

“Him  that  cometli  to  me,  I will  in  no  wise 
cast  out.”  “If  any  man  sin,  we  have  an  advo- 
cate with  the  Father,  Jesus  Christ  the  Right- 
eous; aud  he  is  the  propitiation  for  our  sins.” 

It  is  doubtful  if  any  other  living  man  could 
have  composed  the  above,  clear  and  com- 
monplace as  it  may  sound  ; it  has  all  the 
wisdom  of  supreme  simplicity,  all  the  sci- 
ence of  perfect  expression. 

Charles  Reade’s  literary  life  embraces 
a period  of  little  more  than  thirty  years. 
When  we  first  met,  in  1876,  I was  years 
younger  than  he  had  been  when  he  pub- 
lished his  first  book.  “ I envy  you,  Buch- 
anan,” he  once  said  to  me ; “you  might  lie 
by  and  rest  silent  for  ten  long  years,  and 
still  have  a glorious  time  of  work  before 
you.”  His  conviction  was  that  a literary 
man,  especially  a novelist,  was  scarcely 
ripe  enough  for  important  utterance  be- 
fore he  reached  the  forties.  I cited  the 
cases  of  certain  famous  poets.  “Oh,  that 
is  different,”  he  replied,  with  his  sly  smile ; 
“poetry  requires  neither  knowledge  nor 
experience,  you  know— it  is  nonsense  pure 
and  simple.”  Yet  the  great  poets,  he  con- 
tinued, were  qualified  by  gray  hairs:  Ho- 
mer, Dante,  Shakespeare,  Milton,  had  a 
long  foreground  of  life  for  their  master- 
pieces. Speaking  generally,  he  shared 
Carlyle’s  prejudice  about  verso  - poetry . 
Of  all  the  modern  singers,  Scott  was  his 
favorite,  “because  he  could  tell  a great 
story.”  Of  course  my  friend’s  poetical 


tastes  were  old-fashioned,  and  his  canons 
in  criticism  not  far  in  advance  of  thoee  of 
Dr.  Johnson,  whom,  by-the-way,  he  partic- 
ularly admired.  There  is  something  to  be 
said,  however,  even  for  his  point  of  view. 
Modern  verse-writers  have  alienated  the 
public,  because  they  have  imitated  the 
Eastern  Spinning  Dervish,  lost  in  rapt 
contemplation  of  his  own  navel,  or  inner 
consciousness,  forgetting  life  with  all  its 
endless  humors,  its  pathos,  and  its  infinite 
variety  of  theme. 

He  was  a great  reader  of  novels,  blue- 
books,  and  the  newspapers.  Of  criticism 
he  had  the  same  opinion  as  George  Henry 
Lewes,  who  once  wrote:  “The  good  ef- 
fected by  criticism  is  infinitesimal,  the 
evil  incalculable.”  It  was  quite  natural, 
therefore,  that  such  a man  should  be  the 
target  for  all  sorts  of  attacks.  The  gener- 
al idea  of  him  is  that  he  was  morbidly  sen- 
sitive in  such  matters.  He  was  nothing 
of  the  kind ; but  he  was  pugnacious,  and 
when  roused,  dearly  loved  to  flourish  the 
shillalah.  Of  course  he  did  not  always 
see  the  joke  when  his  good  name  wTas 
filched  away,  his  character  maligned,  and 
his  patient  work  undervalued,  as  very  oft- 
en happened.  Yet,  like  all  strong  fighting 
men,  he  was  magnanimous.  I know  of 
one  instance  where  the  widow  of  a liter- 
ary opponent— a man  who  had  assaulted 
him  very  cruelly — reaped  the  full  measure 
of  his  forgiveness,  and  his  charity.  He 
was,  as  we  all  know,  litigious,  less  because 
of  any  infirmity  of  temper  than  because 
he  was  a brilliant  lawyer  and  advocate, 
invariably  successful  in  conducting  his 
own  cases.  He  was  proud,  and  justly 
proud,  of  Ills  power  as  a publicist  and 
journalist,  for  on  more  than  one  occasion 
his  pen  had  opened  the  prison  door,  and 
his  voice  appalled  the  soul  of  an  unjust 
judge.  The  good  he  did  in  this  way  lives 
after  him;  the  world  is  freer,  justice  is 
more  alert,  innocence  feels  safer,  through 
the  sunlight  reflected  back  on  our  jurispru- 
dence from  the  mirror  of  Charles  Reade. 

The  death  of  Mrs.  Seymour,  which  took 
place  not  long  after  the  production  of 
Drink  at  the  Princess’s  Theatre,  was  a 
blow  from  which  he  never  entirely  rallied. 

I was  in  Ireland  at  the  time,  and  when  I 
came  to  London  the  funeral  was  over,  and 
Reade  was  alone  in  the  desolate  house. 
Never  shall  I forget  his  look  as  he  sat,  a 
broken  man,  at  the  writing-table,  sur- 
rounded by  likenesses,  paintings  and  col- 
ored photographs,  of  his  beloved  friend. 
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In  all  of  them,  however  unfaithful  to  the 
original,  he  found  something  that  suggest- 
ed her  loving  face.  He  could  talk  of  no- 
thing, think  of  nothing,  but  her  whom  he 
had  lost  His  grief  was  pitiful  to  witness. 
In  his  desolation  his  godson,  Mr.  Liston, 
himself  a man  of  scholarship  and  fine  at- 
tainments, came  to  live  with  and  comfort 
him,  doing  a thousand  gracious  things, 
working  with  him,  reading  with  him,  to 
help  him  in  his  great  trouble.  But  it 
soon  became  clear  that  to  reside  permanent- 
ly in  the  old  house  was  to  keep  the  wound 
green  and  open,  and  as  speedily  as  possi- 
ble he  removed  to  Shepherd  s Bush,  tak- 
ing a small  house  next  doer  to  the  one  oc- 
cupied by  his  brother.  He  still  continued, 
however,  to  visit  19  Albert  Gate  for  a few 
hours  every  day,  though  his  most  frequent 
pilgrimage  was  to  the  quiet  churchyard  at 
Willesden,  where  Laura  Seymour  was  ly- 
ing. He  eased  his  overladen  heart  in  con- 
stant charities  done  in  her  name ; found  out 
her  pensioners,  of  whom  there  were  many, 
and  helped  them  for  her  sake.  When- 
ever he  gave  a gift  of  money  it  was  given 
44  from  Laura Seymourand  Charles Reade.  ” 
She  was  with  him  in  the  spirit  still,  help- 
ing him  as  of  old,  and  sanctifying  his  life. 
As  time  wore  on  he  recovered  a little  of 
his  old  power  of  work,  but  his  power  of 
human  enjoyment  was  gone  forever.  4 4 1 
have  done  with  this  world,”  he  said.  He 
lived  to  write  another  novel  and  to  pro- 
duce another  play  (written  in  collabora- 
tion with  Mr.  Henry  Pettitt),  but  in  both 
cases  it  was  clear  that  the  busy  hand  had 
lost  its  cunning.  In  the  winter  of  1883 
he  went  to  Cannes,  where  he  finished  his 
last  novel,  A Perilous  Secret  With  the 
hand  of  Death  upon  him,  he  struggled 
homeward,  fluttered  as  far  as  Calais, 
where  he  rested,  moribund,  arrived  finally 
at  Shepherd's  Bush,  wrecked  in  mind  and 
body,  and  there,  within  a few  days,  pain- 
lessly passed  away,  in  the  seventieth  year 
of  his  age. 

It  was  a dark,  showery  day  in  April  last 
when  they  carried  him  to  his  last  resting- 
place,  beside  his  life-long  companion,  in 
Willesden  church-yard.  Only  a few 
mourners  were  gathered  round  the  grave, 
but  those  few  loved  him,  and  were  deeply 
moved.  His  only  surviving  brother,  his 
godson  Mr.  Liston,  his  old  friend  John 
Coleman,  with  whom  he  had  had  many  a 
dramatic  experience,  and  Davenport  Cole- 
man, attached  and  faithful  in  death  as  in 
life,  were  among  the  number;  there,  too, 


was  George  Augustus  Sala,  who  never 
wrote  ungenerously  of  any  man,  and 
whose  name  is  a synonym  for  good-fellow- 
ship and  kindliness  of  heart.  As  we  stood 
and  listened  to  the  beautiful  burial  service 
(old-fashioned,  in  the  fashion  of  the  love- 
liness that  is  stronger  than  death),  and  saw 
the  flower-covered  coffin  lowered  into  the 
grave,  the  sun  shone  out  in  answer  to  the 
words  of  immortal  promise,  and  the  light 
sparkled  on  the  trees,  and  the  world  bright- 
ened as  for  resurrection.  44  O grave, 
where  is  thy  victory ! O death,  where  is 
thy  sting !”  It  was  the  last  scene  of  a no- 
ble play,  the  end  of  a beautiful  and  hon- 
orable life.  When  we  turned  away  and 
left  him,  wo  seemed  to  hear  a voice  cry- 
ing, “Well  done,  thou  good  and  faithful 
servant,”  for  truly  he  had  earned  his  rest. 

In  one  of  the  most  charming  of  his 
Roundabout  Papers,  which  opens  with  a 
description  of  a London  suburb  very  early 
in  the  morning,  Thackeray  took  occasion 
to  remark  that  his  readers  would  no 
doubt  wonder  that  he  was  awake  at  so 
early  an  hour.  “The  fact  is,”  he  ex- 
plained, 44 1 have  never  been  able  to  sleep 
since  the  Saturday  Review  said  I was 
no  gentleman.”  This  delicious  piece  of 
humor  was  vividly  recalled  to  my  mind 
by  some  of  the  obituary  comments  on  the 
novelist  just  departed.  He,  good  man, 
slept  soundly  enough,  never  again  to  be 
baited  by  the  Bottoms  of  contemporary 
criticism,  and  it  would  have  disturbed  his 
equanimity  little  to  have  read,  even  dur- 
ing his  lifetime,  that  he  was  neither  a 
4 4 gentleman”  nor  a “genius.”  To  us  who 
knew  him,  who  perceived  both  his  gentle- 
ness and  his  genius,  who  mourned  in  him 
the  last  of  a race  of  literary  giants,  and  who 
believe  that  his  name  is  written  on  the 
rock,  and  must  endure,  it  was  nevertheless 
somewhat  painful  to  perceive  that  the  stu- 
pidity which  pursued  him  during  his  life- 
time had  little  or  no  respect  for  his  mem- 
ory even  while  it  was  yet  green ; 

44  For  o’er  him,  ere  he  scarce  be  cold, 

Begin  the  scandal  and  the  cry.” 

The  scandal  of  a slipshod  criticism,  the 
cry  of  all  the  purblind  talents,  which  was 
summed  up  wTith  painful  directness  in  some 
verses  contributed  by  Mr.  William  Archer 
to  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette — verses  as  re- 
markable, I am  bound  to  say,  for  their  old- 
fashioned  literary  power  as  for  their  ob- 
liquity of  literary  vision.  In  Mr.  Archer’s 
estimate,  or  epitaph,  Charles  Reade  was  a 
genius  manque — 
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“A  Quixote  full  of  fire  misplaced, 

A social  savior  run  to  waste. . . . 

Unskilled  to  reach  the  root  of  things, 

He  spent  his  strength  on  bickerings; 

In  controversies  small  and  great 
Would  dogmatize  ami  fulminate, 

Till  1 Hold,  enough  !*  the  people  cried, 
Converted — to  the  other  side!. . . . 

For,  gauge  his  merit  as  you  will, 

’Tis  4 manner  makes  the  classic’  still, 

And  lie  who  rests  in  silence  here 
Was  but  a copious  pamphleteer.” 

Fortunately  this  sweeping  censure 
trenches  on  matter  of  fact,  and  can  so  far 
be  met  by  an  appeal  to  popular  experience. 
Is  it  true,  then,  that  on  all  or  any  of  the 
great  topics  handled  by  Charles  Reade  the 
public  sided  against  him  ? or  is  it  true,  on 
the  other  hand,  that  he  really  did  convert 
the  public  to  his  own  side,  and  so  redress  in- 
numerable wrongs?  The  answer  may  be 
given  without  hesitation.  On  the  ques- 
tion of  prison  reform,  of  the  lunacy  laws, 
of  copyright  in  plays  and  books,  of  crim- 
inal procedure,  he  appealed  to  the  great 
English  people,  and  invariably  triumphed. 
But  the  works  in  which  he  made  his  im- 
mortal appeals  are  not  pamphlets;  they 
are  masterpieces  of  realistic  imagination. 
It  is  as  true  to  say  of  him  that  he  was  only 
a “copious  pamphleteer” as  it  was  to  say 
of  Thackeray  that  he  was  no  gentleman,  of 
Dickens  that  he  was  pnly  a cockney  hu- 
morist, of  Shelley  that  he  was  merely  a 
transcendentalism  of  Wordsworth  that  he 
had  no  “form,”  and  of  Shakespeare  that 
he  had  no  “style,” all  which  weighty  as- 
sertions have  been  made  within  man’s 
memory  by  the  criticism  that  is  contem- 
porary, or  by  the  perversity  which  is  “not 
for  an  age,  but  for  all  time.” 

To  tell  the  truth,  Charles  Reade  knew 
little  of  that  art  which  is  called  “humor- 


ing one’s  reputation,”  and  which  in  our 
England  has  enabled  little  men  to  sit  in 
the  great  places,  and  mediocre  men  to 
reap  the  honors  of  ephemeral  godhead. 
A little  talent,  a great  deal  of  reticence,  a 
spice  of  coterie  glory,  plus  a large  amount 
of  public  ignorance,  soon  constitute  a bo- 
gus reputation,  which  resembles  the  bogus 
residences  run  up  by  speculative  builders, 
where  everything  is  perfectly  finished  to 
the  eye,  in  admirable  taste  and  temper, 
but  where  nothing,  in  the  long-run,  will 
stand  wind  and  water.  The  “manners 
make  the  classic,”  says  Mr.  Archer,  and 
the  manners  decidedly  make  the  bogus 
reputation.  From  the  time  of  Ben  Jon- 
son  to  that  of  Pope,  from  the  time  of  Pope 
to  that  of  Samuel  Johnson,  from  the  time 
of  Johnson  to  that  of  Crabbe  and  Gifford, 
your  bogus  reputation  has  flourished  ex- 
ceedingly for  a little  season,  to  slip  down 
ultimately  upon  sandy  foundations. 

But  when  all  is  said  and  done,  the  style 
is  the  man,  and  by  it  the  man  lives  or 
dies.  Because  the  style  or  manners  of 
Charles  Reade,  projected  into  books,  pre- 
serves for  us  one  of  the  most  lovable  and 
love -compelling  personalities  of  this  or 
any  time,  we  who  knew  the  master  can 
smile  at  the  mistakes  of  the  literary  critic 
and  the  epitaph- writer,  and  safely  leave 
the  verdict  to  a near  or  remote  posterity. 
For  the  rest,  it  is  not  my  present  office  to 
criticise,  or  even  to  protest.  I have  mere- 
ly set  down,  to  the  best  of  my  ability,  a 
few  personal  sketches  of  the  man  in  his 
habit  as  he  lived.  I know  him  to  have 
been  good  and  great.  A man  of  genius, 
a true  servant  of  the  public,  a faithful 
friend,  and  a humble  Christian,  he  leaves 
a precious  memory,  and  works  which  the 
world  will  not  willingly  let  die. 


THE  WAYFARERS. 


Young  man  with  the  keen  blue  eyes, 

Clear  and  bold. 

Why,  as  thou  dost  fare. 

With  so  searching  air 
Scannest  thou  each  face  thou  dost  behold, 
Each  small  flower,  faint-colored  like  the  skies, 
Growing  by  the  way  ? Why  gazest  thou 
O’er  the  round  hill’s  brow  ? • 

“Ah,  in  every  bearded  face, 

Looking  deep, 

My  heart’s  friend  seek  I; 

In  each  maiden  shy 

My  heart’s  dearest,  dreamed  upon  in  sleep; 
And  in  each  fair  flower  a hope  I trace; 

And  the  hill  may  hide  the  flashing  sea 
That  doth  call  to  me!” 


Old  man  with  the  pale  blue  eyes, 

Mild  and  clear, 

Why,  as  thou  dost  fare, 

Witn  that  pondering  air. 

Into  passing  faces  dost  thou  peer? 

Why  dost  pause  where  dim  like  autumn  skies 
Starry  asters  grow  ? Why  gazest  thou 
O’er  the  round  hill’s  brow  ? 

4 'Ah,  from  each  gray-bearded  face 
Would  I know 
What  that  heart  hath  found; 

And  in  youths  that  bound 
See  a youth  that  vanished  long  ago; 

In  each  flower  a memory  can  I trace; 

O’er  the  hill  the  green,  still  place  may  be 
That  doth  wait  for  me." 
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“ C<  AY,  Josiah,  let's  get  up  a fam’ly  gath- 

O erin’,  same  as  other  folks  do.” 

“I’d  like  to  see  a Hopson  gatherin’ I 
Folks  would  say  ’twas  an  ant-hill  on  a 
tender,  Ozias.  We’re  all  too  little.  Twon’t 
do  to  make  our  short-comin’s  public,  as  you 
may  say.” 

“Well,  I’d  ruther  belittle  and  good  than 
be  an  Irish  giant.  I don't  never  hanker 
after  betweenness.  It  goes  quite  a ways 
to  be  somethin’  nobody  else  is.  Now  there's 
them  Schuvlers,  the  grandees  over  to  New- 
ton. They  do  say — and  I guess  it's  so — that 
they’re  always  a-talkin’  pompious  about 
the  ‘Schuyler  nub,’  a kind  of  a bunion 
like  that  grows  on  to  the  outside  of  their 
hands.  Why,  they  think  the  world  on't, 
because  the  Schuylers  all  hev  hed  it  as 
long  as  the  memory  of  man  endureth  not 
to  the  contrary . I'd  jest  as  lives  be  little 
as  have  a nub.” 

“Do  tell!  Well,  Ozy,  folks  is  folksy, 
ain’t  they  ? Come  to  think  on’t,  there’s  a 
tribe  over  to  Still  River  they  call  the  Sandy 
Steeles,  all  of  ’em  red-heads.  It's  pop’lar 
to  call  ’em  sandy,  but  you  could  warm  your 
hands  real  well,  the  coldest  day  in  winter, 
to  any  crop  amongst  ’em.  Carrots  a’n’t  no- 
where; it's  coals.” 

“Anyhow,  'Siah,  if  we  are  little,  we're 
spry,  and  that's  half  the  battle.  Moreover, 
there  haveu’t  none  of  us  been  hanged,  nor 
put  into  States-prison,  nor  yet  see  the  in- 
side of  no  jail.” 

“ Not  yet,”  said  Josiah. 

Ozias  turned  and  looked  at  him  with  a 
twinkle  in  his  deep-set  eye. 

“ Expectin’  on't,  be  ye  ?” 

Josiah  laughed. 

“ I don't  know  as  I be ; but  life’s  chock- 
full  of  oncxpectedness.  There!  there’s 
the  raeetin’  bell.  Come  over  to-night,  will 
ye,  after  sundown.  We'll  talk  this  here 
matter  over  deliberate  then.  The  idee 
kinder  takes  hold  of  me.” 

“Yes,  I'll  drop  in.  ’Mandy  ’ll  be  real 
willin’  to  get  rid  of  me  for  a spell.  Ye  see, 
Obed's  first  wife’s  boy’s  to  home,  and  it 
seems  as  though  he  was  a-thinkin’  about 
sparkin’  my  girl.  I don’t  know.  It’s  pe- 
cooliar,  anyway,  how  quick  girls  gets  to  be 
women-folks.  I never  see  the  teat  on’t. 
’Tis  snip,  snap,  so  to  speak.  Makes  me 
think  of  Priest  Hawes's  favoright  hymn, 
or  one  line  on’t,  that  he  used  to  come  down 
on  real  solium : 

44  * The  creiura — look,  how  old  they  grow  !’  ” 


“Hope  you  don’t  Toiler  that  kotation 
out  entire,”  said  Josiah,  “ next  line  bein’, 

44  * And  wait  their  fiery  doom.’  ” 

Ozias  looked  at  him  with  a face  of  the 
demurest  fun. 

“ Come  along,”  he  said.  “ ’Mandy 's  fel- 
ler ain’t  one  of  the  Still  River  Steeles.” 

Josiah  tried  to  solemnize  his  face,  but 
barely  succeeded,  as  they  eutered  the 
church  door. 

Hop  Meadow  was  a little  village  in  one 
of  our  New  England  States,  lying  in  a 
tiny  green  valley  shut  in  by  low  rolling 
hills,  patched  here  and  there  with  yellow 
grain  fields,  squares  of  waving  grass,  or 
crimson  clover  fragrant  as  the  breath  of 
Eden ; and  threaded  by  a big  noisy  brook 
that  pursued  its  joyful  way  to  the  great 
river  rolling  but  a mile  or  two  beyond  the 
valley,  yet  quite  out  of  sight  of  its  inhab- 
itants. In  this  fertile  and  sunny  spot, 
when  New  England  was  first  settled,  An- 
drew Hopson,  yeoman,  from  Kent,  Old 
England,  had  staked  out  his  share  of  land, 
and  built  his  hut;  he  had  married,  short- 
ly after,  his  second  cousin,  and  in  due  time 
a goodly  family  of  ten  children  gathered 
about  them.  Cousins,  too,  came  over  and 
settled  beside  Andrew,  and  more  distant 
relatives  were  gradually  persuaded  to  find 
homes  in  the  new  country;  so,  partly  for 
the  sake  of  the  numerous  Hopsons,  and 
partly  in  memory  of  the  goodly  Kentish 
hop  fields  which  they  hoped  one  day  to 
emulate,  the  village  was  called  Hop  Mea- 
dow. It  was  a peculiarity  of  the  Hopson 
family  that  almost  without  exception  its 
members  were  small  in  body.  Not  a man, 
for  years  after  their  emigration,  as  for  un- 
known years  before  it,  reached  a height 
of  over  five  feet  two ; most  of  them  ig- 
nored the  inches;  and  here  and  there  a 
real  dwarf  carried  the  family  specialty  to 
excess. 

But  if  nature  had  given  them  little  bod- 
ily presence,  they  all  had  keen  wits,  humor, 
good  temper,  and  good  principles— except 
exceptions. 

Jqsiah  and  Ozias  were  Hopsons  by 
name,  but  there  were  Browns  among  the 
cousinry,  and  here  and  there  a Hopson 
girl  had  married  “outside,”  and  brought 
her  tall  husband  home  to  Thanksgiving 
occasionally,  half  proud  and  half  ashamed 
of  him.  There  was  a tradition  in  the 
family  that  the  first  Hopson,  that  Andrew 
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who  put  up  his  log  hut  in  the  sunny  in- 
tervale beside  Bright  Brook,  had  left  Old 
England  quite  as  much  from  pique  as 
principle.  He  had  become  a Puritan,  no 
doubt  from  deep  conviction,  but  there  was 
only  the  parish  church  for  him  to  worship 
in,  and  the  old  rector  was  a stanch  ad- 
herent of  Church  and  King.  When  Par- 
son Vivyan  heard  of  the  emigrating  se- 
ceders  of  Leyden  he  felt  afraid  that  An- 
drew Hopson  might  cast  in  his  lot  with 
those  fanatics ; and  having  a kindly  feel- 
ing for  the  small  yeoman,  whom  he  had 
christened,  and  hoped  to  marry,  he  exhort- 
ed him  in  season  and  out  of  season  on  the 
folly  of  such  rebellion  against  King  and 
Church.  Andrew  resented  the  interfer- 
ence, for  he  had  neither  thought  nor  talk- 
ed of  leaving  his  goodly  farm;  and  he 
grew  tired,  too,  of  the  parson’s  one  theme 
of  conversation ; so  he  evaded  him  every- 
where, and  showed  all  the  quick  wit  of 
his  race  in  those  evasions ; like  a drop  of 
mercury  he  departed  from  under  Mr.  Viv- 
yan’s  touch  and  was  off;  so  that  worthy 
man  took  unworthy  advantage  of  his  po- 
sition and  preached  a long  sermon  on  the 
text,  “The  conies  are  a feeble  folk,  and 
dwell  in  the  clefts  of  the  rock,”  in  which 
discourse  he  took  occasion  to  set  out  with 
humiliating  detail  what  would  naturally 
be  the  fate  of  a poor  little  creature  like 
the  cony  if  it  forsook  its  home  and  friends 
in  the  rocks  that  sheltered  it,  and  went 
out  to  wandering  and  strife  with  wolves 
and  foxes. 

The  natural  history  was  correct,  but 
the  application  was  so  pointed,  when  Par- 
son Vivyan  drew  out  at  length  the  analo- 
gy, and  portrayed  the  fate  of  the  man  un- 
fitted by  nature  for  wars  and  hardships 
who  should  leave  his  neighbors  and  his 
native  land  for  the  sake  of  a misguided 
and  heretical  opinion,  that  not  even  the 
proverbial  good-nature  of  the  Hopsons 
could  abide  it. 

Andrew  took  fire  at  once.  He  made 
immediate  preparation  to  sell  his  farm — a 
hereditary  freehold— and  having  obtained 
Prudence’s  consent  to  follow  him  when 
he  should  have  a home  prepared  for  her, 
he  gathered  his  household  goods  together 
and  set  sail  for  the  New  World,  where, 
as  he  expressed  himself  to  Parson  Vivyan, 
“there  be  no  prelatical  priests  to  vex  the 
soul,  nor  yet  the  ungodly  kingdom  of  a 
carnal  king.” 

That  Sunday  evening  on  which  our 
story  opens,  a bright  June  moon-lit  night, 


Ozias,  avoiding  the  youth  who  came  slow- 
ly and  slyly  to  the  front  door,  which  stood 
hospitably  open,  with  evident  intent  of 
“sparking,”  betook  himself  to  Josiah’s 
house,  and  perfected  the  plan  for  a Hop- 
son  reunion. 

There  were  many  letters  to  write,  for 
the  tribe  had  branched  far,  if  sparsely. 
There  were  two  Browns  in  Ohio  and  three 
Hopsons  in  Illinois,  and  then  three  gener- 
ations ago  a certain  Mark  Hopson  had  set- 
tled on  a stony  piece  of  land  in  Vermont, 
to  dig  and  sell  iron,  and  called  the  village 
which  sprung  up  about  his  furnace  Hop- 
yard  ; but  so  unfit  was  the  name  when  that 
cleft  in  the  hills  became  strewed  with 
slag  heaps,  and  overshadowed  with  black 
smoke,  that  a scoffing  stranger  had  said  in 
the  tavern  one  night,  “Better  call  it  the 
Devil’s  Hopyard,  I should  say.”  This  ill 
name  had  fastened  itself  firmly  on  the  lit- 
tle cluster  of  houses,  and  though  the  Hop- 
sons  themselves  swarmed  therein,  and 
looked  like  a troop  of  gnomes  whenever 
there  was  a run  of  iron,  and  they  skipped 
about  the  moulding  beds  in  the  lurid  fire- 
light, yet  outsiders  were  shy  of  settling 
there,  and  told  quaint  stories  of  the  tiny 
tribe  who  occupied  the  land,  and  delved, 
smelted,  and  hauled  pig-iron  with  an  en- 
ergy that  seemed  to  make  up  for  strength. 

It  was  currently  reported  that  in  the 
early  days  of  the  Devil's  Hopyard  a tin- 
peddler  from  “below”  stumbled  on  this 
small  village,  and  trying  to  catch  some  of 
the  little  people  for  purposes  of  exhibition, 
chased  a dozen  of  them  into  the  bung-hole 
of  an  empty  barrel,  and  triumphantly  pro- 
ceeded to  stop  up  the  aperture  and  secure 
his  prize ; but  while  he  pounded  at  the 
bung  the  agile  creatures  made  their  es- 
cape through  the  spigot-hole,  and  derided 
him  with  shrill  laughter  and  mocking 
gestures  from  the  top  of  a barn,  whither 
they  had  climbed  on  a wild  grape-vine. 
Peddler  or  not,  there  was  plenty  of  Hop- 
sons  there  now ; and  then  there  was  Pa- 
mela Bunnell  in  remote  parts  of  Iowa, 
who  had  married  out  of  the  clan;  and 
Ozias  Brown,  who  had  settled  in  Pennsyl- 
vania ; and  Marinus  Hopson,  on  Cape  Cod ; 
and  Tertius  Hopson,  in  Quebec ; and  more, 
whom  time  forbids  me  to  chronicle,  but 
who  all  received  an  invitation  to  this  Hop- 
son  gathering;  and  almost  all  meant  to 
come. 

Then  began  a stir  in  Hop  Meadow. 
There  was  a big  tent  to  bs  hired  and  pitch- 
ed on  the  green — an  even  bit  of  turf  with 
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some  fine  elms  about  it,  right  in  front  of 
the  church — and  there  were  spare  rooms 
to  clean  and  dust;  and  the  whole  tavern 
was  engaged  to  afford  lodgings  if  private 
rooms  overflowed;  and  such  baking,  boil- 
ing, stewing,  frying,  and  other  culinary 
performances  set  in  that  one  would  have 
thought  the  ten  lost  tribes  of  Israel,  all  in  a 
famished  condition,  were  coming  for  a 
month’s  stay,  and  needed  unlimited  pie, 
cake,  poultry,  and  pickles  — except  that 
there  were  hams,  boiled,  roasted,  and 
chopped  or  sliced  for  sandwiches,  promi- 
nent in  every  house,  and  hams  are  pork ! 
In  all  these  preparations  nobody  was  more 
busied  than  Prudence  Hopson,  Widow 
Polly  Hopson’s  daughter  and  only  child. 
Bezaleel  Hopson,  her  father,  had  kept  the 
“store'’  in  Hop  Meadow  forty  years,  when 
he  died,  and  having  married  late  in  life, 
left  behind  him  this  little  five-year-old 
daughter,  and  plenty  of  “means”  to  con- 
sole his  wailing  widow,  who  was  an  “out- 
sider,” and  perhaps  attracted  her  fat  and 
jolly  husband  by  her  extreme  difference 
from  any  of  his  kindred. 

Paulina  Flower  had  been  pretty  in  a 
certain  way:  long  curling  yellow  hair, 
limp  and  flabby  even  in  its  trailing  ring- 
lets, languishing  blue  eyes,  a white  skin, 
narrow,  low  forehead,  and  long  chin  seem- 
ed to  express  and  adorn  her  manners  and 
customs  with  peculiar  fitness. 

Nobody  but  the  Hopsons  would  ever 
have  called  her  Polly;  to  “her  folks”  she 
was  “Pawliny,”  nothing  less;  but  Bezal- 
eel couldn’t  stand  three  syllables,  so  he 
had  followed  the  custom  of  his  race,  and 
tried  to  make  the  best  of  his  wife’s  melan- 
choly while  he  lived. 

“She  beats  all,”  said  Ozias  to  Josiah, 
his  cousin  and  special  crony.  “I  never 
see  a woman  who  likes  to  howl  so  well  in 
my  life;  she’s  forever  a-spillin’  salt-water. 
She’d  oughter  keep  clus  to  a pork  barrel, 
so’s  to  save  brine.  I b’lieve  she’d  set  down 
an’  cry  to  the  heavenly  gates,  ef  ever  she 
got  there,  to  think  the’  wa’n’t  a fiery  chari’t 
sent  down  to  fetch  her.” 

“ Well,”  answered  the  more  slow-mind- 
ed Josiah,  * * some  folks  is  made  so ; nothin’ 
suits  ’em,  never.  Their  eggs  gets  addled 
second  day  out,  and  if  they  haven’t  really 
got  a thing  to  cry  for,  they’ll  do  it  a-pup- 
pus.  She's  one  o’  them  that  likes  to  cry 
jest  as  well  as  you  do  to  larf,  Ozy.  It  a’n’t 
real  comfortin’  to  other  folks  to  see  ’em, 
and  I will  say  I’ve  hankered  some  to  give 
Polly  a hidin’;  ’twould  do  her  solid  good 


ter  have  somethin’  real  to  cry  for.  But 
you  can’t  tune  another  man’s  wife  no- 
how.” 

“That’s  so,” sadly  responded  Ozias. 

But  Prudence — “little  Prudy,”as  every- 
body called  her,  borrowing  her  title  from 
the  most  utterly  delightful  children’s 
books  ever  written — was  a thorough  Hop- 
son. 

When  her  father  died  she  was  but  five 
years  old,  and  though  she  mourned  him 
heartily  and  sincerely,  it  was  as  children 
mourn,  with  brief  tears  and  tender  remem- 
brance, but  a blessed  incompetence  of  un- 
derstanding what  loss,  death,  separation, 
really  mean.  She  saw  her  mother  no  more, 
if  no  less,  tearful ; she  could  not  be  moro 
doleful  and  forlorn  under  any  loss  than 
she  had  been  in  the  daily  fashion  of  her 
life;  and  Prudy  was  as  different  from  Pol- 
ly as  was  possible — a gay,  sparkling,  hap- 
py creature,  everybody’s  pet  and  darling. 
If  she  had  lost  one  father,  she  had  twenty 
uncles  and  cousins  ready  to  protect  and 
indulge  her,  and  she  grew  up  to  woman- 
hood as  nearly  spoiled  as  her  sweet,  honest 
nature  would  allow.  But  who  ever  was 
proof  against  those  beautiful  brown  eyes, 
red  and  saucy  lips,  that  tossing,  wavy, 
shining  hair,  never  in  order,  but  never 
anything  but  exquisite  in  its  dark  shad- 
ows and  golden  lights  ? 

Who  could  resist  that  coaxing,  caress- 
ing, beguiling  voice — that  voice  that  could 
soften  with  pity  and  sparkle  with  mischief  ? 
Who  did  not  clamor  for  the  help  of  those 
deft  and  taper  fingers  that  were  always 
ready  and  able  to  do  whatever  was  asked  of 
them  ? It  was  Prudy  who  cam  e to  the  front 
now  in  all  the  adornments  of  preparation. 
She  made  the  long  wreaths  of  ground  pine 
and  coral  pine  for  festooning  the  tent  and 
the  church,  and  fastened  them  up  un- 
der knots  of  golden-rod  and  bosses  of  pur- 
ple aster,  for  the  Hopson  gathering  was 
early  in  September.  She  arranged  the 
baskets  of  fruit  that  adorned  the  table,  so 
that  pink  and  purple  and  amber  grapes 
lay  heaped  together  on  vine  leaves,  and 
the  profusion  of  green  and  gold  pears 
was  set  off  with  the  earliest  scarlet  foli- 
age of  the  maple  and  deep  maroon  of  lin- 
gering beet  leaves. 

She  made  the  wonderful  ornaments  of 
stars  and  roses  and  architectural  devices 
that  would  have  adorned  the  countless 
pies  had  not  the  oven  baked  them  out  of 
all  shape.  And  it  was  Prudy  who  manu- 
factured the  whitest  silver  cake  and  the 
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clearest  jelly  that  made  contrast  of  ivory 
and  ruby  beside  the  grosser  aliments  of 
cold  ham  and  roast  turkey. 

Her  mother  looked  on  and  shook  her 
melancholy  head  when  Prudy  dragged 
that  unwilling  parent  to  see  what  had 
been  done. 

44  Yes,  I dare  say;  it’s  pretty,  I suppose. 
But,  oh,  I can’t  help  a-mournin’  to  think 
how  that  your  pa  would  ha’  relished  it. 
This  world’s  a fleetin’  show,  Prudence. 
Ef  you’d  ha’  ben  through  what  I have 
you  wouldn’t  take  no  great  of  int’rest  in 
these  triflin’  things.” 

Prudy  laughed;  her  father  had  been 
dead  a thousand  years — to  her;  and  her 
mother's  melancholy  moans  had  no  more 
significance  to  her  than  the  wind  in  the 
spout. 

“Well,  mammy,  they’re  pretty,  any- 
way, and  I expect  most  of  these  things 
will  be  a fleetin’  show  when  a crowd  of 
hungry  Hopsons  get  hold  of  ’em.  Who’s 
coming  to  our  house  to  stay  ? — do  you 
know  yet  ?” 

“I  should  ha’  liked  to  have  Pamely 
Bunnell  and  her  boy,  but  she  was  bespoke 
by  Ozias’s  folks.  I used  to  know  her 
some  before  I was  married,  for  she  mar- 
ried Bunnell  when  he  lived  to  our  place, 
and  while  she  lived  here  a spell  I come 
here  to  visit,  and  then  I see  your  pa. 
.Oh,  I remember  of  it  well,  the  fust  time 
I see  him;  ’twas  to  a meetin’  of  the  sons 
an’  daughters  of  Massachusetts.  Josiah 
he'd  put  it  in  the  paper  that  4 all  who 
are  or  were  bora  in  Massachusetts  is  ex- 
pected to  attend  th’  annooal  meetin’  in 
Clark  Hall.’  You  see,  Josiah’s  wife  she 
come  from  Hingham;  and  well  do  I 
rec’lect  he  got  up  that  evenin’  and  said 
the 4 highest  “gaol”  of  his  ambition  bed  al- 
ways been  to  marry  a Massachusetts  girl.’ 
Some  didn’t  really  understand  what  he 
meant,  but  Pamely  she  said  he’d  got  the 
wrong  word;  Josiah’s  a little  mixy,  al- 
ways an’  forever  was  and  will  be;  and 
your  pa  he  bu’st  out  laughin’  behind  me, 
and  I looked  round  and  see  him.  He 
hadn’t  no  business  there,  only ’t  he  pro- 
vided the  provisions,  and  he’d  jest  fetched 
in  a pot  of  pickles ’t  somebody ’d  forgot, 
and — Oh ! I’ve  kinder  run  off  from  Pa- 
mely. Well,  I can’t  hev  her:  she  writ  to 
Ozias  for  to  have  her  place  in  his  house.  I 
s’pose  ’tis  more,  cherk  up  there  than  ’tis  to 
a solitary  widder’s  like  me.  One  that’s 
seen  so  much  ’fliction  and  is  so  cast  down 
into  the  valley  of  mournin’  as  I be  a’n’t 


[ good  company.  And  jest  my  luck !— me 
that  never  could  abide  children — they’ve 
sent  Marinus’s  people  to  us— seven  small 
children,  and  she’s  weakly.  Oh  land! 
how  be  I to  bear  it  ?” 

Prudy  laughed  again ; she  couldrft  help 
it;  the  idea  of  seven  children  secretly  de- 
lighted her  sunshiny  soul.  What  romps 
they  would  have!  What  corn-poppings! 
— she  would  rub  up  the  old  warming-pan 
to-day ; and  there  were  five  kittens  in  the 
barn ! 

Polly  did  not  betray  her  own  secret 
hopes  to  her  daughter.  Like  many  lan- 
guid, selfish,  sloppy,  mournful  people,  she 
had  a certain  cunning  or  slyness,  which 
tended  to  amuse  her — and  sometimes  other 
people— when  it  did  not  vex  them!  She 
had  purposely  delayed  asking  Pamela 
Bunnell,  who  was  a widow  with  one  son, 
to  her  house,  lest  the  son  should  take  a 
fancy  to  Prudy. 

Mrs.  Polly  did  not  intend  to  lose  her 
girl  if  she  could  help  it:  no  servant  could 
or  would  so  neatly  curl  her  lank  ringlets, 
that,  threaded  with  the  gray  of  forty -nine 
years,  still  dropped  absurdly  down  her 
back;  nor  would  any  other  woman  wait 
on  her  so  handily  and  cheerfully  on  the 
frequent  days  when  she  chose  to  keep  her 
bed,  and  must  be  fed  with  the  daintiest 
morsels  that  Prudy  knew  just  how  to  pre- 
pare. 

To  be  sure,  Hopson  Bunnell,  Pamela’s 
boy,  was  44  well  spoke  of”  by  such  of  the 
clan  as  had  heard  of  him,  and  had  some 
property  of  his  own,  besides  a reversion  of 
the  great  prairie  farm  his  mother  superin- 
tended with  all  the  energy  and  skill  a big- 
ger woman  could  have  brought  to  bear  on 
the  premises;  but  for  all  this  Mrs.  Polly 
cared  nothing.  Her  listless  self -absorption 
would  have  come  between  Prudy  and  the 
best  match  possible,  so  she  had  never 
asked  Pamela— who  expected  it  of  her — to 
come  to  her  house,  but  had  gently  hinted  to 
the  Reception  Committee  of  the  occasion 
that  she  could  take  a large  family  if  they 
were  mostly  children,  and  could  bo  crowd- 
ed two  or  three  in  a chamber.  Prudy  had 
her  own  intimate  friend, of  course,  in  the  vil- 
lage, for  though  there  were  but  few  young 
girls  in  Hop  Meadow,  the  Hopsons  having 
a way  of  marrying  young,  there  were  a 
few,  and  Lizzy  Brown  was  the  best  and 
prettiest,  next  to  Prudy — a sober,  steady, 
discreet  maiden,  with  broken  hair  and  blue 
eyes,  who  looked  at  Prudence  as  a robin 
might  at  an  oriole,  but  did  not  treat  her 
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at  all  as  the  one  bird  treats  the  other,  but 
held  her  in  all  adoration,  and  served  her 
with  earnest  affection. 

At  last  the  day  of  the  Hopson  reunion 
arrived — one  of  those  soft,  golden,  gor- 
geous days  in  autumn  when  the  air  is 
quiet,  the  heavens  serene,  and  the  earth 
steeped  in  dreams  and  rainbows;  but  the 
Hopsons  were  not  still ; not  at  all.  They 
swarmed  like  troops  of  good-sized  fairies 
through  the  wide  streets,  laughing,  shak- 
ing hands,  chattering,  singing,  full  of 
welcome  and  cheer— slight,  airy  girls; 
rounder  but  still  tidy  matrons,  with  dolls 
of  babies  in  their  arms;  fat  little  men, 
laughing  and  joking  with  every  new- 
comer—the  only  woful  face  being  Mrs. 
Polly’s;  while  Prudy,  in  the  daintiest 
white  gown,  with  a big  bunch  of  red  late 
roses  at  her  belt,  was  threading  the  crowd 
everywhere,  marshalling  the  guests  to 
their  several  lodgings,  smiling  at  every 
child,  coquetting  with  every  old  man,  and 
turning  a bewitching  cold  shoulder  on 
the  youths  who  buzzed  about  her  like  con- 
tending bumble-bees  on  a Canada  thistle, 
prickliest  and  most  delicate  of  its  tribe. 

But  one  of  the  race,  Pamela's  boy,  tow- 
ered far  above  the  rest,  to  his  own  dis- 
gust and  their  amusement.  Hopson  Bun- 
nell was  all  of  six  feet  in  his  stockings, 
powerful,  athletic,  and  handsome,  with 
dark  keen  eyes,  firm  lips,  a shock  of  deep 
brown  curls,  and  a silky  beard  of  darkness 
that  showed  well  against  the  cool  health- 
iness of  his  smooth  if  sunburned  skin. 

44 1 know  lie’s  awful  tall,”  said  Pamela, 
deprecatingly,  to  Ozias*  “and  I’ve  set  my 
heart  on  his  marryin’  one  of  our  folks. 
Seems  as  though  Providence  interfered 
serious  with  my  plans.  The’  ain’t  no 
girls  anywhere  near  to  us,  and  them  that's 
nearest,  Hopson  don’t  seem  to  fellowship; 
but  I never  seemed  to  sense  his  tallness  as 
I do  now,  ’mongst  the  rest  of  us.” 

“Well,”  answered  Ozias,  “’tain’t  al- 
ways best  to  make  no  great  of  plans  about 
folks’s  marryin’;  they  gener’lly  do  as 
they  darn  please  about  that,  I’ve  observed. 
Providence  hes  got  severial  other  things 
to  do,  I guess,  than  makin’  matches.  I’m 
a free-will  Baptist,  so  fur  as  that  comes  in, 
now  I tell  ye.” 

“ Oh  my  1”  exclaimed  Pamela.  “I  don’t 
expect  to  settle  nothing,  nor  I haven’t 
said  a word  to  Hopson,  you  better  believe. 
I was  only  speakin’  of  it  to  you,  Ozy,  out 
of  the  fullness  of  my  heart,  as  you  may 
say,  accordin’  to  Scripter.” 


44  Well,  I sha’n’t  tell;  and  ’tain’t  best  to 
put  a finger  into  sech  pies.  Natur  is  pe- 
cooliar,  Pamely ; you  can’t  never  tell  how 
it  ’ll  work ; so  I calc’late  always  to  leave 
out  the  bung  for  fear  of  a bu’st.  There’s 
my  ’Mandy,  now.  Mariar  bein’  dead  ever 
sence  the  girl  was  ten  year  old,  I’ve  been 
consider’ble  pestered  what  to  do  with  her; 
but  fin’lly  I concluded  to  see ’t  she  read 
the  Bible  right  along  and  said  her  prayers 
punctooal,  and  then  I let  her  went.  She 
had  her  ups  an’  downs,  but  she’s  come  up 
about  as  good  as  the  average ; and  now  she’s 
got  to  keepin’  company  with  a pretty 
clever  feller,  and  she’ll  be  off  my  mind 
afore  long.” 

Hopson  Bunnell,  all  unconscious  of  his 
mother’s  wish  in  his  behalf,  was  mean- 
time enjoying  himself  mightily;  he  recov- 
ered from  his  awkwardness  very  fast, 
turning  the  laugh  on  his  kindred  in  vari- 
ous ways,  and  dangling  after  Prudy  like 
an  amiable  giant  in  the  toils  of  a fairy 
queen.  She  seemed  to  this  tall,  handsome 
fellow  something  daintier  than  a flower, 
and  more  bewitching  than  a bird ; he  nev- 
er tired  of  seeing  that  graceful  little  fig- 
ure waiting  on  the  tables,  coaxing  the  old 
men  with  dainty  morsels,  filling  the  boys 
with  good  things,  hollow  though  they 
were  “down  to  their  boots,”  as  she  de- 
clared, being  unused  to  boys ; or  playing 
with  the  little  girls,  who  all  adored  her. 
But  to  Hopson  himself  Prudy  was  the 
most  malicious  elf!  Nobody  teased  him 
as  she  did ; nobody  could. 

“ Cousin  Hopson,”  she  said  to  him,  the 
day  after  the  feast— for  though  almost  all 
the  rest  had  gone,  a few  of  the  more  dis- 
tant remained  to  extend  a visit  they  had 
come  so  far  to  make— “Cousin  Hopson, 
will  you  please  to  do  something  for  me  ?” 

“I  guess  I will,”  alertly  answered  Hop- 
son,  bewitched  with  the  sweet,  shy  voice. 

“Just  hand  me  down  one  of  them  stars 
to  put  in  my  hair,  will  you  ?”  and  Prudy 
vanished  with  a peal  of  mocking  mirth, 
echoed  by  a cackle  of  fat  laughter  from 
Tertius  Hopson,  the  Quebec  cousin,  a very 
jolly,  rosy,  stout  old  bachelor,  looking  for 
all  the  world  like  a Sir  Toby  jug. 

“She  beats  all,”  said  Tertius.  “ I never 
see  a hum-bird  fuller  o’  buzz  than  little 
Prudy.” 

Hopson  bit  his  lips.  4 4 I’ll  be  even  with 
her,”  he  said  to  himself;  so  that  very 
evening,  as  some  of  the  clan  gathered 
round  a tiny  open  fire  in  Ozias’s  kitchen, 
rather  for  companionship  than  cold,  the 
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young  farmer  said  to  Prudy:  “You 
oughter  to  be  put  to  use,  Prudy.  I’d  like 
to  buy  ye  up  for  a mantelshelf  figure; 
you’re  just  big  enough.” 

“I  a’n’t  for  sale,” snapped  Prudy. 

“Why,  you’d  do  first-rate;  them  things 
are  all  the  go,  and  you’re  the  exact  size.” 

So  sayiug,  he  stooped,  and  before  Prudy 
knew  what  had  happened,  two  strong 
hands  grasped  her  tiny  waist,  and  she  was 
swung  up  like  a feather  by  those  mighty 
arms,  and  set  on  the  broad  oaken  shelf 
among  the  flat-irons,  candlesticks,  and 
other  miscellaneous  articles  thereon ; while 
Hopson,  retreating  a step,  looked  her  in 
the  face,  and  a roar  of  laughter  from  Ter- 
tius,  Ozias,  ’Handy,  Josiah,  and  the  rest 
completed  her  discomfiture.  Prudy  col- 
ored scarlet,  her  eyes  flashed,  and  one  lit- 
tle fist  clinched  instinctively;  the  other 
hand  held  fast  to  the  shelf. 

“Cousin ’Zias,  take  me  down,” she  call- 
ed out,  imperatively. 

“Bless  your  soul,  Prudy!  I ain’t  big 
enough.” 

“Get  a chair.” 

“Why,  folks  is  settin’  on  ’em,  every 
one,”  and  Ozias  looked  round  with  an 
air  of  innocent  dismay  that  renewed  the 
laughter. 

“ I’ll  take  ye  down,  Prudy,  if  you'll  say 
‘please,’  like  a good  baby,”  calmly  re- 
marked Hopson. 

Prudy  choked.  * ‘ I’ll  stay  here  all  night 
first,”  she  snapped. 

“ Well,  ’tis  jest  as  I said  now.  You  do 
make  about  as  good-lookin’  a figure  for  a 
mantel  as  ever  was.” 

“ Take  me  down !”  shrieked  Prudy. 

But  oh,  how  pretty  she  was  up  there ! 
Dresden  could  not  match  with  her  costli- 
est figurines  the  delicate  creature  in  her 
china-blue  gown  (a  sudden  chill  having 
come  after  the  September  heats  had  made 
woollen  garments  comfortable),  falling  in 
soft  dim  folds  just  to  the  smallest  shoes 
that  ever  a Hopson  even  could  wear,  her 
white  throat  set  off  by  carnation  ribbons 
under  the  lace  frill,  and  another  bow  of 
that  tender,  vivid  color  in  her  waving, 
shining  hair,  her  eyes  sparkling,  her  red 
lips  apart,  and  her  cheeks  rosier  than  her 
ribbons.  Hopson  Bunnell  could  have 
looked  at  her  forever,  but  he  did  not  say 
so.  ‘ * Say 4 please’  now — real  pretty, ” was 
all  he  did  say,  unconsciously  drawing 
nearer  to  the  lovely  little  creature. 

Prudy  was  quick-witted;  she  controlled 
her  rage  a moment.  “W-e-11” — reluc- 


tantly— “I  don’  know  but  I’d  whisper  it, 
rather’n  stay  up  here  all  night.” 

Luckless  man ! He  drew  near  to  catch 
the  precious  whisper,  but  as  he  turned  his 
ear,  Prudy’s  hand  descended  on  his  brown 
cheek  with  a resounding  slap  that  left  a 
print  of  five  little  fingers  impressed  there- 
on visibly  for  at  least  an  hour;  but,  alas! 
in  avenging  herself  Prudy  lost  her  bal- 
ance, and  Hopson  caught  her  fairly  in  his 
arms,  and  kissed  the  lovely,  indignant 
face  before  he  really  knew  what  he  was 
doing. 

“ 4 A kiss  for  a blow,  always  bestow,’  ” 
cackled  Tertius.  And  everybody  roared 
again,  except  Prudy,  who  dropped  to  the 
floor,  burst  into  tears,  and  fled. 

Hopson  was  really  ashamed  of  himself, 
but  it  did  seem  to  him  as  if  his  head  whirl- 
ed; a sense  of  wild  bliss  ran  in  all  his 
veins;  he  knew  well  that  he  had  taken  an 
unfair  advantage  of  Prudy,  but  so  reck- 
less was  his  delight  that  he  was  not  a bit 
repentant. 

However,  he  had  to  repent  next  day. 
Prudy  turned  into  a perfect  snow -ball 
whenever  he  came  near  her.  It  took  a 
week  of  abasement  and  apologies  to  put 
them  on  the  old  footing  (externally)  again. 
Could  he  tell,  poor  fellow,  being  only  a 
man,  how  Prudy  secretly  exulted  in  the 
apology  she  professed  to  despise? — i.  e., 
“You  were  so  sweet  and  so  pretty,  I 
couldn’t  help  it,  Prudy.” 

How  was  he  to  know  that  these  words 
rung  in  her  ears  like  a song  of  joy  day 
and  night,  or  that  in  the  once  still  depths 
of  her  heart  Prudy  recognized  a sweet 
perturbation  that  dated  from  the  second 
she  was  held  in  those  powerful  arms,  close 
against  a manly,  throbbing  heart  ? 

But  nobody  could  be  cross  in  this  clear 
autumnal  weather,  with  gay  leaves  be- 
ginning to  illuminate  the  woods,  daily 
parties  to  hunt  for  gentian  blossoms,  to 
gather  “ wintergreen  plums,”  to  heap  up 
red  and  golden  apples  under  the  orchard 
boughs,  or  clamber  after  fragrant  wild 
grapes  on  the  hill-sides.  Hopson  grew 
deeper  in  love  with  every  new  day,  and 
Prudy  fought  more  feebly  against  the 
chains  that  seemed  daily  to  imprison  her 
will  and  her  thoughts.  Perhaps  the 
course  of  true  love  might  for  once  have 
run  smooth  but  for  that  unruly  member 
that  spoils  most  of  our  plans  in  this  world, 
and  brings  to  naught  the  best  intentions 
and  the  sincerest  good-will.  Tertius  Hop- 
son  still  lingered  in  Hop  Meadow,  as  well 
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as  Pamela  Bunnell  and  her  son.  Tertius 
was  living  in  Quebec  “ou  his  means,”  as 
we  Yankees  phrase  it.  He  had  made  some 
money  there  in  trade,  and  settled  down  to 
enjoy  it  in  a sort  of  selfish  fashion  that 
was  not  natural  to  his  jolly,  kindly  dispo- 
sition. 

He  had  never  known  how  close  and 
pleasant  are  the  ties  of  kindred  till  now ; 
he  seemed  at  last  to  have  got  home ; here 
was  the  stir,  the  interest,  the  sweetness  of 
a daily  intercourse  hitherto  denied  him, 
and  it  seemed  to  warm  and  rejuvenate 
his  life,  to  quicken  his  pulses,  to  brighten 
his  ideas;  he  loved  it;  ho  could  not  tear 
himself  away;  and  above  all  things  he 
loved  to  4 4 bother”  Polly  Hopson.  When- 
ever she  sighed,  he  smiled,  broad  and 
beaming  as  the  harvest-moon;  whenever 
she  bewailed  herself,  he  laughed;  when 
she  wept,  as  now  and  then  she  did  weep 
over  the  departed  Bezaleel,  he  would  de- 
liberately sit  down  and  sing  to  her  all 
the  queer  old  songs  he  had  learned  in  the 
4 4 old  country,”  as  he  persisted  in  calling 
Quebec,  till  the  Meadow  boys  learned  by 
heart 4 4 The  Leather  Bottell,”  4 4 The  British 
Grenadiers,”  44 Hunting  the  Hare,”  “Lass- 
es and  Lads,”  and  sundry  other  rollicking 
ditties  which  once  delighted  the  ears  of  our 
forefathers  across  the  water,  and  have  in 
them  still  a ringing,  hearty  smack  of  coun- 
try squiredom  and  rural  sports.  At  first 
Polly  was  outraged;  her  chin  fell  half  an 
inch,  and  her  curls  frayed  out  of  curli- 
ness with  the  solemn  shakes  of  her  head 
and  the  dampness  of  her  tears ; but  she  en- 
dured from  helplessness,  and  began  at  last 
to  smile  wintrily  and  forbearingly  on  the 
unconquerable  jollity  of  the  man  whom 
at  first  she  mildly  contemned.  It  threat- 
ened to  be  the  old  story  of  “first  endure, 
then  pity,  then  embrace”;  and,  as  usual, 
outsiders  saw  most  of  the  game. 

Ozias  and  Josiah,  after  their  custom,  sat 
in  conclave  upon  the  matter.  They  had 
just  set  the  cidar  mill  going,  which  they 
owned  in  common,  and  perched  them- 
selves on  a cart  neap,  where  they  could 
“chirk  up  the  boss,”  which  revolved  with 
the  beam  of  the  press,  and  yet  indulge  in 
that  gossip  which  delighted  their  souls, 
combining  business  with  pleasure. 

“Say,”  began  Josiah,  4 4 haven't  you 
sorter  surmised,  Ozy,  that  Tertius  favors 
Hop  Meadow  for  a residin’ - place,  so  to 
speak  ?” 

44  Well,  I hev,”  Ozias  answered,  44  and  I 
shouldn't  be  no  more’n  surprised  ef  that 


he  settled  down  here  after  a spell;  he's 
lonesome  up  to  Quebec,  I expect.  There 
arn’t  nothin’  like  your  own  folks,  after 
all,  when  you’re  gettin’  along  in  years; 
the’  don’t  nobody  else  sorter  seem  to  be- 
long t’  ye.” 

“It  does  make  a sight  of  difference,” 
replied  the  moralizing  Josiah.  “When 
one’s  young,  and  havin’  their  monsteri- 
ous  days,  it  don’t  make  no  great  of  differ- 
ence where  they  be,  nor  what  they’re  a-do- 
in’  of  ; but  come  to  git  rheumatiz  onto  a 
feller,  and  hev  the  grinders  cease  because 
they  are  few,  as  Scripter  tells,  why,  you 
begin  to  be  everlastin’  thankful  that  there's 
a house  ’n’  home  for  ye,  and  a woman  to 
cook  your  vittles.” 

4 4 That’s  so,  Josh,  and  that’s  why  I’m 
a-goin’  to  hev  ’Mandy  and  her  feller  settle 
down  along  with  me  when  they  get  mar- 
ried. She’ll  hev  the  farm  when 

‘The  end  o’  my  nose 
An’  the  tips  o’  my  toes 
Is  turned  up  to  the  roots  of  the  daisies,’ 

as  the  song-book  says;  and  she  might  as 
well  stop  to  hum  and  look  after  me  as  to 
go  further  and  fare  worse.  But  seems  to 
me  kinder  as  if  Tertius  was  slyin’  round 
Polly,  if  you'll  b’lieve  it.” 

44 Heavens  to  Betsey!”  gasped  Josiah. 
4 4 That  old  feller?” 

“Well,  I never  see  the  time,  Josh,  ’t 
a man  was  too  old  to  git  married — nor  a 
woman  nuther,  for  that  matter.  It's  ev- 
erlastin’ queer,  surely,  for  him  to  take  a 
likin’  to  Polly.  I'd  as  lieves  hang  on  to 
a wet  dish-rag  as  her,  when  all’s  said  an’ 
done,  but  ‘many  men  of  many  minds,’  as 
the  sayin’  goes,  and  if  she's  to  his'n,  why, 
I don’t  make  nor  meddle  with  ’em.  She’s 
got  a good  place  for  to  take  him  into.” 

44  Yes;  that’s  suthin.  He’s  got  means, 
I s’pose,  but  it’s  kind  o’  lonesome  to  live 
the  way  he  does  up  to  Que bee,  a-lodgin’, 
as  he  calls  it,  and  to  be  took  down  with 
the  sarcastic  rheumatiz  as  he  was,  an’ — ” 

“Land  sakes ! what’s  that?”  asked 
Ozias. 

4 4 Well , I don't  reelly  know ; I b’lieve  it's 
principally  confined  to  one  leg,  an’  starts 
pretty  high  up,  but  that’s  what  lie  called 
it,  anyway;  mabbe  ’tis  the  English  name 
on’t;  but  it’s  real  severe,  now  I tell  ye;  he 
said  it  made  him  holler  like  a loon.” 

“Polly  can  cry  for  somethin’  then,” 
dryly  remarked  Ozias. 

“And  I sorter  surmise,  Ozy,  that  Pa- 
mely’s  boy  is  a-hankerin’  after  little 
Prudy.” 
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“Well,  I’ve  had  my  idees  sot  that  way 
too.  He's  a clever  feller  as  ever  was ; but 
I should  hate  to  lose  little  Prudy.  Darn 
the  cretur!  a’n't  there  nobody  else  to  Hop 
Meadow  he  could  set  his  eyes  onto  but 
her  ?” 

“I’d  like  to  know  who  else,”  answered 
Josiah.  ‘ 4 ’Mandy’s  spoke  for,  as  well  you 
know ; and  I have  heered  lately  that  Lizzy 
Brown  is  promised  to  Marinus’s  nevy  down 
to  Cape  Cod ; lie's  mate  to  a three-master, 
so  they  tell,  and  is  off  on  a voyage  jest  now, 
so  they  don’t  talk  on’t,  but  it’s  so.  Mari- 
nus  has  kep’  his  mouth  shut.  He's  a kind 
of  a dumb,  oyster  cretur.”  (Poor  “ mixy” 
Josiah  meant  “austere.”) 

“Nat'ral  for  him  to  keep  his  mouth 
shut,”  put  in  Ozias;  44  they  gener’lly  do.” 

Josiah  stared,  but  serenely  went  on. 
“ But  he  did  allow  ’twas  so  to  Aunt  Nan- 
cy, an’  she  up  an’  told  my  wife,  so  ye  see 
the’  ain’t  reelly  nobody  but  little  Prudy 
to  hcv.” 

“Hobson’s  choice  for  him,  ain’t  it? 
Hullo,  young  feller!  Speak  of  a donkey 
’n’  you  see  an  ear  direct  ;”  for  here  Hop- 
son  Bunnell  stalked  into  the  cider-mill 
shed,  his  handsome  face  warm  with  exer- 
cise, and  his  eyes  softened  and  deepened 
by  his  unspoken  thoughts. 

“ We  was  just  a-talkin’  about  you,”  ex- 
plained Josiah. 

“And  Cousin  ’Zias  had  to  call  me  a 
donkey.  Now  is  that  friendly  ?”  laughed 
Pamela’s  boy. 

“There's  worse  critters  than  donkeys,” 
blandly  answered  Ozias;  “but  I was  only 
a-usin’  the  term  proverbially,  as  it  were, 
or  was,  or  might  be.  Fact  is,  my  eyes  is 
gettin’  open  to  your  designs,  sir,  and  I was 
kind  of  dam  min’  in  a genteel  way  about 
your  carryin’  off  little  Prudy  to  Iowy, 
when  she's  the  one  we  all  set  by  like  our 
eyes,  and  I was  askin’,  in  a general  man- 
ner, ef  there  wasn’t  no  other  Hopson  girl 
you  could  have  took  up  with  besides  her; 
and  Josiah  said  the’  wa’n’t ; the  rest  was  all 
bespoke ; an’  I said  ’twas  Hobson’s  choice 
with  ye.” 

Pamely’s  boy  flushed  to  his  dark  curls, 
his  head  was  lifted  as  if  some  proud  de- 
light lay  on  a height  that  he  could  see, 
but  no  other,  and  his  voice  rang  out  in 
subdued  yet  clear  cadence  as  he  answered : 

“There  isn't  another  girl,  outside  of 
Hop  Meadow  neither,  Ozias ; there  ain’t  in 
the  world.  There’s  nobody  for  me  but 
little  Prudy.  You  was  right  one  way; 
she's  Hopson’s  choice,  and  no  other.” 


Unlucky  mother-tongue ! why  are  b and 
p so  near  alike  in  our  queer  old  language 
that  the  distinction  between  them  is  al- 
most inexpressible  by  human  lips?  As 
luck  would  have  it,  Prudy  and  Lizzy 
Brown  had  privately  stolen  up  to  the 
cider  press,  thinking  it  deserted,  to  in- 
dulge in  the  surreptitious  but  dear  de- 
light of  sucking  sweet  new  cider  through 
a straw.  They  were  old  and  demure 
enough  to  be  ashamed  of  the  trick  if  any 
one  saw  them,  but  the  rich  fruity  bever- 
age was  delicious  to  their  girlish  memo- 
ries, and  slyly  they  stole  out  to  indulge 
in  the  tipple,  carrying  gold-bright  straws 
in  their  hands,  and  came  up  behind  the 
shed  just  in  time  to  hear  Hopson’s  decla- 
ration. 

Prudy’s  face  flamed,  the  tender  visions 
that  had  dwelt  in  her  dumb  heart  and 
softened  her  cool  brown  eyes  were  struck 
by  the  lurid  light  of  sudden  fury,  and  fled 
away:  she  grasped  Lizzy’s  arm  with  a 
vise-like  grip. 

4 4 Come  right  away,”  she  whispered; 
and  fleet  as  a silent  pair  of  goblins  they 
left  the  green  yard  where  the  shed  stood, 
and  disappeared  down  a narrow  lane  that 
led  to  Josiah’s  barn. 

Prudy  rushed  into  that  friendly  shelter, 
banged  the  door  behind  her,  relaxed  her 
hold  of  Lizzy,  and  sitting  down  promptly 
on  a wheelbarrow,  cried  with  rage. 

44  Why,  Prudy,”  said  the  gentle  Eliza- 
beth, 44  what  in  the  world’s  the  matter  ?” 

“Didn’t  you  he-he-hear  him? — the  aw- 
ful, horrid,  mean  thing,”  sobbed  Prudy. 

4 4 Hear  who,  dear  ?” 

44  Why,  that  great,  horrid  Hopson  Bun- 
nell. Didn’t  you  hear  him — I’m  sure  he 
spoke  out  loud  enough — say  that  he'd  got 
to  many  me:  ’twas  Hobson’s  choice  and 
no  other  ?” 

Prudy  did  extend  the  facts  a little,  it  is 
true;  she  didn't  mean  to  1 — extend  them, 
but  she  gave  the  idea  as  she  took  it  in,  just 
as  the  rest  of  us  poor  mortals  do,  without  a 
thought  that  any  other  construction  than 
her  own  could  be  put  upon  the  words,  or 
that  she  had  confounded  those  confound- 
ed letters — forgive  the  phrase,  dear  read- 
er; they  continually  exasperate  me — b 
and  p . 

“No,  I didn’t  hear  him,” condoled  Liz- 
zy. 4 4 Poor  dear  Prudy,  did  ho  say  such 
a mean  thing?  Well,  never  mind,  dear, 
that  don’t  make  it  so;  you  know  you 
haven’t  got  to  take  him.  You  don’t  like 
him.” 
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Prudy  reared  her  dishevelled  little  head 
from  the  side  of  the  wheelbarrow,  like  a 
snake  about  to  strike. 

44  You  goose !”  she  said.  44 1 do  like  him. 
Oh  dear!  oh  dear!  Lizzy  Brown,  I’ll  kill 
you  if  you  ever  tell.  But  I do.  I can’t 
help  it,  and,  oh !— and— and  I thought  he 
liked  me  first,  or  I never — oh ! — oh ! — ” 

Here  a flood  of  tears  literally  drowned 
her  voice,  and  in  Lizzy's  soft  eyes  tears 
shone  with  sympathetic  brightness.  She 
sat  down  by  Prudy,  and  began  to  sob  too. 

“ And  he — oh,  Liz !— he  kissed  me  once, 
and  now  he  says  ’twas  Hobson’s  choice. 
I’d  just  like  to  shoot  him.” 

Prudy  started  suddenly,  and  the  wheel- 
barrow, overloaded  with  grief  and  girls, 
as  suddenly  tipped  over,  leaving  girls  and 
grief  in  a heap  on  the  bam  floor.  This 
was  too  much  for  Prudy.  Blinded  with 
hay  seed,  damp  with  tears,  choked  with 
hysteric  laughter,  it  was  a good  hour  be- 
fore Lizzy  could  calm  her  or  restore  her 
to  her  proper  aspect,  and  make  her  con- 
sent to  go  home  quietly,  though  with  burn- 
ing vengeance  in  her  heart. 

Poor  Hopson!  the  world  was  hollow 
now,  and  his  doll  stuffed  with  bran.  If 
he  didn't  want  to  go  into  a convent,  he  did 
want  to  go  back  to  Iowa,  and  yet  Prudy 
controlled  him  like  a Fate,  and  kept  him 
miserable,  abject,  and  longing  in  Hop 
Meadow,  growing  thin,  pale,  and  silent, 
after  the  approved  hang  dog  fashion  of 
unhappy  lovers  who  are  tacitly  allowed 
to  flaunt  their  wretchedness  all  abroad — 
probably  because  it  is  so  transitory. 

Polly  sighed  and  wept;  Tertius  laughed 
and  sung  more  than  ever.  Changeful  as 
the  aptest  specimen  of  her  sex,  she  now 
earnestly  desired  that  Prudy  should  mar- 
ry and  leave  her  to  Tertius,  for  Polly  had 
at  last  consented  to  try  another  Hopson — 
44  try”  in  more  senses  than  one — and  much 
she  feared  that  Prudy  would  send  44  Pame- 
ly’s  boy”  home  in  despair. 

Pamela,  too,  w'as  distressed  to  the  heart 
with  her  boy's  misery.  She  dared  not  try 
to  console  him,  for  on  her  feeblest  attempt 
to  break  the  ice  he  would  turn  on  his  heel 
and  leave  her.  At  last  she  brought  her 
trouble  to  Ozias,  with  whom  she  had  been 
brought  up,  and  whom  she  regarded  as  a 
brother. 

4 4 Say,  Ozy,  what  do  you  suppose  ails 
Hopson  ? He  don’t  never  eat  a meal  of 
vittles;  jest  picks  a mouthful,  as  you  may 
see,  not  enough  for  a chippin’-bird.  And 
he's  a-grievin’  in’ardly  the  whole  time:  I 


know  he  is,  for  he  don’t  sleep  nights, 
and  he  a’n’t  no  fatter’n  a hen’s  forehead. 
He’s  wastin’  away,  dyin’  by  inches,  I do 
believe.” 

44  Well,  Pamely,  he’ll  be  quite  a spell 
dyin’,  then,  if  that’s  a comfort  to  ye : there's 
consider’ble  many  inches  to  Hopson.” 

44  Oh-zias,  I b’lieve  you’d  laugh  ef  I was 
a-dyin’ !”  indignantly  snapped  Pamela. 

“Mabbe  I should.  I don’t  love  to  cry 
before  folks;  but  really  now,  Pamely,  I 
b’lieve  what  ails  Hopson  is  that  little  witch 
of  a Prudy ; he’s  most  amazin’  sot  on  her, 
and  she  won’t  so  much  as  look  at  him. 
I’m  free  to  confess  I thought  she  liked  him 
for  a spell;  but,  Lord!  wliat  can  a feller 
find  out  about  women -folks?  They’re 
spryer,  an’  cuter,  an’  sinfuler,  an’  more  per- 
nickity  ’n  a fire-hang-bird!  I don’t  see 
into  it.” 

44  0h  dear!  what  shall  I do?'’  sighed 
Pamela,  despairingly. 

44  Don’t  do  nothin’ ! I’ll  see  to  it.  It's 
one  of  them  cases  where  somebody’s  got 
to  speak  in  meetin’,  an’  when  there's  a 
woman  to  pay,  it’s  a sight  better  to  ketch 
a-holt  of  her  with  a strong  hand,  same  as 
I used  ter  squeeze  grasshoppers  when  I 
was  a boy,  and  hold  her  still  till  she  tells. 
I’ll  tackle  Miss  Prudy  myself,  for  the 
thing’s  got  to  be  did:  this  bangin’  on  by 
the  eyelids  ain’t  nateral  nor  pleasin’.  You 
keep  still.”  Pamela  was  used  to  the  mas- 
terful ways  of  Ozias,  so  she  took  to  her 
rocker  and  her  knitting,  wiped  a few  mild 
tears  from  her  kind  old  eyes,  and  waited 
for  events. 

Ozias,  well  aware  of  Prudy’s  haunts, 
followed  the  path  by  the  side  of  Bright 
Brook  down  to  a cluster  of  shag-bark  wal- 
nut-trees on  a meadow  that  belonged  to 
Bezaleel's  farm;  he  knew  she  had  gone 
there  nutting,  and  meeting  the  doleful 
Hopson  on  his  way,  remarked,  curtly, 
“Young  feller,  I want  you  should  hap- 
pen down  this  road  in  twenty  minutes: 
don’t  make  it  longer.” 

Hopson  stared. 

“Come,  now;  do  as  I tell  you:  you'll 
be  glad  on’t.” 

“I’ll  come  if  you  want  me,”  was  the 
listless  answer. 

Ozias  found  Prudy  doing  anything  but 
nutting;  her  basket  was  on  the  ground 
empty,  all  about  her  lay  husks  and  nuts 
that  the  keen  wind  of  November  had 
thrown  down,  but  she  left  them  to  he 
there.  Her  shawl  was  drawn  over  her 
head,  her  head  leaned  against  a mighty 
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tree,  and  she  was  crying  fast  and  silently,' 
when  Ozias  jumped  over  the  fence.  She 
tried  to  tie  on  her  hat,  but  Ozias  sat  down 
beside  her  and  took  her  two  hands  fast  in 
his. 

“Prudy,”  he  said,  “I’ve  got  a word  to 
say  to  ye:  why  on  the  face  of  the  airth 
air  you  treatin’  Pamely’s  boy  the  way  you 
be?” 

“I  ain’t,” said  Prudy,  irrelevantly  and 
femininely. 

Ozias  went  On,  regardless  of  her  futile 
remark:  “He’s  a-actin’  like  a born  fool, 
jest  because  you  won’t  not  so  much  as 
look  at  him.  He  thinks  the  sun  rises  an’ 
sets  in  your  face,  an’ — ” 

“He  don’t  either,”  broke  in  Prudy, 
“ an’  you  know  he  don’t.” 

“I  know  he  does.  He  don't  nyther  eat 
nor  sleep  for  thinkin’  of  ye.  The  great, 
strong,  hulkin’  feller  acts  like  a sick  chick- 
en. Now  what's  to  pay  ?” 

“Hm  ?”  sniffed  Prudy,  her  color  rising 
and  her  eyes  flashing.  “I  guess  he’s 
found  out  I ain’t  Hobson’s  choice  for  him, 
not  noway.” 

‘ 4 Whew  I”  whistled  Ozias.  ‘ ‘ Who  told 
you  he  thought  you  was?” 

“Nobody.  I heard  him  say  so — and 
you  was  sittin’  by  and  heard  him  too — in 
the  cider-mill  shed,  that  time — ” 

“Well,  if  ever  I did!”  and  Ozias  laugh- 
ed till  the  woods  about  them  rang  again. 
Prudy  grew  furious.  Ozias  stopped  when 
he  heard  her  angry  sobs,  and  called  out, 


“ Hopson  Bunnell,  step  over  that  air  five- 
rail  fence,  and  come  here.” 

Prudy  struggled  to  escape,  but  Ozias 
held  her  tight.  He  had  reckoned  well  on 
Hopson's  overpunctuality,  and  the  tall 
fellow  vaulted  over  the  rails  at  his  call. 

“Say,  Prudy  here  was  behind  the  shed 
that  day  me  an’  Josiah  was  a-pesterin'  you 
about  sparkin’  of  her.  Now  you  tell  what 
you  said.” 

“ I ? I was  sort  of  riled  at  your  say  in’ 
that  she  was  Hobson's  choice,  and  I spoke 
up  and  said  ’twa’n’t  so;  she  was  Hopson's 
choice.  And  so  she  is,  and  will  be  for  eveiv 
more,  whether  she  cares  a cent  about  it 
or  not.” 

At  the  strong  ring  of  that  voice  Prudy 
felt  her  very  heart  thrill,  and  Ozias,  with 
preternatural  wisdom,  let  go  her  hands,  as 
lie  said:  “I’ve  always  heered  that  two 
was  company  and  three  was  none,  and 
I’m  a-goin’  to  put  the  hearsay  into  expeo- 
r’ence  direckly;  but  it’s  also  a fact  that 
two  is  better  witness  than  one,  and  I here- 
by say  and  declare,  a-holdin’  up  my  right 
hand  to  wit,  that  this  here  mortal  long 
Bunnell  feller  did  say  jest  what  he  says 
he  said,  that  the  aforesaid  Prudy  was,  out 
of  all  Hop  Medder,  and  the  hull  creation 
besides,  Hopson’s  choice.  And  I swan  to 
man  I b’lieve  she  is!”  he  added,  looking 
abroad  at  the  shag-barks  as  he  saw  Prudy 
run  into  Hopson’s  arms,  and  kindly  left 
the  two  to  their  own  company,  whistling 
as  ho  went,  but  not  for  want  of  thought. 


THE  RESERVOIR  SYSTEM. 


IN  the  heart  of  northern  Minnesota, 
about  seventy  miles  distant  from  Lake 
Itasca,  are  to  be  found  the  beginnings  of  a 
work  whose  exact  counterpart  the  world 
has  never  seen.  The  idea  of  the  reservoir 
system,  as  applied  to  the  improvement  of 
river  navigation,  belongs  originally,  per- 
haps, neither  to  this  country  nor  to  this 
century.  The  practical  application  of  it 
is  to  be  credited  to  American  engineering 
science  and  American  daring.  When  the 
experiment — if  that  can  be  called  an  ex- 
periment for  the  success  of  which  the 
best  engineers  of  the  country  have  put 
their  professional  reputation  in  bond — 
shall  have  been  completed  in  these  north- 
ern solitudes,  and  when  the  volume  of 
water  passing  down  the  Upper  Mississippi 
can,  within  certain  limits,  be  regulated  by 


a few  touches  upon  a telegraphic  transmit- 
ter in  Washington,  man  will  have  made 
one  more  of  nature’s  forces  partially  sub- 
ject to  his  will. 

The  idea  of  reservoirs  on  the  head-wa- 
ters of  the  Mississippi  was  conceived  many 
years  ago.  There  is  even  a tradition  that 
Nicollet  took  an  interest  in  the  subject, 
and  such  a project  might  well  have  com- 
mended itself  to  his  bold  imagination. 
But  the  first  examination  known  to  have 
been  made  of  the  sources  with  a view 
to  reservoirs  is  of  recent  dato.  It  was 
undertaken  by  Mr.  Cook,  of  Minneapo- 
lis, under  the  direction  of  General  G.  K. 
Warren,  then  stationed  at  St.  Paul.  The 
examination,  but  a hasty  one  at  best,  was 
made  as  part  of  a plan  for  the  preserva- 
tion of  the  Falls  of  St  Anthony,  it  being 
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thought  at  that.  ciiticM';^vidd‘iu;\tJ&o  bis-  j of  an  expBfiiBenUkt^i^rvohr  as  a.  prae$b 
torj  ni  the  falls  that  dang^  cal  test . A*  saou.  je^  tlie  j»ff^wc-y  bc-ccttrie 

would  be  lessened  and  tfa©/  work  of  im-  available  and  the  noc-**a^ 
provemcut  facilitated  by  withlKddmg  a with  the ^ liuliaus  were  cotop{cted,/%vork 
}»a rt  of  the  water  of  freshets  in  reservoirs,  was  begun..  It  has  move  gone  steadily 
Ilia  result  of  this  cursory  exanuixutioo  forward,  tUr  dire^tim*  ao.d  ^c^ovd- 

was  to  determine  that,  there  were  uo  m-  tog  to  the  plans  of  M^jor  Allen,  to  whom 
supeittote • ••pattf -to!  obstacles  to  the  con-  so  much  of  tlto  ise  of  ihe  en- 

'.■■^Xvo^iwXi  -of  imu*  vojrs.  * General  Wiicrcih  ' ■t$i>pFum  ik  due* 
however,  was  iru  pressed  with  the  w ider  The  reset* voir  system  con  tern  plates  ihe- 

v uAv  of  the  matter,  ami  con  eluded  thill ' erection  of  live  dams  on  the  Mississippi 
r^ervoirs  might  hr  made  to  beiielit  the  Kivrr  proper  in  its  upper  course,  one  on 
river  lower  down;  Ib:coiiinieiidations  to  each  of  two  of  its  earliest  tributaries,  land 
00#  eff(M^h]^  ta  bfc ,;.£rsii  ^ tl . ixi  ■ vepnviiyt  the  head^vmto’s  of  0tb  St.  Croix, 

ISTO.  as  aril  in  an  exhaustive  doeu-  Chippewa,  and ^ Wisconsin.  Surveys  for 
meut  oa  the  Fox  and  Wisconsin  rivers,  those  on  the  hist-named -rivers  have  been 
In ...  1873-1  Colonel  F„  TJ.  Farquhar  made  made,  hut  work  upon,  them  will  probably 
extensive  $forvcys  of  tbo  lakes  Ml  the  head-,  he  tho^  on  the  parent 

wafers  of  the  jtissiHsi^pi,  and  reported  tie-  atreant have  teen  puTiit  operation.  The 
cidedly  in  favor  of  reservoirs.  The  gov-  theory  & that  in  these  immense  dams 
mnucmt  had  by  this  time  become  alive  the  5»ui^(us  watm  ef  the  rivers  can  be 
to  the  imp'ojhtan^  of  ilLfs  aihl  to  in  Urn  spring  and  fall,  and  re* 

teTH  Major  Charles:  d,  A llcry.was  directed  leased  during  the  summer  in  -sulllcieot 
the  fh&  quantity  to  aecnto  a fair  stage  of  water  to 

ixzb^smtjr  prtdhfiutery  ^uryoy^  and  exy  the  ni^igable  elianhel  of  the  river  every 
h:.».t)st  rlie  subject  *4  the  feasibility  of  the  day  through  •the  t) ry  reason.  The  neees- 
pff.-yjsed  rest m>irs,  Upon  his.  hearty  oily  for  regular  charnel  improvement,  by 
lho;views  of  other  &ngi-  the  removal  of  snags  and  bars  and  the 
and 'relying  upon  hk  inipoilojiit  in-  construction  of  jetties  and  wing- dams, 
thegovernment  ••will.  by  no  means  be  obviated.  The  reser- 
•then-  decided  to  make  the  at? .ern  j>t , Con-  voirs  are  only  to  provide  enough  water  to 
grexs  appropriat^ii'  sums  sufficient  to  be-  fill  that  channel  when  unobstructed. 
ghx  tb#  undertaking:  by  the  construction  To  understand  the  probabilities  of  a 

successful  application  of 
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tion  of  the  river.  The  wild  region  in  which 
it  has  its  origin  lies  just  south  of  the  wa- 
ter-shed of  the  northern  boundary,  and  in 
the  heart  of  the  lake  district  of  Minnesota. 
Instead  of  mile  posts  there  are  mile  ponds, 
and  the  traveller  through  the  wilderness 
records  the  progress  of  his  journey  by 
4 ‘three-mile  lake,”  “five-mile  lake,”  or 
“ten-mile  lake,”  the  numbers  having  ref- 
erence, not  to  size,  but  to  distance  from 
some  given  point.  In  the  low  and  swampy 
ground  about  these  lakes,  an  elevation  of 
more  than  twenty  or  thirty  feet  is  an  ex- 
ception. Almost  all  of  them  have  feeders 
and  outlets,  but  the  slope  is  too  gradual  to 
give  more  than  a placid  flow.  The  lakes 
are  only  expansions  of  streams,  which  are 
threads  connecting  a rosary  of  lakes.  The 
Upper  Mississippi  shares  this  general  char- 
acter. Itasca,  Cass,  and  Winibigoshish 
lakes  form,  in  order,  parts  of  the  Missis- 
sippi proper.  Into  and  out  of  them  the 
river,  even  here  a respectable-sized  stream, 
steals  quietly,  and  between  and  below 
them  it  winds  for  the  most  part  through 
tamarack  swamps  and  fields  of  wild  rice, 
with  a course  as  sinuous  as  in  the  cane- 
brakes  of  Louisiana.  It  is  quite  as  possi- 
ble to  lose  one’s  self  in  “sloughs”  five  hun- 
dred miles  north  of  St.  Paul  as  in  the 
bayous  of  the  lower  river.  The  Father 
of  Waters  changes  his  skies,  but  not  his 
character.  The  sluggish  current  is  too 
nearly  imperceptible  to  guide  the  doubter. 
The  elevation  above  sea-level  of  a point 
between  Cass  Lake  and  Itasca,  the  limit 
to  which  the  flowage  of  the  uppermost 
reservoir  will  reach,  is  1304  feet.  At  the 
foot  of  Pokegama  Falls,  where  the  lowest 
is  located,  350  miles  above  St.  Paul,  the 
elevation  is  1255  feet.  Thus  in  the  course 
of  the  river  through  the  whole  region 
where  five  reservoirs  are  being  construct- 
ed the  total  fall  is  less  than  fifty  feet. 
These  are  the  natural  conditions  which  the 
system  demands  as  indispensable  to  success. 
Indeed,  it  may  fairly  be  said  that  the  Up- 
per Mississippi  is  furnished  with  natural 
reservoirs,  needing  only  flood-gates  to 
make  them  serve  the  purposes  of  com- 
merce. As  long  ago  as  1860  an  inhabit- 
ant of  Minnesota  wrote:  “After  leaving 
its  source  in  Lake  Itasca,  the  Mississippi 
describes  three-quarters  of  an  immense 
circle.  Along  this'  are  Leech  Lake,  Cass 
Lake,  Winibigoshish,  and  Itasca,  with 
innumerable  minor  groups,  forming  an 
immense  system  of  lacustrine  reservoirs.” 
It  has  been  intended  to  locate  the  dams 


at  or  near  the  outlet  of  the  larger  lakes,  so 
that  by  a slight  elevation  a large  amount 
of  water  may  be  retained.  The  whole 
work  is  above  the  reach  of  navigation, 
nor  is  the  character  of  the  country  such 
that  commerce  would  ever  need  to  seek 
this  portion  of  the  stream.  The  contrast 
between  the  head-waters  of  the  Mississippi 
and  those  of  mo£t  European  or,  indeed, 
American  streams  is  as  great  as  that  be- 
tween a mountain  torrent  and  a canal. 

The  situations  of  the  dams  to  be  built, 
beginning  with  that  nearest  to  the  river’s 
source,  are  at  the  outlet  of  Lake  Wini- 
bigoshish, 110  miles  north  and  west  of 
Duluth,  and  200  miles  north  of  St.  Paul; 
at  the  outlet  of  Leech  Lake,  one  of  the 
largest  sheets  of  water  in  northern  Min- 
nesota ; at  the  outlet  of  Mud  Lake,  through 
which  Leech  Lake  River  flows  on  its  way 
to  the  Mississippi;  below  the  mouth  of 
Vermilion  River;  and  at  Pokegama  Falls. 
Pine  River  flows  into  the  Mississippi  some 
distance  below  Pokegama,  and  Gull  River 
flows  first  into  the  Crow  Wing  River  and 
thence  into  the  Mississippi  below  Brai- 
nerd.  Both  of  these  streams  are  to  be 
dammed.  These  seven  reservoirs  consti- 
tute the  system  proper.  If  they  do  all 
that  is  promised  for  them,  innumerable 
smaller  streams  will  be  put  in  durance. 

The  advocates  of  the  reservoir  system 
claim  that,  by  the  construction  of  these 
works  on  the  Upper  Mississippi,  naviga- 
tion will  be  benefited  as  far  as  the  head  of 
Lake  Pepin,  fifty-five  miles  below  St.  Paul, 
and  that,  incidentally,  river  floods  will  be 
placed  under  more  or  less  perfect  control. 

During  the  winter  season,  after  the 
river  is  closed  to  navigation,  and  before  it 
opens  in  the  spring,  the  water  supply  from 
the  upper  river  may  be  retained  without 
detriment  to  any  interest.  Though  some- 
what diminished  by  the  formation  of  ice 
and  the  freezing  up  of  marshes,  the  regu- 
lar flow  of  water  thus  imprisoned  through 
the  three  or  four  months  of  extreme  se- 
verity will  constitute  a fair  supply.  It  is 
also  certain  that  an  addition  to  the  natu- 
ral volume  of  the  river  will  be  required 
for  only  a short  period  in  the  latter  part 
of  summer  and  in  the  early  fall.  At  the 
June  freshet  of  1882  the  St.  Paul  gauge  re- 
corded twenty  feet  above  low- water  mark, 
and  a great  part  of  the  flood  came  from 
the  melting  of  snow  along  the  Upper  Min- 
nesota. Four  feet  of  water  being  a fair 
stage  for  boat3,  there  will  be  weeks  and 
even  months  of  the  summer  when  nearly 
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the  whole  supply  tributary  to  the  reser- 
voirs can  be  stored  up,  not  only  without 
injury,  but  to  the  great  benefit  of  the  riv- 
er valley,  by  lessening  the  volume  of  dis- 
astrous floods.  On  an  outside  calcula- 
tion, if  the  reservoirs  can  furnish  water 
for  one  hundred  days  in  the  year,  it  will 
be  all  that  is  desirable  even  in  the  driest 
season.  A river  requiring  more  would 
be  scarcely  worth  improving  at  all.  It 
will  take  from  fifteen  to  twenty  days  after 
the  flood-gates  of  the  dams  are  opened  for 
the  water  to  reach  St.  Paul,  the  head  of 
navigation.  The  reservoirs  will  seldom, 
if  ever,  have  to  be  opened  in  the  interest 
of  navigation  earlier  than  July  1.  From 
April  15  to  July  1 it  is  estimated  from 
careful  measurements  that  not  less  than 
41,751,903,840  cubic  feet  of  water  passes 
the  Falls  of  Pokegama,  the  point  where 
the  lowest  of  the  five  reservoirs  on  the 
Mississippi  proper  is  located.  The  reser- 
voirs, if  operated  in  the  interest  of  navi- 
gation only,  would  never  be  opened  after 
November  1.  If  the  entire  flow  from  No- 
vember 1 to  April  15  be  added,  the  quantity 
will  be  augmented  by  about  7,344,000,000 
cubic  feet,  which  can  be  retained  outside 
of  the  season  of  navigation.  This  addi- 
tion brings  the  whole  supply  available 
during  any  season  between  the  latest  as- 
signable date  for  closing  the  reservoirs  in 
the  fall  and  the  earliest  for  their  opening 
in  the  spring— two  dates  which  will  never 
both  have  to  be  adopted  in  practice  in  the 
same  season — up  to  49,095,903,840  cubic 
feet  for  the  five  upper  reservoirs  only. 
From  the  two  reservoirs  on  Gull  Lake 
River  and  Pine  River,  emptying  into  the 
Mississippi  below  the  point  of  the  preced- 
ing observations,  enough  more  will  be 
supplied  to  make  the  aggregate  available 
for  use  by  the  1st  of  July,  55,795,903,840 
cubic  feet  for  the  seven  reservoirs  above 
St.  Paul.  This  quantity,  if  all  used  in  the 
interest  of  navigation,  can  be  released,  and 
it  is  expected  to  release  it,  during  the  low- 
water  months  of  July,  August,  September, 
and  October.  This  is  the  result  of  a cal- 
culation based  on  the  most  conservative 
hypothesis,  and  therefore  an  actual  mini- 
mum. 

Suppose,  now,  the  gates  to  be  opened 
on  the  1st  of  July,  and  to  remain  open 
for  100  days — the  longest  period  that  could 
possibly  be  necessary — what  volume  of 
water  could  be  added  to  the  river?  A 
discharge  of  6400  cubic  feet  per  second 
would  amount  in  100 ‘days  to  a total  of 


55,296,000,000  cubic  feet.  It  is  therefore 
claimed  that,  under  the  most  adverse  con- 
ditions supposable,  the  seven  Upper  Mis- 
sissippi reservoirs  are  capable  of  adding 
6400  cubic  feet  per  second  to  the  volume 
of  the  stream.  Figures,  however,  are  ab- 
stractions. What  does  this  mean  to  the 
Mississippi  River,  and  to  those  who  use 
it  as  an  avenue  of  commerce?  When  the 
river  is  at  its  lowest  stage  at  St.  Paul,  the 
discharge  is  not  less  than  5800  cubic  feet 
per  second.  If  the  addition  calculated 
can  be  secured,  it  will  more  than  double 
the  volume  of  the  river,  allowance  having 
been  made  for  evaporation  and  absorp- 
tion in  so  far  as  they  can  be  computed. 
As  to  the  utility  of  such  a change,  Major 
Allen  in  one  of  his  reports  very  justly 
says,  “The  stream  must  be  despicable 
whose  navigation  could  not  be  assisted  by 
doubling  its  lowest  water  volume.”  And 
in  arriving  at  a definite  conclusion  as  to 
the  depth  of  channel  thus  secured,  he 
says : “ If  we  take  for  a discharge  of  12,200 
cubic  feet,  the  mean  velocity  at  three  feet, 
and  width  at  1000  feet,  we  have,  assuming 
the  area  of  cross  section  to  be  a rectangle, 
a depth  of  about  four  feet.  But  the  cross 
section  of  a stream  flowing  through  a 
sandy  bed  does  not  approach  the  rectan- 
gular; it  varies,  sometimes  approaching 
the  parabolic  and  sometimes  the  triangu- 
lar. The  height  of  a triangle  having  a 
base  of  1000  feet  and  area  of  4000  square 
feet  would  be  eight  feet.  It  would  cer- 
tainly be  within  safe  limits  to  say  that, 
supposing  the  width  of  water  surface  to 
be  as  much  as  1500  feet,  the  ruling  depth 
for  a flow  of  12,200  feet  per  second  would 
be  at  the  least  four  feet.” 

Here,  then,  we  arrive  at  a clear  idea  of 
what  the  reservoir  system  proposes  to  do, 
and  how  it  proposes  to  do  it.  It  prom- 
ises, with  what  prospect  of  success  its  own 
figures  must  witness,  to  gather  up  the  sup- 
ply of  water  now  running  to  waste  and 
increasing  the  devastative  power  of  floods, 
together  with  the  excess  of  the  spring  and 
fall  discharge;  to  impound  it  until  the 
stream  becomes  so  low  that  navigation 
will  shortly  be  impeded,  and  then  to  re- 
lease it  in  such  measured  quantities  as 
will  maintain  a minimum  depth  of  four 
feet  in  the  channel  at  the  head  of  naviga- 
tion the  year  round,  with  corresponding 
benefit  to  the  river  as  far  as  the  point 
where  it  broadens  out  into  Lake  Pepin. 
With  the  opening  to  settlement  of  mill- 
ions of  acres  in  the  Northwest,  and  the 
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increasing  urgency  which  their  cultiva- 
tion will  lend  to  the  question  of  transpor- 
tation to  the  sea-board,  this  is  no  inconsid- 
erable promise.  The  total  estimated  cost 
of  the  seven  dams  is  $558,135.  Such  is 
the  practical  aspect  of  the  work  to  which 
the  nation,  through  Congress,  has  given 
its  support.  We  will  now  leave  the  field 
of  reasoning  for  the  field  of  labor. 

To  reach  Lake  Winibigoshish,  the  loca- 
tion of  the  first  of  the  reservoirs,  one  must 
make  a three  days’  journey  from  St.  Paul 
into  the  wilderness.  A six  hours’  ride  over 
the  Northern  Pacific  sets  the  traveller 
down  at  the  little  town  of  Brainerd ; then 
there  is  a long  ride  of  sixty-five  miles  to 
Leech  Lake.  The  remainder  of  the  jour- 
ney is  by  canoe. 

At  the  eastern  extremity  of  Winibigo- 
shish a small  bay  turns  abruptly  to  the 
south;  and  from  its  lowest  point  issue,  in 
their  sluggish  course,  the  waters  of  the  Mis- 
sissippi. This  is  the  location  selected  for 
the  construction  of  the  first  of  the  proposed 
system  of  reservoirs.  It  was  thought  best, 
for  several  reasons,  to  begin  the  work  here. 
This  embankment  is  higher  than  any 
of  the  others,  the  elevation  of  the  reser- 
voir’s surface  above  the  present  level  of 
the  lake  being  fourteen  feet.  The  engi- 
neering difficulties  are  greater  than  will 
be  encountered  elsewhere.  The  capacity 
of  the  reservoir,  which  will  drain  an  area 
of  more  than  fourteen  hundred  square 
miles,  is  amply  sufficient  to  test  the  truth 
of  the  theory  that  the  volume  of  a river 
may  be  regulated  with  precision  by  arti- 
ficial means.  It  is  not  to  be  expected  that 
any  material  benefit  to  navigation  will  re- 
sult from  this  single  reservoir;  but  if  its 
effects  upon  the  river  equal  or  exceed  those 
foreshown  by  the  reports  of  engineers,  then 
the  value  of  the  reservoir  system  as  a whole 
will  have  been  demonstrated  to  the  senses. 


The  dam  site  at  Winibigoshish  seems  to 
have  been  expressly  designed  by  nature 
for  the  location  of  such  a work.  About 
half  a mile  below  the  outlet  of  the  lake 
rise  two  bold  elevations  on  opposite  sides 
of  the  wide  marsh  through  which  the  riv- 
er slowly  oozes.  They  form  natural  con- 
tinuations of  any  dike  placed  between 
them,  and  remove  all  danger  of  wash-outs 
at  the  extremities  of  the  dam.  The  space 
of  eleven  hundred  feet  clear  from  one  end  to 
the  other  is  converted  into  a great  wall  of 
timber- work,  clay,  sand , and  stone.  W ork 
was  begun  by  the  building  of  a series  of 
coffer-dams. 

It  must  be  borne  in  mind,  in  considering 
the  construction  of  the  dam  proper,  that 
those  in  charge  of  the  work  are  limited 
in  plan  and  execution  by  the  resources  at 
their  command.  Congress  has  thus  far 
appropriated  $525,000  to  cover  the  cost  of 
plant,  material,  and  labor.  Hence  there 
will  be  found  here  no  massive  walls  of  ma- 
sonry stretching  from  shore  to  shore,  such 
as  the  word  “ reservoir”  might  suggest  to 
one  familiar  with  the  works  of  that  name 
on  some  of  which  Great  Britain  has  spent 
hundreds  of  thousands  of  pounds.  Pri- 
marily the  reservoir  dams  are  earth  em- 
bankments, with  the  additions  necessary 
to  prevent  percolation.  Nor,  in  the  opin- 
ion of  many  competent  to  judge,  will  they 
be  on  this  account  the  more  subject  to 
accident  or  the  less  enduring. 

The  complete  embankment,  rising  to  a 
height  of  six  feet  above  the  water-line  of 
the  wasteway,  will  be  120  feet  wide  on  an 
average  at  the  base,  and  ten  feet  wide  at  the 
top,  with  a slope  of  one  on  two.  It  con- 
sists of  several  parts.  In  the  centre  is  a 
diaphragm  of  timbers  six  inches  in  thick- 
ness, bedded  in  the  hard  blue  clay  which 
underlies  the  whole  river-bottom  at  vary- 
ing depths  below  the  surface,  and  rising 
two  feet  above  the  reservoir  when  filled. 
This  diaphragm  is  inclosed  on  both  sides 
in  a clay  puddle  wall,  six  feet  in  thickness 
at  the  top,  with  a slope  of  six  on  one  to  the 
clay  foundation  below.  Within  the  cof- 
fer-dams a space  of  fifteen  feet  in  width  is 
excavated  to  a short  depth  below  the  sur- 
face of  the  blue  clay  stratum.  In  this 
the  timbers  of  the  diaphragm  are  firmly 
fixed,  and  the  puddle  wall  is  so  thorough- 
ly amalgamated  with  the  native  clay  that 
the  whole  forms  an  impervious  layer,  fif- 
teen feet  wide  at  the  base  and  six  feet  at 
the  top,  which  extends  four  feet  above  the 
high-water  line  of  the  reservoir.  This  is 


Digitized  by 


Gck  igle 


Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


THE  RESERVOIR  SYSTEM. 


621 


CROSS  SUCTION  AT  DAM  SITE. 


the  real  retaining  wall  of  the  dam.  The 
remainder  is  added  chiefly  to  give  an  im- 
movable weight  and  solidity  to  the  struc- 
ture, that  it  may  be  able  to  resist  both  the 
enormous  pressure  of  more  than  15,400 
square  feet  of  water  surface,  and  the  ac- 
tion of  waves  with  a sweep  of  miles  behind 
them.  Outside  of  the  puddle  wall  the  em- 
bankment is  chiefly  sand  and  the  natural 
earth  foundation.  Its  base  is  bounded  by 
continuous  lines  of  sheet  piling,  and  when 
completed  it  will  be  covered  with  clay, 
gravel,  and  sod  to  the  depth  of  two  feet. 
The  face  slope  from  the  bottom  of  the 
reservoir  to  the  top  of  the  embankment, 
and  the  rear  to  about  four  feet  above 
low-water  line,  are  riprapped  with  stone. 
That  end  of  the  dam  which  fronts  the 
natural  channel  of  the  river  is  devoted 


quantity  of  water  that  could  possibly 
reach  the  dam  at  any  season,  can  be 
discharged.  Directly  above  these, 
which  are  placed  with  the  upper  sur- 
face on  a level  with  the  low-water 
line  of  the  reservoir,  is  a wasteway 
140  feet  in  length,  over  which  the 
surplus  water  can  pour  should  the 
supply  exceed  the  capacity  of  the 
dam.  Ample  protection  against  the 
undermining  action  of  the  eddy  is 
placed  in  the  rear.  This  timber  sec- 
tion of  the  dam  is  most  interesting 
and  important.  A reservoir  where 
the  releasing  is  as  carefully  looked 
after  as  the  retaining  of  the  water, 
and  is  managed  on  as  grand  a scale, 
is  elsewhere  practically  unknown. 

Such  are  some  features  of  this  important 
work,  constructed  in  a wilderness  farther 
from  St.  Paul  in  point  of  time  than  St. 
Paul  is  from  New  York.  Every  piece  of 
machinery,  every  tool,  every  pound  of 
supplies,  and  nearly  all  the  workmen  em- 
ployed have  been  transported  more  than 
one  hundred  miles  over  roads  which  were 
in  great  part  laid  out  for  the  purpose.  It 
has  required  rare  courage  and  executive 
ability  to  compel  success  from  such  hos- 
tile conditions.  Everything  had  in  it 
some  element  that  could  not  be  accurate- 
ly calculated  in  advance.  Estimates  were 
pretty  sure  to  be  inaccurate,  and  a great 
part  of  the  work  is  so  entirely  without 
precedent  that  only  its  development  could 
indicate  what  would  be  required.  Conse- 
quently the  contract  system  was  abandon- 


to  the  works  necessary  to  regulate  the  ed  at  the  outset.  The  management  of 
outflow  of  water.  Twenty-four  sluices,  practical  details  has  been  confided  to  Mr. 
controlled  by  flood-gates,  are  constructed  Charles  Wanzer,  assistant  of  engineers, 
through  a mass  of  crib  timber-work  rest-  the  presiding  genius  of  active  work  at 
ing  on  a pile  foundation.  These  supply  Winibigoshish.  He  has  been  obliged  to 
the  means  of  exit.  Through  them  12,000  superintend  everything  in  person,  and  to 
cubic  feet  per  second,  or  nearly  twice  the  decide  the  multitudes  of  unforeseen  qucs- 
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tions  which  are  constantly  presenting 
themselves. 

It  was  not  until  January  9,  1882,  that 
the  work  was  actually  commenced.  The 
remainder  of  the  winter  was  devoted 
largely  to  preparing  for  activity  in  the 
spring.  A heavy  boiler  for  a steam  saw- 
mill, and  tons  of  supplies  that  could  not 
possibly  have  been  carried  by  boat,  were 
hauled  through  the  woods  and  over  the 
frozen  surface  of  the  lakes.  A busy  lit- 
tle saw -mill,  capable  of  cutting  25,000 
feet  of  lumber  per  day,  was  built  on  the 
river  between  the  lake  and  the  dam 
site.  The  timber  for  the  work,  about 

1.750.000  feet  of  magnificent  white  and 
Norway  pine,  was  cut  on  the  borders  of 
the  lake,  from  land  belonging  to  the  Chip- 
pewa reservation.  Ten  buildings,  to  be 
used  as  quarters  for  men  and  teams,  were 
erected,  250  tons  of  ice  were  stored,  and 
everything  was  placed  on  a working  basis. 
Since  then  there  has  been  no  intermission 
of  labor.  The  government  owns  a small 
steamer  on  the  lake.  It  is  115  feet  over 
all,  and  among  the  excellent  services 
which  it  has  rendered  are  the  towing  of 

1.450.000  feet  of  logs  an  average  distance 
of  ten  miles  across  the  lake,  and  the  trans- 
portation of  525  cubic  yards  of  rock,  for 
masonry-work  and  riprapping,  on  barges 
built  upon  the  location  for  that  purpose. 
Two  steam  pile-drivers,  also  built  upon  the 
location,  have  been  in  constant  use ; and  it 
requires  an  effort  of  the  imagination  to  con- 
ceive of  a bustling  workshop,  such  as  this, 
more  than  one  hundred  miles,  not  from  a 
lemon,  but  from  a coil  of  rope  or  a keg  of 
spikes.  The  same  bed  of  blue  clay  which 
forms  the  foundation  for  the  dam  supplies 
material  for  the  puddle  wall.  It  is  taken 
out  on  shore  a short  distance  below  the 
site,  carried  to  the  required  spot  on  barges, 
and  packed  into  an  impervious  mass  un- 
der the  eye  of  a foreman  who  jealously 
watches  the  construction  of  every  cubic 
inch  of  this  most  important  part  of  the 
work.  The  dam  at  Leech  Lake  was  be- 
gun later,  and  others  will  be  completed  as 
rapidly  as  possible. 

The  reservoirs  will  not  be,  when  com- 
pleted, so  many  isolated  dams,  but  will 
form  a connected  system.  The  water 
from  the  other  four  on  the  Upper  Missis- 
sippi must  pass  through  the  one  located  at 
Pokegama  Falls.  It  will  therefore  act 
to  some  extent  as  a distributing  reservoir, 
being  the  first  to  be  called  on  in  time  of 
need;  and  it,  in  turn,  will  replenish  its 


stores  from  those  above.  The  injury  from 
overflow  is  inconsiderable,  the  land  flood- 
ed being  chiefly  tamarack  swamp. 

Some  fear  has  been  expressed  lest  tho 
continued  destruction  of  forests  in  North- 
ern Minnesota  should  render  the  reservoirs 
useless  by  diminishing  the  rain  supply. 
The  most  careful  meteorological  observa- 
tions in  this  section  indicate  that  while 
the  cutting  of  timber  may  change  the  gen- 
eral character  of  the  seasons,  bringing  in- 
frequent heavy  storms  in  the  place  of  gen- 
tler long-continued  rains,  it  seems  to  have 
had  thus  far  no  calculable  effect  upon  the 
total  rain-fall.  On  one  point  there  has  been 
more  misapprehension  than  on  all  others 
combined.  It  has  been  asserted  frequent- 
ly that  the  sudden  release  of  water  from 
the  reservoirs,  and  the  consequent  rise  of 
the  Mississippi,  will  be  a source  of  constant 
perplexity  and  even  danger  to  those  en- 
gaged in  river  industries ; and  that  the  in- 
creased evaporation  and  absorption  over 
the  larger  water  area  thus  created  will  up- 
set all  calculations.  Were  any  such  thing 
as  a sudden  influx  of  water  contemplated 
or  possible,  this  would  doubtless  be  true. 
But  the  practical  operation  of  the  reservoirs 
is  intended  to  be  simply  as  follows : When 
the  upper  river  gauges  show  a daily  fall 
of  water,  and  it  is  evident  that  in  two  or 
three  weeks  the  depth  of  channel  near  the 
head  of  navigation  will  be  less  than  four 
feet,  an  order  will  be  telegraphed  to  those 
operating  the  dams  to  release  enough  wa- 
ter to  keep  the  river  at  that  stage.  The 
number  of  sluices  to  be  opened  from  day 
to  day  will  depend  entirely  upon  tho  vary- 
ing stages  of  the  river,  but  in  no  case  will 
there  be  a sudden  release  of  imprisoned 
water  in  volume  sufficient  to  fill  the  banks 
beyond  the  immediate  vicinity  of  the  dams. 
In  one  word,  the  purpose  of  the  reservoirs 
is  not  to  raise  the  river,  but  to  keep  it  from 
falling. 


ESCAPE.  ^ 

Airy  and  light,  drifting  bo  slow, 

Drifting  softly,  I see 
Coming  through  air  the  feathery  snow 
Of  the  milk-weed  unto  me. 

Scarcely  I feel  its  touch  so  light; 

See,  ’tis  wafted  away; 

Grasp  it  I can  not  in  its  flight; 

’Tis  far  on  the  wind  at  play. 

Like  to  a love  which  the  heart  doth  know 
Within  itself  to  be, 

Swiftly  cold  reason  pursues,  and  lo! 

Love  flutters  bis  wings  and  is  free. 
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WHEN  Johnny  brought  her  cloak  or 
her  dinner  to  the  factory  door,  he 
always  left  them  for  “our  Annie,”  and 
his  confidence  in  the  efficacy  of  the  pro- 
noun and  his  contempt  for  any  other  ap- 
pellation caused  his  name  for  her  to  fol- 
low her  even  inside  the  door,  where  it 
clung  to  her,  and  invested  her  with  an 
affectionate  distinction  in  a place  where 
the  strictest  justice  is  meted  out  by  popu- 
lar opinion,  and  that  opinion  never  too 
modest  to  make  its  verdict  public. 

There  were  some  among  us  who  thought 
her  worthy  of  the  name  of  heroine  as  well, 
though  when  she  came  to  be  compared 
with  the  accepted  standard  in  literature, 
the  divergence  was  so  wide  that  her  title 
was  clearly  open  to  dispute. 

She  was  not  beautiful,  to  begin  with; 
hers  was  a quiet  face,  dark  eyed  and  shy, 
and  not  one  to  impress  an  observer  unless 
it  had  been  seen  upon  an  occasion,  when 
struggling  hate  and  victorious  love  trans- 
figured it,  and  such  occasions  are  rare  in 
a lifetime.  As  a rule,  the  heroines  who 
wander  somewhat  inanely  on  from  pref- 
ace to  finis  have  but  one  occupation,  that  of 
love-making,  and  this  excludes  all  others. 
They  toil  not,  neither  do  they  spin,  nor 
take  any  thought  for  raiment.  Clothes, 
becoming  and  imperishable,  grow  upon 
them.  They  go  through  fire  and  flood, 
mire  and  snow,  with  no  disfigurement  of 
scorching  or  bedrabbling,  or  they 

11  Sit  in  splendor,  like  the  sun, 

Shining  with  nothing  at  all  to  do.” 

If  by  any  miracle  a venturous  author 
makes  his  heroine  labor  for  her  dress  and 
shoes,  with  what  a flourish  of  trumpets 
is  that  fact  proclaimed,  and  with  what 
special  providences  he  surrounds  her,  that 
this  monotonous  business  known  as  ‘ ‘ earn- 
ing a living”  may  not  be  painfully  pro- 
longed! In  a late  case  an  unfortunate 
young  lady  made  a few  aesthetic  bonnets, 
but  wealthy  friends  and  a lordly  lover  hov- 
ered near  to  see  that  she  did  not  overtax 
herself,  and  to  protest  at  intervals  against 
her  doing  anything  whatever.  Not  so 
with  our  Annie.  From  the  hardest  of 
mattresses  she  rose  singing  in  the  morn- 
ing, and,  rain  or  shine,  trudged  to  her 
work,  returning  long  after  the  sun  had 
set.  Of  her  and  thousands  like  her  it  was 
sternly  written  from  eternity  that  “one 
who  can  not  work  in  this  universe  can 


not  get  existed  in  it,”  and  it  was  her  spe- 
cific business  to  keep  herself,  and  certain 
others  dependent  upon  her,  alive,  which 
she  did  by  the  labor  of  her  hands,  wealth 
and  nobility,  as  lookers-on,  being  conspic- 
uously absent. 

Notwithstanding  which  she  was  busy 
and  light-hearted  as  any  chirping  sparrow 
— that  despised  bird,  in  common  with  her 
class,  being  taxed  with  many  vices,  but 
never  with  sulkiness  or  laziness.  Her 
shoes  would  wear  out,  to  her  sorrow,  and 
her  dress  fray  at  the  seams;  worse  than 
that,  when  spring  rains  poured  down 
upon  her,  it  was  not  without  reason  John- 
ny teasingly  sung, 

“ Jenny’s  a’  wat,  poor  body, 

Jenny’s  seldom  dry; 

She  draiglet  a’  her  petticoatie 
Cornin’  iliro’  the  rye.” 

She  hated  a wet  and  ravelled  skirt,  and 
to  keep  her  dress  of  gray  wool  neat  at  the 
bottom,  she  cut  it  off  whenever  it  began  to 
sprout  into  ragged  threads ; but  it  needed 
the  pruning  process  so  often  that  if  it  did 
not,  like  the  dress  of  the  ballet-dancer, 
begin  too  late,  it  must  certainly,  like  that, 
have  ended  too  soon,  had  she  not  taken 
the  precaution  to  piece  it  at  the  top.  There- 
fore in  external  decoration  the  statuesque 
heroines  of  fiction  left  little  Annie  far  be- 
hind, and  in  this  respect  quite  hopeless  of 
ever  overtaking  them.  Their  draperies 
float  or  cling,  and  the  plainest  fall  grace- 
fully in  simple  folds  to  their  feet,  but  when 
were  they  ever  pieced  at  the  top  to  eke 
them  out  ? 

As  quite  a secondary,  if  not  accident- 
al consideration,  Annie  “kept  company” 
with  Tom,  who  stood  at  his  table  and  cut 
by  thousands  the  shirts  she  made  by  doz- 
ens. She  must  have  made  them  ail  the 
same,  whoever  held  the  keen  knife,  the 
price  of  them  being  highly  necessary  to 
her  getting  existed.  For  her  this  world’s 
business  consisted  first  inliving;  after  that, 
in  loving.  He  was  like  the  sugar  in  her 
tea  or  the  butter  on  her  bread,  not  abso- 
lutely necessary,  but  very  pleasant  withal, 
and  not  to  be  relinquished  without  a pang. 
His  tenderness  flavored  a life  that  must 
have  been  either  flat  or  bitter  without 
him,  but  which,  with  him,  was  not  only 
endurable,  but  hopeful,  contented,  and 
sometimes  blissfully  happy.  There  was 
neither  romance,  nor  rivalry,  nor  mystery 
in  an  affair  so  commonplace.  Tom  was 

Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


Digitized  by 


Google 


624 


HARPER’S  NEW  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE. 


“our  Annie’s  steady  company,”  and  all 
the  factory  had,  for  two  years,  quietly 
accepted  and  understood  the  situation. 
Their  attachment  was  like  the  constant 
flame  of  a burning  lamp,  rather  than  the 
wild,  irregular  glitter  of  love’s  phosphor- 
escent light;  some  day  they  were  to  be 
married,  and  waited  only,  as  such  lovers 
do,  for  a favoring  opportunity.  Mean- 
while she  was  satisfied  with  the  daily  nod 
and  smile  she  looked  for  and  received  as 
she  passed  the  cutter’s  table.  She  could 
even  be  proud  of  Tom;  he  was  not  only 
strong  and  handsome,  but  ambitious,  mas- 
ter of  his  trade,  and  bound  to  make  money 
by  it.  When  he  was  head  cutter,  and  the 
old  folks  comfortably  settled,  when  John- 
ny was  big  enough  to  take  the  burden 
from  her  shoulders,  then  she  might  begin 
to  think  of  her  simple  trousseau.  With 
such  thoughts  to  speed  her  fingers,  she 
would  sing  softly  to  herself,  and  her  cup 
of  joy  seemed  too  full  to  keep  without 
sharing.  There  was  something  more  than 
generous  in  the  manner  of  her  diffusing 
so  small  a sunbeam  of  happiness  to  her 
right  hand  and  to  her  left.  She  befriend- 
ed a new  worker,  forlorn,  homesick,  and 
discouraged,  with  a kindly  grace  that 
sprung  from  her  own  glad  heart,  and  im- 
parted to  her  in  a few  days  all  those  se- 
crets whereby  labor’  might  be  saved,  and 
which  it  had  taken  her  some  years  of  toil 
to  discover.  When  the  crusty  foreman 
of  the  pressers  would  no  longer  grant  the 
privilege  of  making  tea  upon  the  laun- 
dry stove,  our  Annie  found  a way.  Down 
upon  her  knees  she  went,  and  patiently 
boiled  her  water  on  a hot  flat-iron,  and 
shared  her  cupful  with  a comrade,  and 
Hebe’s  immortal  bosom  never  thrilled 
with  more  delight,  hearing  Olympian 
praises  of  her  nectar,  than  did  Annie’s 
when  there  was  a gathering  of  the  clans, 
a rise  in  hot  irons,  and  the  corner  in  boil- 
ing water  being  broken,  little  clouds  of 
fragrant  steam  arose  once  more  to  that 
black  and  sooty  heaven,  the  factory  ceil- 
ing. When  grimy  and  fatal  oil  spots, 
almost  as  tragic  in  their  consequences  as 
that  “damned  spot”  which  would  not 
“ out”  for  all  the  perfumed  washings  and 
invocations  of  Lady  Macbeth,  scared  some 
poor  timid  worker  with  their  ruinous  ug- 
liness, Annie  would  leave  her  seat,  and 
with  a drop  of  cold  water  and  her  magical 
touch  restore  the  snowy  whiteness  of  the 
fabric.  When  a neighbor’s  scissors  grew 
dull,  and  funds  for  sharpening  were  low, 


she  gave  them  an  edge  upon  the  neck  of 
a glass  bottle,  counting  her  time  well 
spent  for  a grateful  “ Oh,  thank  you !”  and 
her  needles,  her  oil,  her  soap  to  smooth  a 
stubborn  seam,  or  to  hide  the  lime  in 
weighted  muslins,  were  ever  at  the  service 
of  others,  who  were  not  slow  to  avail  them- 
selves of  her  liberality.  With  a piece- 
worker, time  is  litemlly  money,  and 
though  the  power  of  fifty  horses  drove 
the  wheels,  it  would  have  taken  a concen- 
tration of  selfishness  not  possessed  by  An- 
nie to  see  any  one,  unaided,  trying  vainly 
to  make  living  wages  on  shirts  at  fifty 
cents  a dozen.  To  a more  worldly-minded 
worker,  who  chided  her  good-nature,  and 
reminded  her  of  her  own  loss,  she  replied, 

“But,  dear  heart,  you  don’t  want  a 
voice  from  heaven  or  handwriting  on 
the  wall  to  tell  you  what  to  do,  when 
there’s  something  to  be  done  and  nobody 
by  but  yourself  to  do  it!” — a homely  par- 
aphrase of  the  noble  maxim,  Do  the  duty 
that  lies  nearest. 

There  was  nothing  in  her  akin  to  the 
priest  or  Levite  who  merely  looked  on 
or  passed  by;  she  had  the  sociable  Samar- 
itan way  of  crossing  over  and  giving  her 
two  pence  unsolicited ; and  in  the  exclu- 
sive society  of  the  other  world — more  ex- 
clusive and  more  just,  perhaps,  than  this — 
little  Annie  and  that  good  man  may  stand 
side  by  side  with  other  kindly  company 
whose  merits  have  been  overlooked  or 
underrated. 

It  seemed  impossible  for  harm  to  befall 
one  so  gentle  and  so  safe  in  her  obscurity. 
That  heaven’s  lightning  should  fell  a 
heaven -defying  tree  or  tower  is  in  the 
course  of  nature;  but  that  it  should  de- 
scend merely  to  root  up  and  blast  a simple 
violet,  or  strike  a wild  bird  dead  in  ruth- 
less violence,  appeared  to  us  who  saw  it 
like  blindest  fate  or  bitterest  chance. 

One  frosty  winter’s  morning  a stranger 
came  into  the  factory  to  work.  Her  white 
and  awkward  fingers  fumbling  nervously 
with  the  bands,  her  softer  voice  and  finer 
dress,  marked  one  who  had  descended  a 
step  or  two  to  walk  upon  our  level.  A 
fierce  tempest  it  must  have  been  that 
drove  her  from  her  world  down  to  this, 
so  poor,  so  bare,  so  grinding.  No  noble- 
man sighed  nor  wealthy  friend  protested 
in  her  case,  nor  were  there,  apparently, 
any  aesthetic  bonnets  to  be  made.  Silent 
but  assiduous,  she  took  her  place,  and  what- 
ever she  thought  of  the  poor  company  in 
which  she  found  herself,  she  breathed  no 
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word  of  it  aloud.  The  absence  of  a lord- 
ly lover  may  have  sealed  her  lips,  for  she 
never  declared  loudly  of  us,  as  did  the 
bonnet-maker,  that  we  were  guilty  of  a 
newly  discovered  sin,  exclusiveness  being 
new  to  us,  at  all  events. 

“They  are  poor  silly  things,  most  of 
them,  and  as  full  of  prejudice  and  exclu- 
siveness as  any  one,”  she  avers.  “I’ve 
never  seen  distinctions  in  society  so  awful 
as  the  distinctions  between  shop-girls  and 
parlor -girls.  I supposed  once  that  all 
work-people  were  on  a level,  but  really  I 
had  no  idea  of  inequality  till  I came  down 
to  them.” 

Little  Annie  knew  nothing  of  the  criti- 
cisms flung  at  her  class  by  one  not  born 
to  labor,  if  there  are  any  such,  and  had  she 
known  it,  she  would  never  in  consequence 
have  bidden  Alice  keep  her  distance.  She 
might  have  wondered  greatly,  as  some  of 
us  did,  what  occupation  “a  parlor-girl” 
followed,  that  a chasm  so  awful  yawned 
between  her  and  a shop-girl ; but  factory- 
girls  are  on  a plane  still  lower,  perhaps, 
and  as  they  live  and  eat  and  work  to- 
gether from  dawn  till  dark,  draw  only  one 
distinction,  the  natural  one  between  vice 
and  virtue,  and  recognize  but  one  inequal- 
ity, that  which  gives  a skillful  worker  the 
advantage  over  one  less  deft.  The  stran- 
ger sat  by  Annie,  whose  dark  eyes  saw 
with  instant  pity  how  sorrowful  and  ill  at 
ease  she  looked,  and  knowing  every  turn 
in  labor’s  long  lane,  she  would  not  see  her 
go  astray.  Sympathy  delicately  express- 
ed by  encouraging  smiles  and  a helpful 
hand  soon  won  her  confidence,  and  in  a 
few  weeks  Annie  was  the  acknowledged 
protector  and  friend  of  one  her  senior  by 
a year  at  least.  As  one  who  nurses  some 
poor  transplanted  flower  sees  it  at  last 
upon  a sunny  morning  raise  its  drooping 
head  and  turn  its  leaves  to  the  light,  and 
knows  that  it  will  root  and  bloom,  so 
Alice's  self-appointed  guardian  rejoiced 
when  she  lifted  her  blue  eyes  to  look 
around,  and  counted  her  work  at  the  day’s 
end,  and  gayly  smiled  to  find  the  count  so 
creditable. 

“ I shall  really  be  able  to  pay  my  way,” 
she  cried,  and,  as  an  after-thought,  “ many 
thanks  to  you,”  while  Annie  told  her 
how  she  might  do  better  on  the  morrow, 
not  dreaming  that  there  are  plants  which 
twine  and  hug,  and  with  their  parasitic 
breath  and  clinging  arras  kill  the  brave 
sapling  that  nourishes  them ; and  so,  as  in 
the  nurse’s  tale,  they  gaed,  and  they  gaed, 


till  spring-time  came  again,  and  with  the 
awakening  buds  and  blossoms  bitter  wis- 
dom came  to  one  at  least. 

When  Tom  had  looked,  through  the 
long  winter  hours,  where  duty  and. incli- 
nation bade  him,  to  the  face  of  his  sweet- 
heart, he  saw  the  stranger’s  shy  sweet 
glances,  and  slowly  became  aware  that  he 
looked  twice  as  often  as  before;  and  if  he 
did,  he  asked  himself,  who  was  to  blame 
for  it?  He  had  not  walked  into  tempta- 
tion nor  courted  it;  it  met  him  suddenly 
with  his  feet  set  in  honor’s  path,  and  as- 
sailed him  there  unarmed  and  unprepared. 
He  could  not  look  at  Annie  and  not  see 
Alice ; he  could  not  but  compare  this  deli- 
cate porcelain  with  the  coarser  ware  which 
fate  had  assigned  to  his  lot.  He  was  am- 
bitious of  the  best  in  all  things,  in  his 
work  and  in  his  ways,  and  so,  in  love,  his 
virtue  had  a fatal  leaning  toward  vice. 
He  saw  a woman  of  finer  mould  than  the 
woman  who  was  waiting  his  word,  and 
saw,  too,  that  she  recognized  and  approved 
of  his  ambition,  could  help  him,  being  a 
step  above  him,  as  Annie  never  could,  and 
be  a credit  to  him.  If  she  held  him  bound 
— well,  he  had  made  a fatal  mistake  for 
himself ; but  if  she  held  him  to  it,  he  would 
not  swerve  from  the  fulfillment  of  a plain 
duty;  he  had  no  more  intention  of  de- 
frauding little  Annie  than  he  had  of  turn- 
ing soldier  or  sailor,  or  otherwise  chan- 
ging his  trade.  Until  the  day  when  Annie 
herself  saw  the  thoughts  of  his  inmost 
soul  laid  bare  by  an  accident  that  he  had 
no  power  to  avert,  he  kept  his  secret,  or 
thought  he  kept  it,  as  well  as  is  in  the 
power  of  man  to  keep  such  a secret,  which 
at  best  is  not  very  well. 

Was  it  by  coincidence  merely,  or  was  it 
by  design,  that  one  day,  when  they  were 
all  free  at  dinner  hour  to  draw  new  breath 
or  stretch  their  cramped  limbs,  a merry 
singer  gayly  sung  her  “Courage  Song,” 
low  at  first,  and  then  louder,  with  her 
bright  eyes  fixed  on  Annie  ? 

“ And  if  heaven,  bending  over, 

Should  turn  black  instead  of  blue, 

If  my  own,  my  own  true-lover 
Should  prove  false  instead  of  true, 

Do  you  think  for  the  untrue  one  I would  cry? 
No ; I’d  laugh  and  get  a new  one — that  would  I !” 

“I  hate  that  song,”  cried  Annie;  “it 
has  a broken  heart  in  it.” 

“What  would  you  do,  then?”  asked 
the  singer,  while  her  companions  glanced 
compassionately  at  Annie.  “You  can’t  die 
just  because  you  want  to,  you  know.” 
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‘ 4 Then  I would  live  to  weary  Heaven 
for  justice,”  she  said,  with  sudden  fire, 
and  rose  to  resume  her  work,  wondering 
somewhat  at  the  earnest  eyes  that  looked 
into  hers,  but  more  at  Alice’s  averted  face, 
crimson  to  the  forehead.  Days  after, when 
the  very  air  seemed  to  bring  her  ill  omens, 
she  thought  of  it.  In  a path  where  the 
roses  of  love  and  pleasure  grow  thick  on 
every  side  a wayward  hand  reaching  over 
might  pluck  a bud  or  two  and  the  loss  re- 
main unnoticed,  but  in  a life  that  is  bar- 
ren and  desolate  except  for  the  greenness 
of  a single  cherished  plant,  the  jealous 
eye  detects  every  change,  and  after  some 
months  of  painful  doubting,  Annie  found 
that  the  blossoms  she  loved  were  strange- 
ly blighted ; not  in  a single  night,  but 
slowly,  surely,  as  if  the  secret  dews  that 
nourished  them  were  gradually  withheld ; 
their  perfume  and  their  color  went,  and 
all  their  ancient  sweetness,  and  as  they 
dropped  their  dry  leaves  one  by  one 
through  her  trembling  fingers,  she  knew 
that  they  were  dead.  Then  the  sun  van- 
ished, and  the  heavens  frowned  like  bra- 
zen walls,  from  which  she  hid  her  face  in 
terror,  mourning  like  the  Arabian  emir 
of  old,  “Wherefore  is  light  given  unto 
him  that  is  in  misery,  and  life  unto  the 
bitter  of  soul;  which  long  for  death,  but 
it  cometh  not,  and  dig  for  it  more  than  for 
hid  treasures ; which  rejoice  exceedingly 
and  are  glad  when  they  can  find  the 
grave  ?”  Wandering  bewildered  in  a 
darkened  land,  like  one  in  an  evil  dream, 
she  could  not  but  know  who  had  stolen 
her  lover  from  her,  and  it  was  in  those 
days  that  she  took  to  discussing  theolo- 
gical questions  in  her  own  mind  with  un- 
wonted vehemence  as  she  stitched,  not 
that  they  were  a diversion  or  recreation, 
but  only  because  she  could  not  help  it. 

Was  there  a heaven  ? and  when  one 
had  by  martyrdom  won  an  entrance, 
would  its  strange  unwelcome  aspect  and 
cold  spirituality  be  any  compensation  for 
the  familiar  joys  of  the  dear  old  earth  so 
reluctantly  resigned  ? She  was  amazed  to 
find  that,  even  with  death  possible,  the 
paradise  of  the  blessed  was  nothing  to  her, 
any  more  than  Italy  or  Spain  might  be; 
she  had  no  longing  to  see  them,  nor  to  be 
thrust  into  heaven  against  her  will.  Was 
there  a hell,  then,  and  eternal  punishment 
for  false  friends  and  deceitful  lovers?  and 
was  it  wicked  to  be  glad  ? She  was  shock- 
ed to  find  that  she  was  fast  growing  wick- 
ed in  the  hard  certainty  that  God  would 
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punish  all  falsehood  and  deceit,  and  that 
it  was  any  comfort  to  think  so.  The  poor 
little  violet  whose  leaves  had  reached  up 
toward  the  sky,  drawn  thither  by  love’s 
soft  sunlight,  had  still  its  dark  root  in  die 
black  earth,  and  if  Annie  again  turned 
heavenward,  it  was,  as  she  said,  to  weary 
the  saints  for  justice.  Did  God  mean  to 
punish  her  by  so  sore  a trial  ? Like  right- 
eous Job,  she  felt  she  had  not  merited  her 
suffering;  that  it  was  not  the  natural  con- 
sequence of  her  own  acts,  but  a frightful 
calamity  that  had  befallen  her,  and  she 
prayed  that  she  might  die.  Then,  in  the 
fierce  reaction  of  jealous  passion,  she 
hoped  that  they  might  be  punished  for 
their  perfidy,  not  hereafter,  but  here, 
where  she  could  see  and  know ; and  still 
the  everlasting  wheels  whirled  around  as 
she  stitched,  and  her  whole  life  whirled 
round  with  them.  That  one  prayer,  at 
least,  God  put  into  her  power  to  fulfill, 
or  leave  unfulfilled,  for  herself. 

She  still  wore  upon  her  finger  the  cir- 
clet of  gold  that  Tom  had  placed  there; 
and  though  they  were  estranged— that 
was  undeniable — they  had  not  quarrelled, 
nor  spoken  the  words  which  must  part 
them.  That  he  would  never  do,  she  was 
sure ; but  she  would  prove  it,  for  the  strain 
of  suspense  was  greater  than  she  could 
bear.  Alice,  glancing  sideways,  measured 
her  with  the  bonnet  - maker's  measure, 
which  may,  from  her  level,  be  correct 
They  are  poor  silly  things  most  of  them, 
this  one  especially  so — poor,  for  she  lost 
her  lover,  silly,  in  that  she  had  not  chosen 
a truer  friend;  but  Alice  never  dreamed 
of  the  storm  raging  beneath  that  calm  ex- 
terior; nor  did  Tom,  who  wondered  at  her 
tameness;  while  she , under  her  eyelids, 
saw,  and  felt  too,  his  bright,  flashing,  cruel 
knife  crunching  and  dividing  with  un- 
erring certainty  from  morning  till  night, 
till  it  seemed  as  if  her  heart  lay  bare  be- 
neath the  stroke.  She  would  not  stay  to 
be  tortured  so ; she  would  end  it  now. 

Rising  from  her  seat,  she  folded  the 
work  she  had  finished,  and  carried  it  to 
be  inspected;  she  must  pass  Tom's  table 
on  her  way  to  the  room  below,  and  she 
had  resolved  to  lay  the  ring  before  him 
without  a word:  she  could  not  breathe 
till  that  was  done.  But  some  one  stood 
in  her  path.  Lifting  her  eyes,  she  saw 
Alice,  whom  she  had  not  missed  from  her 
side.  Though  her  back  was  turned,  An- 
nie could  see  the  flush  on  her  fair  cheek, 
her  pretty,  shy  face  raised  to  his,  while 
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she  waited  for  the  bands  he  was  cutting. 
They  did  not  notice  her,  nor  even  see  her 
as  she  passed,  crying  aloud  in  her  soul  for 
vengeance  upon  them,  while  Heaven  list- 
ened and  answered  her  prayer.  She  loi- 
tered by  the  inspector’s  desk,  and  return- 
ed with  leisurely  step,  carrying  her  new 
work  in  her  arms:  she  had  slipped  the 
ring  from  her  finger,  and  wrapped  it  in  a 
scrap  of  clean  muslin;  the  little  package 
burned  her  palm : she  could  not  go  back 
to  her  seat  with  her  purpose  unaccom- 
plished. Lingering  by  the  door,  she  look- 
ed within.  How  absorbed  they  were  ! 
She  waited  with  as  much  patience  as  her 
sorely  tried  soul  could  summon,  for  he 
could  not  cut  bands  forever,  though  he 
evidently  prolonged  the  task  to  its  utmost 
extent;  nor  could  Alice  tarry  many  min- 
utes more,  for  all  her  dainty  counting 
them,  and  taking  them  up  one  by  one 
with  her  white  and  slender  fingers,  and 
doubting  that  she  had  enough  until  he 
counted  them  again.  Annie  lost  not  a 
glance  nor  a smile;  she  would,  woman- 
like, have  gleaned  them  all  though  pur- 
gatorial pains  were  in  them;  and  so  they 
stood,  unconscious  of  the  flashing  eyes 
that  watched  them. 

Could  she  ever  forget  those  minutes 
which  seemed  unending,  or  the  long  room 
photographed  forever  on  her  memory? 
Shining  beneath  his  table,  the  swiftly  re- 
volving shaft  gleamed  in  the  waning 
light,  twisting  noiselessly,  like  a mighty 
snake  in  pain,  turning,  now  visible,  now 
in  shadow,  as  it  had  turned  for  years  be- 
fore. Close  to  the  floor,  and  projecting 
beyond  the  end  of  the  table,  the  treacher- 
ous rod  spun  round  till  the  air  was  blurred 
with  its  motion,  as  it  had  spun  harmless 
for  months.  Once  they  had  imprisoned 
it  in  a box,  which,  carelessly  broken,  had 
never  been  replaced.  No  one  could  be 
caught  by  it,  or  fail  to  see  it,  who  walked 
toward  it,  for  its  draught  alone  was  warn- 
ing to  one  who  approached  it,  and  who 
ever  walked  backward  in  a place  like 
that? 

Alice,  perfidious  Alice!  Moving  as  if 
to  depart,  she  saw— they  both  saw — the 
pale  face,  the  bended  brows,  the  disquiet- 
ing eyes  flashing  upon  them  in  astonished 
observation,  and  startled  into  guilty  recoil, 
she  took  that  one  step  backward.  Some- 
thing in  that  dreadful  look  reminded  her 
of  death  and  judgment;  while  Annie,  in 
mental  misery,  was  madly  demanding  of 
her  own  soul,  “And  does  the  Lord  com- 


mand us  to  forgive  our  enemies  while  He 
bums  His  ?” 

Then  for  answer  she  saw  her  enemy 
sway  and  totter,  pulled  backward  toward 
the  shaft,  heard  her  sharp  cry,  and  under- 
stood. The  deadly  draught  had  caught 
but  a wandering  thread  of  her  flounce, 
then  the  dress  itself,  and  fast  in  a gigantic 
embrace,  from  which  neither  her  own 
strength  nor  Tom’s  could  release  her,  they 
writhed  together,  while  her  shrieks  para- 
lyzed those  who,  having  lost  presence  of 
mind,  were  powerless  to  assist  her.  He 
had  sprung  to  her  at  her  first  cry,  knife  in 
hand,  but  in  her  unreasoning  terror  she 
threw  herself  upon  him,  pinioned  his  arms, 
and  clung  to  him,  though  he  shouted  and 
entreated  in  agony,  “For  your  life,  for 
your  life,  Alice,  let  me  go!” 

She  heard  nothing,  saw  nothing;  her 
head  was  on  his  breast,  her  arms  around 
him,  and  the  knife  fell  from  his  grasp. 
Of  no  avail  to  brace  himself  against  the 
table,  and  hold  her  till  the  muscles  stood 
out  upon  his  skin  like  whip-cords,  his  one- 
man  power  against  that  of  fifty  horses — 
which  dragged  them  to  the  floor,  had 
them  down  upon  their  knees,  will  grind 
them  to  powder  unless  some  angel  inter- 
vene. She  who  stood  in  the  doorway, 
looking  with  horror  upon  her  answered 
prayer,  saw  in  his  face  the  love  he  felt 
for  Alice  above  the  agony  of  his  strug- 
gling, and  it  has  not  flashed  into  any 
mind  but  hers— hers— in  all  that  confused 
and  flying  crowd,  the  one  thing  that  will 
save  them.  Had  she  prayed  for  venge- 
ance ? With  tenfold  vehemence  she  cries 
aloud,  “Now  God  forgive  me!”  and  looks 
about  her.  They  have  shouted  to  each 
other,  the  lookers-on,  to  stop  the  engine; 
but  it  is  in  the  basement,  and  there  is 
now  but  the  twinkling  of  an  eye,  an  in- 
appreciable fragment  of  time,  between  life 
and  a most  dreadful  death.  A woman 
has  but  two  weapons,  the  use  of  which 
comes  to  her  as  naturally  as  if  she  had 
been  born  with  them  in  her  hands.  One 
is  her  scissors,  the  other  her  broom.  With 
the  first  she  does  all  her  carpentering; 
with  the  other  she  goes  forth  to  warfare 
or  defense ; and  a broom  now  stood  beside 
little  Annie  at  the  doorway,  where  a care- 
less sweeper  had  left  it.  The  broad  belt 
of  the  engine  was  directly  over  her  head, 
whirling  upon  its  wheel.  With  the  end 
of  the  handle  of  her  improvised  weapon 
she  took  unerring  aim,  and  flung  off  the 
belt,  and  with  the  consistency  of  her  sex, 
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having  cried  to  the  heavens  for  justice, 
would  none  of  it  when  offered,  but  turn- 
ed aside  into  a corner,  and  wept  with  grat- 
itude for  their  deliverance. 

Nay,  more:  with  trembling  hands  she 
wrapped  her  own  cloak  around  the  shoul- 
ders of  her  enemy,  whose  dress  was  but  a 
rope  of  twisted  rags ; with  her  own  hand- 
kerchief she  bathed  the  pale  forehead  of 
the  foe  she  had  rescued  from  the  jaws  of 
death,  bruised  and  bleeding,  sick  and  faint 
with  the  shock,  but  otherwise  unharmed, 
and  held  her  in  her  arms  till  they  brought 
a carriage  in  which  to  send  her  home, 
then  relinquished  her  place  to  him  whose 
right  no  one  disputed,  and  the  factory 
knew  Alice  no  more. 

Close  by  his  knife  she  found  her  ring, 
and  in  the  silence  of  her  own  home  she 
wrapped  it  anew,  and  sent  it  to  them,  and 
took  up  her  life,  desolate  indeed,  its  one 
flower  having  perished,  but  not  barren  of 
humbler  blooming,  sweet  and  comforting 


in  after-days.  The  tenderest  considera- 
tion, the  most  affectionate  solicitude,  and 
the  unfailing  kindness  of  her  companions 
were  Annie’s,  though  life  had  changed, 
and  she  with  it.  We  who  knew  her  well 
loved  her  well,  and  saw  in  her  dark  eyes 
a something  that  was  better  than  beauty, 
while  looking  on  her  patient  forehead  we 
felt  it  better  a thousandfold  to  be  Abel 
than  Cain. 

And  they  pass  backward  and  forward, 
at  dawn  and  at  dusk,  by  thousands,  such 
girls,  each  with  her  own  heart  and  her 
own  story;  “but,”  saith  iEsculapius,  in 
quiet  scorn,  “ they  are  as  much  alike  as  if 
a grain  of  corn  that  had  been  ground  and 
bolted  had  tried  to  individualize  itself 
by  a special  narrative.” 

Which  sounds  as  if  the  learned  doctor 
and  the  casual  maker  of  msthetic  bonnets 
had  shaken  hands,  and  agreed  upon  it 
that  no  good  thing  could  come  out  of 
Nazareth. 


BROOK  FARM. 

Down  the  long  road,  bent  and  brown, 
Youth,  that  dearly  loves  a vision, 
Ventures  to  the  gate  Elysian, 

As  a pilgrim  from  the  town. 

Coming  not  so  late,  so  far, 

Rocks  and  birches!  for  your  story; 
Not  to  prate  on  vanished  glory 
Where  of  old  was  quenched  a star; 

Where  of  old,  in  lapse  of  toil, 

Time  but  mocked  a prayer  pathetic; 
Where  the  flower  of  good  prophetic 
Starved  in  our  New  England  soil. 

Ah!  to  Youth  with  radiant  eyes, 

For  whom  grief  is  not,  nor  daunting, 
Lost  glad  voices  still  are  chanting 
’Neath  those  unremaining  skies, 

Still  the  dreams  of  fellowship 
Beat  their  wings  of  aspiration ; 

And  a smile  of  soft  elation 
Trembles  from  its  haughty  lip 

If  another  dare  deride 

Hopes  heroic  snapped  and  parted, 
Disillusion  so  high-hearted 
All  success  is  mean  beside. 
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THE  Easy  Chair  has  more  than  once  alluded 
to  Charles  Fenno  Hoffman,  one  of  the 
chief  figures  in  the  “Knickerbocker  litera- 
ture” of  forty  years  ago,  and  the  founder  of 
the  Knickerbocker  Magazine.  The  felicitous 
phrase  Knickerbocker  literature  was  first  used 
in  the  Nation  by  Mr.  Denny,  an  admirably  ac- 
complished writer,  who  gave  it  a satirical 
turn  as  describing  a kind  of  cockney  or  local 
and  ephemeral  literature,  and  his  article  had 
the  tone  of  the  Boston  sexton  who  politely 
informed  the  stranger  seeking  a pew  in  the 
church  for  the  afternoon  service  that  it  was 
hardly  worth  lib  while  to  go  in — “ excellent 
man,  sir,  but  no  talents;  a New  York  man, 
sir.” 

But  while  many  of  the  noted  writers  in  the 
Knickerbocker  circle  of  half  a century  since 
are  no  longer  famous  nor  even  much  known  to 
the  New  York  readers  of  to-day,  yet  the  great 
Knickerbocker  names  are  great  still,  and  Ir- 
ving, Cooper,  Bryant,  and  perhaps  Halleck, 
although  Halleck  is  fading,  still  hold  the 
place  they  held  with  our  fathers.  Willis  is 
probably  rapidly  passing  out  of  the  public 
mind,  and  the  loiterers  at  Newport  and  Sara- 
toga, at  Nahant,  Long  Branch,  Rockaway,  and 
Long  Beach,  scarcely  know  the  name  of  Philip 
Slingsby,  or  the  other  gay  little  “society” 
sketches  of  Willis.  The  misfortune  of  his 
fate  was  twofold,  that  he  was  tempted  to  turn 
his  bright  talent  into  ready  money,  and  that 
he  did  it.  His  gayety  and  his  graceful  fluency 
made  him  the  first  of  our  proper  “ magazin- 
ists.”  He  had  the  lightness  and  ease  of  touch 
which  are  traditionally  characteristic  of  the 
distinctive  writer  for  the  magazines,  and  whose 
success  contradicts  the  old  saying  that  easy 
writing  is  hard  reading.  But  Willis’s  ease 
became  at  last  a mannerbm,  and  a certain 
tone  of  affectation  and  apparent  insincerity 
crept  over  his  page. 

This,  however,  was  rather  unjust  to  the  au- 
thor. Willis  was  essentially  an  amiable  man, 
and  he  was  early  flattered  and  successful.  He 
loved  case  and  luxury,  and  he  listened  too  fond- 
ly to  the  sirens.  He  was  a man  of  the  boudoir 
and  the  drawing-room,  trained  in  the  Byronic 
tradition,  and  with  no  very  lofty  sense  of  the 
duty  and  responsibility  of  the  literary  life.  He 
wrote  enormously.  His  name  was  the  syno- 
nym of  a certain  clever  grace  and  audacity. 
But  how  many  of  the  younger  readers  of  the 
Easy  Chair  have  read  the  Pencilling s by  the 
Way , or  Letters  from  under  a Bridge , or  even 
the  Scriptural  poems  which  were  once  thought 
to  be  so  beautiful? 

Hoffman  was  a year  older  than  Willis,  and 
he  belonged  to  the  same  Knickerbocker  group. 
Willis  came  from  Boston,  but  Hoffman  was  of 
an  old  Knickerbocker  family.  Willis  had  a 
certain  European  tone  and  character,  but  Hoff- 
man was  completely  American.  Willis  died 
seventeen  years  ago,  when  he  was  sixty  years 


old.  Hoffman  died  the  other  day  at  the  in- 
sane retreat  in  Pennsylvania  where  he  had 
been  secluded  for  more  than  thirtyyears — so  ab- 
solutely secluded,  indeed,  that  Bartlett’s  book 
o f Familiar  Quotations  records  him  as  dying  in 
1850.  Hoffman’s  books,  like  Willis’s,  are  read 
no  more,  and  his  name  survives  only  in  his 
familiar  song,  “ Sparkling  and  bright.”  That 
alone  will  give  his  name  yet  a longer  date 
than  Willis's,  and  the  sad  story  of  his  life  will 
be  long  tenderly  told  in  our  American  literary 
biography. 

Those  who  still  recall  his  manly  figure,  and 
his  fresh,  breezy,  gay  manner,  will  remember 
the  sense  of  profuse  vitality  with  which  he 
impressed  those  who  saw  him.  He  was  a 
lover  of  the  woods  and  waters,  a natural 
sportsman,  and  this  taste  is  reflected  in  his 
tales  and  sketches.  His  poems,  as  is  always 
true  of  a great  multitude  of  poems  in  every 
period,  were  echoes  of  the  greater  poets  of  his 
time.  But  they  show  his  poetic  feeling  and 
facility,  and  a certain  heartiness  of  nature 
which  was  his  characteristic  quality.  The 
mental  calamity  which  arrested  his  career, 
and  practically  ended  his  life  nearly  forty 
yearn  ago,  was  not  the  only  sorrow  which  this 
brave  and  generous  man  endured.  As  a boy 
of  eleven  a sore  misfortune  befell  him  in  the 
loss  of  a leg.  The  circumstances  of  this  event 
have  not  been  very  clearly  understood,  and 
the  kindness  of  a relative  of  Mr.  Hoffman 
enables  the  Easy  Chair  to  put  them  here  upon 
permanent  record. 

An  old  letter  of  his  mother’s,  dated  in  New 
York  on  the  4th  of  December,  1817,  and  writ- 
ten to  a sister  in  Paris,  tells  the  story.  The 
letter  is  well  preserved,  and  it  is  written  in 
the  clear  and  firm  hand  which  was  character- 
istic of  the  writing  of  that  day : 

“ I was  very  much  gratified  by  your  letter  handed 
me  by  Mr.  Gouvemeur,  and  have  thus  long  been 
prevented  from  acknowledging  it  by  one  of  the 
greatest  afflictions  I have  yet  sustained,  which  has 
occupied  me  wholly  for  the  last  six  weeks. 

“ Charles  came  from  Morristown  to  spend  his  fall 
vacation  with  us ; and  the  day  of  his  arrival,  to- 
ward the  close  of  it,  he  was  down  on  the  rocks 
watching  the  steam  ferry-boat,  and  as  it  came  up  he 
jumped  on  board  and  had  a ride  up  to  the  wharf. 
This  he  had  done  several  times,  and  thought  to  take 
one  more  ride  ere  he  went  home  to  dinner.  But 
alas ! the  boat  came  up  faster  than  was  expected, 
and  in  the  act  of  jumping  his  right  leg  was  caught, 
and  so  shockingly  mangled  ns  to  require  immediate 
amputation.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Yerplanck  were  dining 
with  us,  and  two  gentlemen  from  the  country,  when 
the  news  was  brought.  What  could  exceed  the 
shock  we  experienced  to  have  so  promising  and 
active  a boy  go  out  in  the  morning  in  the  full  pos- 
session of  all  bodily  blessings,  brought  home  before 
evening  a cripple  for  life,  and  from  the  want  of  a 
little  prudence  ! These  reflections  overwhelmed  me 
for  a time,  and  I could  not  reflect  upon  the  mercy 
of  the  Providence  which  had  spared  his  life  and  en- 
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dued  him  with  fortitude  much  beyond  his  years  to 
sustain  this  sad  los9,  and  even  to  smile  amidst  his 
pains  to  hear  us  who  were  sorrowing  over  him. 
But  it  consoles  me  to  see  that  if  he  was  a child  in 
getting  into  trouble,  he  has  been  a man  in  bearing 
it.  He  has  been  down-stairs  this  morning  for  the 
first  time;  he  moves  about  very  actively  upon  a 
pair  of  crutches.”. . . . 

The  mother  and  the  son  are  both  gone,  but 
it  is  not  possible  to  hold  the  yellowing  paper 
and  to  read,  the  sad  little  story  without  pain. 
At  seventy-seven  the  poet  walked  alone  in  the 
rural  neighborhood  of  Harrisburg,  pleased  to 
hear  the  sounds  and  to  see  the  sights  of  the 
fields  and  the  woods,  harmless  and  murmuring 
to  himself.  But  for  more  than  thirty  years  he 
had  had  no  actual  human  companionship. 
The  generation  to  which  he  belonged  had 
passed  away,  and  to  the  new  generation  his 
name  was  unknown.  That  solitary  figure, 
wandering  by  the  streams  and  standing  under 
the  trees,  recalls  the  pensive  music  of  Words- 
worth’s u Ruth” : 

“That  oaten  pipe  of  hers  is  mute, 

Or  thrown  away;  but  with  a flute 
Her  loneliness  she  cheers; 

This  flute,  made  of  a hemlock  stalk, 

At  eveniug,  in  his  homeward  walk, 

The  Quantock  woodman  hears. 

“I  too  have  passed  her  on  the  hills, 

Setting  her  little  water-mills 
By  spou ts  and  fountains  wild — 

Such  small  machinery  as  she  turned, 

Ere  she  had  wept,  ere  she  had  mourned, 

A young  and  happy  child.” 


One  of  the  pleasantest  glimpses  into  the 
world  of  thought  and  feeling  of  another  time 
is  that  which  is  opened  by  a scrap-book  of  the 
verses  which  in  that  time  pleased  an  intelli- 
gent and  cultivated  literary  taste.  There  is  a 
fashion  in  literary  expression  as  in  everything 
else,  and  in  nothing  is  the  mysterious  44  spirit 
of  the  age”  more  evident  than  in  the  changes 
of  that  fashion  from  time  to  time.  There  is 
no  more  pathetic  scene  in  Thackeray  than  that 
of  Colonel  Newcomc  sitting  and  gazing  at  the 
picture  and  trying  to  understand  his  son.  He 
is  conscious  that  his  son’s  standards  and  ideas 
and  sympathies  are  different  from  his  own, 
and  that  somehow  he  is  wronged  when  the 
child  of  his  love,  the  bone  of  his  bone  and 
the  flesh  of  his  flesh,  is  severed  from  him  by  a 
power  that  he  can  not  comprehend. 

The  worship  of  Byron  by  the  young  men 
and  women  of  his  time  is  half  inexplicable  to 
their  children.  But  the  poet  in  whom  the 
children  delight,  Tennyson,  or  Browning,  or 
whomsoever  he  may  be,  is  equally  strange  to 
the  taste  of  the  parent.  Let  any  man  of  these 
closing  years  of  the  century  look  over  the  “ ex- 
tract book”  of  any  man  of  its  earlier  years,  and 
it  will  have  what  we  call  the  quaintness — that 
is,  the  remoteness  and  strangeness — of  another 
age.  In  the  same  way  the  old  music  books 
which  the  daughter  inherits  from  the  mother 
are  curious  ana  interesting  to  her  because  of 


the  difference  from  her  own.  They  imply  to 
her  taste  an  Arcadian  simplicity.  What  a 
small  and  innocent  world  it  must  have  been 
"when  a young  lady  at  the  piano  sang  44 1 see 
them  on  their  winding  way,”  or  “Brignal 
banks  are  wild  and  fair” ! 

But  for  that  very  reason,  how  pleasant  a 
glimpse  of  another  world  it  is ! We  call  it 
another,  but  we  juggle  ourselves.  Verona  was 
a very  different  town  from  New  York.  But 
the  world  of  Romeo  and  Juliet  was  precisely 
the  world  of  the  young  people  in  New  York 
who  were  betrothed  yesterday.  The  same 
hopes,  passions,  and  feelings  which  swell  the 
bosom  of  the  singer  of  the  Lohengrin  music  of 
to-day  filled  the  heart  of  the  young  man  or 
woman  who  sang  44  Robin  Adair”  and  44  Auld 
Robin  Gray”  fifty  years  ago.  It  is  only  the 
phrase  and  the  fashion,  not  the  thing  itself, 
that  has  changed.  It  is  not  another  world, 
after  all,  that  the  old  scrap-books  recall.  As  wc 
grow  older,  those  older  figures  which  seemed 
to  the  young  mind  so  grave  and  wise,  so  al- 
ways mature  and  beyond  the  reach  of  romantic 
feeling,  are  softened  in  the  light  of  the  percep- 
tion that  they  were  but  ourselves,  and  that  the 
songs  they  sang  breathed  a wild  and  ardent 
passion  which  our  own  does  not  surpass. 

Such  an  old  scrap-book,  gathering  songs 
and  verses  for  more  than  fifty  years,  has  just 
been  privately  printed,  and  it  is  a book  of 
singular  value  and  interest,  because  it  is  a per- 
fectly genuine  accumulation  of  the  favorites 
of  all  that  time,  selected  by  sincere  poetic  feel- 
ing and  a generous  manly  taste  full  of  tender- 
ness, but  wholly  free  from  morbid  tendency. 
It  contains  very  many — no  book  could  contain 
all — of  the  poems  and  songs  that  were  heard 
during  that  time  in  refined  and  cultivated 
homes  in  which  refinement  and  cultivation 
had  not  smothered  the  love  of  roaming  by  sea 
and  land,  of  every  kind  of  sport,  of  games,  and 
adventure,  and  vigorous  out-door  life  of  every 
kind,  so  that  it  is  a striking  revelation  of  the 
best  American  domestic  life  of  the  last  half- 
century. 

As  it  come9  down  to  this  time  it  covers  the 
whole  period  of  the  war,  and  many  a song 
which  was  universally  familiar  twenty  years 
ago,  and  whose  melody  the  bands  and  the 
hand-organs  still  recall,  is  retained  here,  and 
presently  may  not  be  easily  found  elsewhere. 
The  collection  is  fitly  called  An  Old  ScrajhBook , 
and  it  is  printed  for  distribution  among  per- 
sonal friends;  and  a9  those  friends  turn  the 
pages  and  linger  long  and  long  over  verses 
which  arc  inwrought  with  their  own  associa- 
tions, and  have  become  intimate  parts  of  their 
own  lives,  they  will  see  visions  of  au  enchant- 
ed island,  lovely  in  itself,  and  rich  with  tradi- 
tions of  generous  hospitality,  of  woodland 
walks  and  rides  and  sea-side* musings,  of  the 
hunt  of  the  red  deer,  of  yachts  coming  and 
going,  of  famous  people — visions  of  an  island 
life  of  the  utmost  simplicity  and  refinement 
and  cultivation,  and  of  every  resource — home 
of  the  young  and  happy,  of  the  mature  and 


Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


Digitized  by 


Gck  igle 


EDITOR’S  EASY  CHAIR. 


631 


wise— the  scene  of  a thousand  joys  unfading 
in  memory : 

“Such  jest9  that,  drained  of  every  joke, 

The  very  bank  of  language  broke; 

Such  deeds  that  Laughter  nearly  died 
With  stitches  in  his  belted  side; 

While  Time,  caught  fast  in  pleasure’s  chain, 
His  double  goblet  snapped  in  twain, 

And  stood  with  half  in  either  hand, 

Both  brimming  full — but  not  of  sand!” 

as  the  Autocrat  sang  long  ago,  himself  one  of 
the  most  welcome  of  guests  and  sparkling  of 
revellers  in  the  charmed  and  charming  circle 
which  An  Old  Scrap-Book  recalls. 


There  was  recently  a curious  and  interest- 
ing revelation  of  the  life  of  the  professional 
literary  man  of  the  day  in  the  preface  to  Echoes 
for  the  Year  1883,  by  George  Augustus  Sala, 
and  in  a sketch  of  M.  Blowitz,  the  Paris  corre- 
spondent of  the  London  Times , who  i9  undoubt- 
edly, as  the  caption  of  the  sketch  describes  him, 
“ the  most  famous  and  influential  of  foreign  cor- 
respondents.” Mr.  Sala  has  been  long  known. 
He  was  first  distinguished  as  a writer  in  House- 
hold Words  during  its  palmiest  day  under  the 
editorship  of  Dickens,  and  his  Journey  due 
North  was  a very  brilliant  piece  of  work. 

Since  those  days,  and  indeed  during  a career 
of  more  than  fivc-and-thirty  years,  as  he  says, 
Mr.  Sala  has  been  one  of  the  most  devoted  and 
industrious  of  professional  literary  men — men 
who  live  by  their  literary  labor.  He  distin- 
guishes, however,  between  literary  and  jour- 
nalistic work.  Yet  he  also  states  that  his  thir- 
ty books  had  been  previously  published  in  a 
newspaper  or  a magazine ; and  the  volume  to 
which  his  interesting  statement  is  the  preface 
is  a collection  of  weekly  articles  of  gossiping 
comment  upon  passing  affairs  which  are  pub- 
lished in  the  Illustrated  London  News . The 
books,  he  says,  were  written  even  more  hur- 
riedly than  his  regular  newspaper  articles, 
either  editorial  or  epistolary,  because  many 
of  the  letters  were  written  in  foreign  coun- 
tries, before  the  correspondent  was  tied  to  the 
wire,  and  when  he  had  leisure  to  look  about 
him  and  to  confer  with  himself. 

But  when  the  journalist  is  at  home,  and  to 
the  functions  of  a writer  of  leading  articles 
adds  those  of  a reviewer,  an  art  critic,  a dra- 
matic critic,  and  a scribbler  of  gossip,  besides 
other  miscellaneous  work,  then  everything,  ex- 
cept the  leading  article,  is  necessarily  hurried. 
Mr.  Sala  says  that  this  article  must  be  deliber- 
ately planned,  carefully  thought  out,  and  writ- 
ten with  the  greatest  care  and  attention.  It 
fills  but  little  more  than  a column  of  largish 
type,  and  does  not  occupy  more  than  two 
hours  in  actual  writing,  but  at  least  three 
hours  in  deliberation  and  planning;  and  then, 
he  adds,  ruefully,  in  the  course  of  twenty-four 
hours  it  is  completely  forgotten.  Mr.  Sala 
says  that  he  has  written  some  seven  thousand 
of  these  ephemeral  essays,  and  now  that  he  is 
growing  old  he  thinks,  with  some  bitterness, 
that  if  remembered  at  all,  it  will  not  be  by  this 


careful  work  to  which  he  has  devoted  all  his 
ability  and  knowledge,  but  only  as  a writer  of 
desultory  essays,  and  sketches  of  travel,  and 
u a mass  of  bald  chat,”  and  four  bad  novels. 
In  writing  the  last  he  says  that  often,  as  he  has 
been  scribbling  copy  for  the  printer's  boy 
clamorous  in  the  passage,  he  has  forgotten 
the  very  names  of  his  characters. 

Thi9  is  a-  confession  in  singular  contrast 
with  that  of  the  haunting  reality  to  their 
creators  of  the  characters  of  Thackeray  and 
Dickens,  and  it  shows  that  the  novels  of  the 
moment  are  written  as  they  arc  read,  without 
any  firm  intellectual  or  artistic  grasp,  and  only 
to  prick  and  please  a half-morbid  palate.  Ev- 
ery day  when  he  is  in  England  Sala  says  that 
he  works  at  his  trade  of  journalist  for  many 
hours,  and  it  brings  him  a queer  recompense 
in  the  letters  of  an  army  of  ebrrespondents  all 
over  the  globe,  who  besiege  him  with  ques- 
tions to  be  answered  in  the  Echoes  ; and  not 
in  letters  and  questions  only,  but  in  gifts  of 
potatoes,  and  Indian  corn,  and  Kentish  but- 
ter, apple  jam,  and  gingerbread  nuts,  and  one 
good  soul  proposed  to  send  some  conger-eel, 
which  happily  miscarried.  He  begs,  how- 
ever, that  such  proofs  of  kindly  regard  may  be 
discontinued,  and  desires  under  no  circum- 
stances to  receive  “packages  of  what  the 
Americans  term  ‘projuce.’” 

There  is  a tone  of  sadness  and  weary  dis- 
satisfaction and  regret  in  this  story.  But 
there  is  a striking  contrast  to  it  in  the  account 
of  M.  Blowitz,  which  recalls  Dumas’s  Monte 
Cristo  and  Disraeli’s  novels.  The  description 
of  his  rooms  would  have  done  credit  to  Lord 
Beaconsfiekl.  The  photographs  of  Albert 
Edward,  Thiers,  etc.,  and  the  “ souvenir  af- 
fectucux ” from  Queen  Isabella  of  Spain,  and 
the  other  souvenir  “from  the  frailest  body  to 
the  finest  mind,”  a stroke  of  Sara  Bernhardt’s, 
might  have  fallen  out  oiLothair  or  Endymion . 
M.  Blowitz  is  described  as  an  Austrian  Slavy 
of  a singularly  checkered  career,  and  had 
made  a special  study  of  European  politics, 
and  commended  himself  in  correspondence  to 
M.  Thiers  so  warmly  that  M.  Thiers,  as  Pres- 
ident, promised  him  the  consulate  at  Riga. 
But  during  the  delay  he  was  asked  to  replace 
temporarily  the  Versailles  correspondent  of 
the  Times , and  his  service  was  so  satisfactory 
that  in  1871,  just  as  his  commission  as  consul 
was  about  to  be  signed,  he  was  offered  and 
accepted  the  post  of  assistant  correspondent 
to  Mr.  Laurence  Oliphant,  then  chief  corre- 
spondent of  the  Times  at  Paris;  and  he  suc- 
ceeded to  the  chief  place  in  1875. 

As  Mr.  Sala  has  written  seven  thousand 
newspaper  articles,  M.  Blowitz  has  written 
more  than  three  thousand  columns  of  the 
Times . He  has  talked  freely,  and  as  a kind 
of  public  character,  with  half  the  sovereigns 
and  statesmen  in  Europe,  has  received  twenty- 
two  decorations  from  all  kinds  of  princes  and 
potentates,  and  in  1878  he  was  promoted  offi- 
cer of  the  Legion  of  Honor  for  “services  ren- 
dered to  peace  during  the  Congress.”  It  is 
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his  pride  never  to  have  reported  a conversa- 
tion without  authority,  and  never  to  have  at- 
tacked a public  man  without  warning  him ; 
and  he  was  never  approached  with  a bribe 
but  once,  and  that  was  by  a woman  when  he 
was  exposing  Monaco,  the  paradise  of  gam- 
blers. M.  Blowitz  has  all  the  personal  attri- 
butes which  Vivian  Grey  admired.  He  has  a 
good  appetite  and  sound  digestion.  He  sleeps 
like  a soldier,  anywhere  and  at  any  time.  He 
works  with  a type- writer,  and  lives  as  he 
pleases,  enjoys  life,  and  is  writing  his  memoirs. 

This  story  is  in  a very  different  key  from 
that  of  Mr.  Sala’s  preface.  His  has  the  serious- 
ness of  the  English  genius — although  we  be- 
lieve he  is  not  wholly  English — and  that  of 
M.  Blowitz  the  air  of  European  adroitness. 
Much  of  the  English  force  lies  in  the  fact  that 
it  does  take  life  earnestly  and  gravely,  and  not 
as  a game.  This  is  precisely  the  difference  in 
the  impression  of  Mr.  Gladstone  and  of  Lord 
Beaconslield — 

“The  hand  that  rounded  Peter’s  dome, 

And  groined  the  aisles  of  Christiau  Rome, 
Wrought  in  a sad  sincerity; 

Himself  from  God  he  could  not  free.” 

This  is  true  of  Michael  Angelo ; it  is  peculiar- 
ly true  of  the  great  Englishmen ; and  it  is  the 
secret  of  England  as  a power  in  civilization. 

The  weariness  and  the  half-disappointment 
which  are  perceptible  in  Mr.  Sala's  preface 
are  natural,  but  they  might  be  relieved  some- 
what by  the  reflection  that  the  service  of  the 
professional  man  of  letters  or  of  the  journalist, 
when  it  is  honestly  and  adequately  done,  is  a 
genuine  service,  and  quite  worth  doing.  It 
may  not  be  a work  of  genius,  and,  as  he  says, 
it  may  be  forgotten  at  the  end  of  twenty-four 
hours.  But  in  a time  of  universal  reading, 
when  something,  good  or  bad,  will  be  read, 
when  public  questions  will  be  discussed,  when 
books  and  pictures  will  be  criticised,  and  pass- 
ing events  will  be  described  and  improved, 
surely  the  talent  that  discusses  and  criticises 
and  describes  with  sincerity,  felicity,  and  good- 
humor,  with  courage  and  wholesome  vigor, 
bringing  everything  to  the  standard  of  good 
morals  and  generous  principle,  is  a talent  to  be 
respected,  and  whose  work  in  the  world  is  not 
less  valuable  than  that  of  the  honest  clerk  or 
mechanic,  or  merchant  or  professional  man. 

It  may  not  be  the  work  of  genius,  as  wc  say, 
for  that  is  the  infrequent  work  in  any  departs 
ment  of  human  activity.  Addison  and  Steele, 
men  of  genius  though  they  were,  were  but 
newspaper  men,  and  they  wrote  with  Mr.  Sala’s 
purpose,  to  entertain  the  reader.  Had  their 
essays  lacked  the  especial  charm  which  makes 
them  immortal,  still  the  ] leasure  that  such 
writing  gives  would  have  been  its  own  reason 
and  justification.  The  long  scries  of  other  es- 
says of  the  same  school,  the  Connoisseur,  the 
Lounger , and  the  rest,  are  not,  like  the  Tatler 
and  Spectator , signalized  by  the  genius  of  an 
acknowledged  master,  and  they  are  now  sel- 
dom read.  But  the  good  service  of  their  writers 


is  undeniable,  and  none  of  them  need  have 
sighed  to  think  that  in  a few  years  their  names 
would  have  vanished  and  their  essays  be  for- 
gotten. 

The  hack  writer,  as  he  is  called,  is  some- 
times mentioned  in  a deprecatory  tone  as  if 
he  were  a useless  and  not  quite  respectable 
character.  But  it  would  be  as  reasonable  to 
speak  in  tbe  same  tone  of  a book-keeper  or  a 
carpenter.  They  are  all  men  who  follow  a 
calling  which  is  useful  to  society,  and  they 
are  to  be  blamed  only  if  they  are  unfaithful 
in  it.  If  the  book-keeper  or  the  carpenter 
slurs  and  neglects  his  work — in  a word,  if  he 
cheats — he  may  be  turned  over  to  the  scorncr; 
and  if  the  hack  writer  does  likewise,  he  may 
be  justly  left  to  the  same  fate.  But  Charles 
Lamb  writing  an  essay  of  Elia  or  posting 
the  books  of  the  India  House  was  doing  the 
same  thing,  so  far  as  tbe  essential  respectability 
of  the  work  was  concerned.  His  industry  in 
the  one  branch  merely  served  the  India  Com- 
pany for  the  time,  while  in  the  other  it  is  a 
perennial  delight  to  thousands. 

For  the  comfort  of  every  honest  hack  writer 
and  professional  man  of  letters  there  are  two 
familiar  passages  from  two  famous  English 
poets  which  should  be  always  remembered. 
George  Herbert  says : 

“A  servant  with  this  clause 
Makes  drudgery  divine: 

Who  sweeps  a room  as  for  Thy  laws 
Makes  that  and  th’  action  fine.” 

And  Wordsworth,  with  similar  feeling : 

“ Small  service  is  true  servioe  while  it  lasts ; 

Of  all  thy  friends,  though  humble,  scorn  not 
one: 

The  daisy,  by  the  shadow  that  it  casts, 

Protects  the  lingering  dew-drop  from  the  sun.” 


Although  the  centennial  commemoration 
at  Newburgh  on  the  Hudson  last  autumn,  aud 
the  imposing  celebration  of  Evacuation-day  in 
the  city  of  New  York  in  a drenching  storm, 
which  yet  could  not  diminish  the  patriotic 
feeling  of  the  day,  seemed  to  close  the  series 
of  such  observances,  yet  this  year  is  the  cen- 
tenary of  an  event  of  another  kind  which  19 
most  interesting  in  the  annals  of  Newr  York, 
A hundred  years  ago  King's  College  became 
Columbia  College,  and  tbe  University  of  the 
State  of  New  York  was  founded.  The  uni- 
versity was  expected  to  gather  itself  about 
Columbia  College,  and  the  Board  of  Regents 
was  established  as  its  governing  body.  The 
board  u has  had  perpetual  succession”  for  a 
century,  and  it  is  one  of  the  most  ancient  offi- 
cial bodies  in  the  State.  But  its  action  is  so 
quiet  that  its  service  is  generally  unnoted,  and 
often  unknown. 

The  peculiar  relation  between  Columbia 
College  and  the  Regents  was  dissolved  by  the 
act  of  1787,  revising  the  original  act  of  1784, 
and  the  story  of  Columbia  19  told  in  President 
Moore's  annals,  and  in  the  commemorative  ad- 
dress of  Mr.  Jay,  and  in  the  discourses  of  other 
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eminent  u Columbians,”  and  it  is,  of  course, 
distinct  from  that  of  the  university.  But  what 
and  where  is  the  university,  and  what  do  the 
Regents  do  ? is  a question  which  is  often  heard, 
and  which  is  not  always  clearly  answered. 
One  reason  of  this  inadequate  response  is  that 
the  university  is  not  a building  nor  a group  of 
buildings,  but  a system.  Alexander  Hamilton 
submitted  the  bill  which  provided  for  its  or- 
ganization, and  the  bill  was  undoubtedly  pre- 
pared by  him.  It  comprehended  and  designed 
a complete  scheme  of  education,  in  which  the 
higher  schools  were  to  consist  of  all  the  col- 
leges that  might  arise  in  the  State,  and  which 
were  to  be  placed  under  the  authoritative  con- 
trol of  the  board.  This  plan,  however,  has 
been  modified,  and  the  independence  and  in- 
dividuality of  the  different  colleges  have  been 
carefully  maintained. 

This  was  natural,  because  they  are  all  pri- 
vate foundations.  The  Legislature  has  au- 
thorized the  board  to  charter  colleges,  and  to 
revoke  charters  in  the  event  of  failure  to  com- 
ply with  the  conditions,  and  it  requires  an 
annual  report  of  their  condition  to  be  made 
by  the  colleges  to  the  board,  and  every  year, 
under  the  auspices  of  the  Regents,  a convoca- 
tion, or  assembly  of  college  faculties  and  of 
teachers  of  academies,  is  held  at  Albany,  which 
secures  the  opportunity  of  personal  know- 
ledge and  intercourse  to  the  whole  body  of 
such  teachers  in  the  State,  and  the  advantage, 
also,  of  a comparison  of  experience  in  meth- 
ods of  instruction  and  in  every  question  of 
education  which  would  interest  such  a body. 
The  proceedings  consist  of  the  reading  of  pa- 
pers and  of  discussions,  and  at  the  close  of  the 
sessions,  which  continue  usually  for  three  days, 
honorary  degrees  of  the  higher  grade  are  con- 
ferred by  authority  of  the  Regents.  Examina- 
tions are  also  held  by  the  Regents,  and  their 
certificate  of  proper  success  in  the  examina- 
tions admits  the  student  to  any  college  in  the 
State  which  is  under  their  visitation. 

The  Regents  have  a more  authoritative  con- 
trol of  the  academies,  conducting  an  immense 
nnd  elaborate  system  of  examinations,  accord- 
ing to  the  results  of  which  they  distribute  the 


State  aid  to  academies,  and  they  provide  for 
the  maintenance  in  certain  academies  of  teach- 
ers or  normal  classes,  in  which  teachers  are 
fitted  for  the  common  schools.  The  Regents 
are  also  trustees  of  the  State  Library  and  of 
the  State  Museum  of  Natural  History,  and  are 
charged  also  with  other  similar  responsibili- 
ties. For  this  immense  and  varied  service, 
which  is  of  the  highest  importance,  the  Regents 
receive  only  their  actual  expenses,  and  the 
vast  detail  of  the  work  is  accomplished  at  an 
annual  expense  to  the  State  of  about  nine 
thousand  dollars.  It  may  be  fairly  doubted 
whether  there  is  any  State  service  at  once  so 
important,  so  efficient,  and  so  economical. 

The  misapprehension  in  regard  to  the  uni- 
versity and  the  Regents  arises  from  the  name. 
The  Regents  are  humorously  held  to  be  kings 
of  Brentford  or  Barataria,  monarchs  of  a non- 
existent realm ; instead  of  which  their  realm  is 
most  tangible  and  substantial,  and  their  sway 
one  of  enormous  care  and  responsibility.  The 
details  of  the  labor,  of  course,  fall  upon  the 
office  at  Albany,  and  they  are  discharged  with 
an  intelligence,  an  industry,  and  a success 
which  might  well  stimulate  the  admiration 
and  emulation  of  all  other  public  offices. 

It  was  natural  that  the  centenary  of  such  an 
institution,  the  establishment  of  which  marks 
the  beginning  of  a complete  system  of  educa- 
tion in  the  State  of  New  York,  should  be  cele- 
brated with  much  quiet  congratulation  and 
wholly  without  ostentation,  according  to  the 
tradition  of  the  board.  Many  of  the  most  dis- 
tinguished collegiate  and  academic  teachers 
in  the  State  assembled,  and  besides  the  usual 
essays  and  debates,  there  were  papers  of  spe- 
cific reference  to  the  centenary,  among  which 
a detailed  and  chronological  history  of  the 
university  and  its  functions,  by  Dr.  Hough, 
was  exceedingly  valuable.  The  great  public 
advantage  of  the  occasion  was  the  presentation 
to  the  people  of  the  State  of  a clearer  view  of 
the  history  and  the  significance  of  the  uni- 
versity, and  perhaps  of  a refreshing  glimpse 
of  the  possibility  of  transacting  a great  public 
work  most  efficiently  and  economically  with- 
out a suspicion  of  mere  political  interference. 


(EMtnv’s  1'iternnj  Httarii. 


HITHERTO  English  readers  have  not  had 
access  to  any  work  in  the  vernacular 
which  gives  a full  and  exhaustive  history  of 
the  Thirty  Years’  War.  Schiller’s  history,  a 
translation  of  which  by  the  Rev.  A.  J,  W.  Mor- 
rison was  published  over  thirty  years  ago  in 
u Bobu’s  Standard  Library,”  is  a delightful 
work,  considered  from  a purely  literary  stand- 
point, and  some  of  its  portraitures  of  men  and 
descriptions  of  critical  or  momentous  epochs, 
incidents,  and  events  are  brilliant  specimens 
of  his  matchless  powers  of  delineation ; but, 

, Vol.  LXJX.-No.  412. — 40 


taken  as  a whole,  it  has  little  historical  value 
at  this  day,  and,  with  occasional  exceptions, 
gives  only  a superficial  view  of  the  political, 
diplomatic,  and  military  complications  which 
attended  the  eveutful  and  protracted  conflict 
in  the  German  states  and  throughout  the  en- 
tire Continent.  Gardiner’s  history,  published 
in  1874,  in  the  excellent  series  of  “Epochs  of 
History”  edited  by  Mr.  Morris,  is  a masterly 
historical  Bketcb,  bringing  clearly  into  view 
all  the  shifting  scenes  in  the  terrible  drama, 
with  their  political,  religious,  and  dynastic  ac- 
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companiments  and  consequences,  giving  spe- 
cial prominence  to  its  most  influential  or  de- 
cisive turning-points,  and  their  influence  upon 
the  growth  of  religioas  toleration,  and  afford- 
ing an  insight  into  the  character,  thoughts, 
feelings,  and  motives  of  the  Catholic  princes, 
as  exhibited  by  their  own  correspondence. 
Able  and  original,  however,  as  is  this  thor- 
oughly trustworthy  work,  it  makes  no  preten- 
sions to  be  aught  more  than  an  epitome,  aud 
in  its  extreme  condensation  it  necessarily  pass- 
es cursorily  or  silently  over  many  interesting 
and  highly  important  connecting  links  and  il- 
lustrative details.  Nevertheless,  it  supplies  in 
very  brief  and  convenient  form  all,  perhaps, 
that  the  great  majority  of  English  readers  will 
consider  to  be  of  grave  historical  interest.  It 
is  well  known,  also,  that  Mr.  Motley  contem- 
plated the  preparation  of  a history  of  the 
Thirty  Years’  War,  or,  as  he  termed  it,  “that 
fight  of  demons  which  we  call  the  Thirty 
Years’  War,”  and  that  his  Life  of  John  Bame- 
veld  was  intended  as  the  connecting  link  be- 
tween it  and  his  previous  histories,  The  Dutch 
Republic  and  The  United  Netherlands.  Unfor- 
tunately his  life  closed  before  his  meditated 
life’s  work  was  finished,  and  his  history  of 
the  Thirty  Years’  War  was  left  unwritten,  al- 
though we  have  glimpses  of  the  bold  and  in- 
cisive manner  in  which  he  would  have  treated 
the  subject  in  the  eleventh  and  twelfth  chap- 
ters, and  especially  in  the  thirteenth  chapter, 
of  his  Life  of  Bameveld,  where  he  describes  the 
real  commencement  of  the  war,  the  causes  that 
led  to  it,  and  the  actors  who  precipitated  it. 
During  nearly  twenty  years  of  industrious 
study  and  research,  Professor  Gindely,  who  fills 
the  chair  of  German  History  in  the  University 
of  Prague,  has  been  engaged  upon  an  elabo- 
rate history  of  this  great  conflict,  of  which  at 
the  present  date  only  four  volumes  have  been 
completed,  covering  the  period  from  1612  to 
1623,  and  the  volumes  covering  the  remainder 
of  the  war,  from  1623  to  1648,  are  in  course  of 
preparation.  When  it  is  considered  that  the 
war  really  began  in  1618,  and  that  his  com- 
pleted volumes  travel  leisurely  ovor  the  six 
preceding  years,  when  the  causes  were  being 
developed  or  were  actively  at  work  which  led 
to  the  war,  and  as  leisurely,  also,  over  the  first 
five  preparatory  years  or  stages  of  the  war, 
every  step  in  its  progress  being  fortified  with 
citations  from  or  full-text  republicatious  of 
original  documents,  the  extent  to  which  this 
great  work  must  reach  before  the  last  of  the 
twenty-five  years  is  recorded, which  closed  the 
war  in  1648,  may  be  easily  conjectured.  For- 
tunately Professor  Gindely  has  been  prevailed 
upon  by  his  publisher,  pending  the  comple- 
tion of  this  larger  history,  to  put  the  result 
of  his  studies  and  researches  into  a form  bet- 
ter suited  to  the  wants  of  the  great  majority 
of  readers,  and  he  has  compressed  all  the  mat- 
ter of  the  larger  history,  suppressing  only  the 
full  text  of  the  documentary  evidence,  within 
the  bounds  of  two  convenient  octavo  vol- 


umes,1 which  cover  the  entire  period  from  the 
fateful  23d  of  May,  1618,  when  the  Austrian 
stadtholders  and  their  secretary,  who  bore  to 
Prague  the  royal  letters  of  Ferdinand  revoking 
all  religious  rights  of  Protestants,  were  hurled 
out  of  the  window  of  the  Council  Chamber  by 
the  Bohemian  magnates,  and  the  war  was  be- 
gun that  had  been  so  long  impending,  until 
the  conclusion  of  peace  by  the  Treaty  of  West- 
phalia, more  than  thirty  years  later,  on  the 
24th  of  October,  1648.  This  smaller  work  has 
been  admirably  translated  in  this  country,  un- 
der an  arrangement  with  and  with  the  full 
sanction  of  the  author  and  his  German  pub- 
lishers, by  Mr.  Andrew  Ten  Brook,  formerly 
Professor  of  Mental  Philosophy  in  the  Univer- 
sity of  Michigan.  Mr.  Ten  Brook  has  also  en- 
riched it  by  an  able  introductory  chapter, 
containing  a large  amount  of  information  of 
great  value  to  American  readers,  explanatory 
of  the  intricacies  of  the  politics  of  the  German 
Empire  and  its  subdivisions  in  the  first  quarter 
of  the  seventeenth  century,  and  by  a thought- 
ful concluding  essay,  in  which  he  indicates  the 
place  that  the  Thirty  Years’  War  occupies  in 
the  world’s  progressive  course  of  education. 
Professor  Giudely’s  narrative  is  exceedingly 
minute,  without  being  prolix,  and  very  graph- 
ic, although  it  lacks  the  richness  of  coloriug 
and  the  brilliant  rhetoric  that  we  find  in  Ma- 
caulay or  Motley.  Characters  and  events, 
battles  and  campaigns,  the  conflicts  of  creeds 
and  policies,  the  intrigues  of  statesmen  and 
diplomatists,  the  jarring  interests  of  the  Ger- 
man states,  the  perfidies  and  rivalries  of 
princes,  the  rapacity  aud  treason  of  generals, 
the  subservience  of  ministers,  and  the  almost 
universal  atrophy  of  patriotism  are  described; 
an  interminable  procession  of  kings,  palatines, 
electors,  margraves,  warriors,  statesmen,  di- 
plomatists, and  ecclesiastics  is  deployed ; the 
infinite  entanglements  of  German  relations  are 
displayed ; the  sufferings  of  an  impoverished 
people  are  depicted;  and  every  step  in  the 
dreadful  conflict  is  followed  with  painstaking 
accuracy  and  the  keenest  interest.  His  style 
is  simple,  perspicuous,  aud  dignified ; his  col- 
lation of  facts  is  astonishingly  full,  and  their 
arrangement  masterly ; his  analysis  and  inter- 
pretation of  political  and  military  events  and 
of  religious  and  civil  occurrences  are  clear  and 
eminently  candid  and  philosophic ; and  his 
judgments  of  the  men,  the  times,  aud  the 
principles  and  objects  contended  for  are  uni- 
formly calm,  impartial,  and  free  from  any  col- 
oring of  prejudice  or  prepossession.  His  work 
deserves  to  take  not  merely  a high,  but  the 
first,  rank  in  literature  as  the  fullest  and  most 
authentic  history  that  has  yet  been  written 
of  the  most  stupendous  war  which  has  ever 
lacerated  Christendom,  and  which,  in  the  name 


* 1 History  of  the  Thirty  Years'  War.  By  Anton  Gnr- 
dely.  Translated  by  Andrew  Ten  Brook.  Complete 
in  Two  Volumes,  8vo,  pp.  456  and  467.  With  Twenty* 
eight  Illustrations  and  Two  Maps.  New  York : G.  P, 
Putnam’s  Sons. 
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and  under  the  pretense  of  religion,  set  at  naught 
every  precept  of  its  Divine  Anthor.  In  reality 
the  religion  that  was  announced  by  the  one 
side  and  the  other  as  its  motive  was  merely  a 
cloak  to  cover  or  afford  a pretext  for  the  am- 
bitious aims  of  rapacious  and  remorseless  men, 
whose  sole  object  was  to  increase  their  posses- 
sions and  augment  their  power.  Neither  Prot- 
estant nor  Romanist  will  be  able  to  find  any 
ground  for  sclf-gratulation  in  Professor  Ginde- 
ly*s  able  and  severely  dispassionate  work,  so 
far  as  the  chief  actors  in  the  war  are  concern- 
ed, not  even  excepting  the  comparatively  pure 
and  noble-minded  Swedish  hero,  Gustavus 
Adolphus.  Both  sides  were  intolerant,  cruel, 
selfish,  and  dominated  by  the  lust  of  conquest 
and  acquisition.  Neither  had  any  true  con- 
ception of  civil  and  religious  liberty,  nor  any 
real  sympathy  for  it.  Yet  they  wrought  bet- 
ter than  they  knew,  since  the  Thirty  Years’ 
War  was  doubtless  the  last  great  and  formal 
struggle  the  world  will  ever  witness  having 
for  its  object  the  annihilation  of  man’s  per- 
sonality, and  the  subjection  of  all  religious 
thought  to  the  arbitrary  rule  of  an  artificial 
civil  and  ecclesiastical  system. 


The  alarming  increase  of  the  various  forms 
of  mental  disease,  which  has  been  stimulated 
of  late  years  by  the  strain  and  excitements  of 
modern  civilization,  has  had  the  effect  of  con- 
centrating the  attention  of  observant  physi- 
cians and  psychologists  upon  the  special  in- 
vestigation of  the  phenomena,  causes,  nature, 
and  treatment  of  insanity  and  the  allied  nerv- 
ous diseases,  and  also  upon  the  extent  and 
limitations  of  the  moral  and  legal  responsibil- 
ity of  those  who  are  afflicted  with  them.  The 
investigation  has  resulted  in  a large  accumu- 
lation of  material  bearing  usefully  and  prac- 
tically upon  the  subject.  In  the  number  of 
this  Magazine  for  October  last,  a synoptical 
outline  was  given  of  an  important  Treatise  on 
Insanity , by  Dr.  Hammond ; and  we  have  now 
to  invite  attention,  but  necessarily  very  briefly 
and  imperfectly,  to  another  equally  important 
related  work,  by  Dr.  Edward  C.  Mann,  entitled 
A Manual  of  Psychological  Medicine  and  Allied 
Nervous  Diseases ,a  premising,  before  entering 
upon  our  notice  of  the  last-named  volume,  that 
the  two  treatises,  read  in  connection,  are  prac- 
tically exhaustive  of  the  authoritative  ascer- 
tained knowledge  upon  the  subject  of  cerebral 
or  mental  disease,  and  contain  in  systematized 
form  the  results  of  the  prolonged  and  minute 
research  of  all  the  most  recent  investigators, 
brought  down  to  the  latest  date,  and  verified 
and  supplemented  by  the  observation  and  ex- 

*  A Manual  of  Psychological  Medicine  and  Allied  Nerv- 
ous Diseases.  Containing  the  Description,  Etiology, 
Diagnosis,  Prognosis,  Pathology,  and  Treatment  of 
Insanity.  With  especial  reference  to  the  Clinical  Fea- 
tures or  Mental  Disease  and  the  Allied  Neuroses,  and 
its  Medico-legal  Aspects,  etc.  By  Edward  C.  Mann, 
M.D.,  Member  of  the  New  York  Medico-legal  Soci- 
ety, etc.  With  Phototype  Plates  and  other  Illustra- 
tions. 8vo,  pp.  009.  Philadelphia : P.  Blakiston,  Son, 
and  Co. 


perience  of  two  of  the  most  eminent  specialists 
among  them.  Dr.  Mann’s  manual  bears  upon 
every  page  the  impress  of  sterling  good  sense, 
and  a perfect  freedom  from  all  doubtful  or 
crotchety  speculations.  This  feature,  in  con- 
nection with  its  other  merits,  invests  it  w ith  a 
substantial  practical  valne  to  students  of  med- 
icine and  practicing  physicians,  and  indeed  it 
has  been  expressly  designed  by  the  author  to 
meet  the  wants  of  those  general  practitioners 
who  are  obliged  in  the  course  of  t heir  practice 
to  deal  with  diseases  of  every  kiud,  and  who 
must  necessarily  often  encounter,  perhaps  in 
their  incipient  and  avertible  forms,  some  one 
or  other  of  the  largely  increasing  number  and 
variety  of  diseases  that  affect  the  brain  and 
produce  partial  and  temporary  or  total  and  per- 
manent insanity.  His  work  is  a complete  and 
methodical  treatise  and  manual  on  diseases 
of  the  mind,  and  treats  of  their  predisposing 
and  exciting  causes ; their  detection,  preven- 
tion, alleviation,  or  cure;  their  medico-legal 
aspects  and  relations,  and  the  care  and  cus- 
tody of  those  who  are  under  their  influence. 
It  embodies  a large  mass  of  material  for  the 
guidance  of  the  general  practitioner,  by  means 
of  which  he  may  be  assisted  to  detect  insanity 
in  its  incipient  stages,  and  in  its  concealed  or 
simulated  forms,  as  wTell  as  in  its  more  marked 
acute  and  chronic  manifestations.  Cases  are 
reported  of  almost  every  form  of  insanity,  and 
accounts  are  given  of  the  phenomena  that  at- 
tended each,  and  of  the  treatment  that  was 
found  to  be  successful  or  the  reverse,  derived 
not  only  from  the  record  of  well-autheuticatcd 
instances  reported  by  eminent  specialists,  but 
also  from  the  author’s  own  experience  and  ob- 
servation, and  the  experience  and  observation 
of  his  medical  friends  and  coadjutors,  at  the 
bedside  of  the  patients.  In  the  same  way  the 
author  discusses  the  allied  nervous  diseases 
now  so  rife  in  our  country,  and  whose  tenden- 
cy is  to  develop  into  insanity ; describes  their 
causes  and  indicates  the  best  methods  for  their 
prevention ; particularizes  instances  of  the 
manner  in  which  nearly  every  form  of  this 
class  of  disease  has  been  successfully  dealt 
with ; and  prescribes  the  treatment  by  which 
its  tendency  to  develop  into  insanity  may  he 
lessened,  arrested,  or  averted.  Iu  connection 
with  the  consideration  of  the  purely  medical 
aspects  of  mental  disease,  Dr.  Mann  introduces 
at  appropriate  stages  in  his  treatise  elaborate 
essays  on  the  medical  jurisprudence  of  insan- 
ity, on  the  legal  consequences  of  its  different 
varieties,  on  the  duties  of  medical  practition- 
ers when  consulted  concerning  the  mental  con- 
dition of  a patient,  on  the  office  and  duties  of 
experts,  and  the  weight  of  expert  testimony  in 
criminal  trials  where  insauity  is  alleged  as  a 
defense,  and  on  the  moral  aud  legal  responsi- 
bility of  persons  laboring  under  any  of  the 
forms  of  mental  disease  with  respect  to  the 
commission  of  crimes  or  the  fulfillment  of  civ- 
il contracts.  Dr.  Mann  has  incorporated  in 
his  valuable  aud  comprehensive  treatise  a co- 
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pious  store  of  information  relative  to  the  in- 
creasing prevalence  of  insanity  in  the  Middle 
States,  and  the  causes  that  contribute  to  it, 
and  some  thoughtful  suggestions  indicating 
the  necessity  for  such  a revised  codification  of 
the  law  relative  to  iusanity  as  shall  recognize 
the  existence  of  mental  disease  in  its  various 
degrees,  and  its  influence  on  conduct  and 
moral  responsibility.  In  a valuable  appendix 
a compendious  resume  is  given  of  the  treat- 
ment of  the  insane,  accompanied  by  prescrip- 
tions which  have  been  ibuud  efficacious  in  Dr. 
Mann’s  practice ; and  also*a  carefully  prepared 
abstract  of  the  laws  relating  to  the  care  aud 
custody  of  the  insane  in  the  various  States  of 
the  Uuion,  alphabetically  arranged  according 
to  the  States,  the  latter  having  been  compiled 
expressly  for  the  work  by  the  author’s  brother, 
Mr.  William  J.  Mann,  of  the  New  York  bar. 
The  volume  is  an  ample  repository  of  facts  and 
information,  serviceable  alike  to  the  medical 
and  legal  practitioner,  the  jurist,  and  those 
who  have  charge  of  institutions  for  the  in- 
sane, covering  as  it  does  the  out  ire  field  of  the 
diagnosis,  care,  custody,  and  treatment  of  men- 
tal disease,  aud  of  the  medical  jurisprudence 
of  iusanity.  

If  the  perils  which  beset  our  Ship  of  State 
are  as  numerous,  as  immineut,  aud  as  real  as 
they  have  been  represented  to  be  by  numerous 
critics  and  croakers,  alarmists  aud  malcon- 
tents, aud  even  by  timid  or  nervous  or  down- 
hearted patriots,  its  course  is  destined  to  be  a 
short  one,  and  to  terminate  with  a tragic  ca- 
tastrophe. What  with  the  spectres  they  have 
evoked  of  disuuion,  disintegration,  Stato  sov- 
ereignty, mobocracy,  plutocracy,  aristocracy, 
communism,  monarchy,  aud  the  strife  between 
labor  and  capital,  there  would  seem  to  be  no 
safety  for  the  republic,  aud,  to  imitate  their 
own  turgid  and  in  dated  phrases,  it  must  either 
drift  on  treacherous  shoals  aud  sands,  be  dash- 
ed against  gigautic  rocks  and  icebergs,  be  dis- 
mantled by  terrific  gales  and  tempests,  be  iu- 
gulfed  iu  irresistible  whirlpools  and  cloud- 
bursts, or  founder  in  mid-ocean  through  the 
agency  of  its  own  internal  forces,  which,  es- 
caping all  control,  shall  become  the  blind  ele- 
ments of  promiscuous  ruin.  Fortunately  these 
bodements  are  for  the  most  part  imaginary  or 
greatly  exaggerated.  We  have  been  familiar 
with  them  from  the  earliest  hours  of  the  old 
Confederation  and  of  the  Federal  union ; and 
yet,  under  Providence,  the  good  sense,  self- 
control,  aud  patriotism  of  the  great  body  of  the 
people,  and  the  strength  and  elasticity  of  our 
institutions,  have  carried  us  safely  through 
every  peril  that  has  been  presaged,  as  well  as 
through  the  perils  that  have  burst  upon  us 
without  any  warning. 

Of  course  nations,  like  individuals,  must  be 
exposed  to  danger,  aud  must  suffer  from  dis- 
ease and  natural  imperfection.  This  is  a con- 
dition of  all  things  human  or  of  human  con- 
trivance. But  in  neither  case  is  it  wise,  and 


in  the  case  of  one’s  own  nation  it  is  not  patri- 
otic, to  gaze  so  intently  and  exclusively  upon 
perils  aud  imperfections  as  to  accept  the  one 
as  inevitable,  and  the  other  as  irremediable, 
and  to  become  blind  to  the  fact  that  they  are 
only  the  occasional,  as  they  are  the  inevitable, 
conditions  of  every  strong  and  healthful  life, 
and  do  not  constitute  its  prevalent  normal 
state.  Nevertheless  it  were  scarcely  less  un- 
wise or  unpatriotic  to  shut  our  eyes  to  the 
dangers  that  beset  the  nation,  or  to  the  imper- 
fections in  our  institutions  and  political  condi- 
tions which  may  cause  these  dangers  to  be- 
come actively  potent  and  formidable.  Aud 
although  its  author  is  often  extravagant  iu  his 
statements  and  assumptions,  and  arrives  at 
conclusions  which  are  chimerical,  we  have 
rarely  met  with  a volume  which  presents  some 
of  these  dangers  more  clearly  or  more  forcibly 
than  they  are  presented  in  a treatise  by  Mr. 
Henry  C.  Lockwood,  entitled,  The  Abolition  of 
the  Presidency .3  Mr.  Lockwood  is  at  great  pains 
to  establish  the  following  positions:  That 
many  incongruities  and  imperfections  exist 
aud  are  intrinsic  to  our  system  of  government ; 
that  while  we  claim  to  be  republican  in  form, 
we  are  in  reality  mouarchical  in  respect  to  the 
powers  conferred  upon  aud  exercised  by  the 
President  and  Senate ; that  the  system  of 
checks  and  balances  in  our  constitution  is  a& 
attempt  to  create  a sovereignty,  without  per- 
mitting it  to  become  apparent,  by  the  forma- 
tion of  three  co-ordinate  and  co-equal  powers 
in  tho  same  government ; that  it  has  often  oc- 
curred since  our  existence  as  a nation  thattbe 
Executive  has  thrown  down  these  divisions, 
aud  virtually  achieved  his  own  sovereignty; 
that  tho  executive  office  and  power  are  in  or- 
ganized conflict  with  the  other  two  branches; 
that  the  evils  of  the  Presidential  system  have 
within  them  the  potency  of  danger  to  the  pub- 
lic weal;  and  fiually,  that  if  we  would  pre- 
serve the  essence  and  spirit  of  Americau  liber- 
ty we  must  remedy  these  grave  defects  by  the 
abolition  of  the  Presidency,  and  the  substitu- 
tion for  our  present  form  of  government  of  a 
system  that  shall  bo  more  truly  in  conformity 
with  the  idea  of  a republic. 

In  a number  of  preliminary  chapters,  lead- 
iug  up  to  the  statement  of  the  precise  remedy 
that  he  proposes,  Mr.  Lockwood  recapitulates 
the  mouarchical  powers  exercised  by  the  Presi- 
dent— powers  greater  than  those  exercised  by 
any  limited  monarch,  and  only  less  thau  ab- 
solute— as  exhibited  by  his  independence  of 
the  will  of  Congress  in  the  matter  of  the  exe- 
cution of  the  laws  it  may  enact,  aud  by  bis 
exercise  of  the  veto ; by  the  dangerous  powers 
placed  in  his  bauds  as  commander-in-chief  of 
the  army  and  navy,  by  means  of  which  the 
country  may  be  plunged  into  war,  at  home  or 
abroad,  by  his  sole  will,  without  the  authority 
of  Congress,  and  even  in  opposition  to  its  will ; 

* The  Abolition  of  the  Presidency,  By  Henry  C.  Lock- 
wood,  of  the  New  York  Bar.  8vo,  pp.  333.  New  York : 
R.  Worthington. 
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by  his  extraordinary  powers  in  the  matter  of 
reprieves  and  pardons,  in  the  negotiation  of 
treaties  and  alliances,  in  appointing  to  and  re- 
moving from  office,  and  in  the  recognition  of 
State  governments — all  of  which,  Mr.  Lock- 
wood  contends,  are  powers  that  belong  to  a 
monarch,  not  to  the  executive  officer  of  a rep- 
resentative government,  who  should  merely 
execute  tho  will  of  the  people  as  manifested 
by  the  laws  of  Congress — and  tend  inevitably 
to  the  institution  at  some  time  of  a personal 
government  under  some  ambitious  incumbent 
of  the  Presidency.  Mr.  Lockwood  would  there- 
fore abolish  the  office  which  combines  in  itself 
all  these  dangerous  powers,  so  full  of  menace 
to  popular  liberty  and  of  invitation  to  the  es- 
tablishment of  a dynastic  government,  and  he 
proposes  the  substitution  in  its  stead  of  the 
following  changes:  That  the  supreme  power 
of  making  and  executing  the  laws  of  the  Unit- 
ed States  shall  be  vested  in  a Congress  consist- 
ing of  one  body  and  elected  by  the  people, 
which  body  shall  be  the  final  judge  of  its  own 
powers,  subject,  however,  to  the  right  of  a 
creature  of  its  own  making,  denominated  an 
Executive  Council,  to  dissolve  or  prorogue  it, 
and  to  take  an  appeal  to  the  people  upon  a 
framed  issue ; that  Congress  shall  appoint  this 
Executive  Conncil,  which  shall  consist  of  offi- 
cers analogous  to  the  present  heads  of  depart- 
ments forming  “the  cabinet,”  each  of  whom 
shall  be  at  the  head  of  his  respective  depart- 
ment, shall  prescribe  regulations  thereunder 
not  inconsistent  with  law,  and  shall  bo  subject 
to  removal  by  Congress  whensoever  he  fails 
properly  to  perform  the  duties  imposed  upon 
him  by  law,  or  may  resign  at  his  own  plea- 
sure, and  all  of  whom  must  either  resign  or  ap- 
peal to  the  people  if  the  policy  determined 
upon  by  the  Council  meets  with  the  disap- 
proval of  Congress.  The  plan  further  pro- 
poses that  if  the  Conncil  submit  to  a decision 
of  Congress  adverse  to  its  policy,  or  be  de- 
feated by  the  popular  vote  on  an  appeal  being 
taken  from  Congress  to  the  people,  then  a new 
Council  shall  be  appointed  by  Congress ; but 
if,  on  the  other  hand,  tho  Council  be  sustained 
by  the  people,  the  old  members  shall  still  con- 
tinue in  power  despite  the  disapproval  of  that 
particular  policy  by  Congress.  According  to 
Mr.  Lockwood’s  scheme,  the  Secrotary  of  State 
would  bo  the  chairman  of  the  Council,  with 
authority  to  convene  it  at  any  time  he  should 
elect,  or,  upon  his  refusal  or  neglect  to  do  so,  it 
would  be  convened  upon  the  request  of  a ma- 
jority of  its  members.  The  ordinary  proceed- 
ings of  the  meetings  of  the  Council  for  mutual 
instruction,  counsel,  or  advice  would  be  secret ; 
but  in  case  the  Conncil  should  be  defeated  in 
Congress,  it  would  have  the  power  to  order 
the  dissolution  of  that  body,  iu  which  event 
all  motions,  decisions,  and  speeches  made  or 
proceedings  had  must  be  public.  The  mem- 
bers of  the  Council  would  be  entitled  to  seats 
in  Congress,  and  would  have  the  right  to  de- 
bate and  to  initiate  legislation.  Each  or  all 


of  them  would  be  subject  to  be  called  before 
Congress  to  answer  questions  or  give  informa- 
tion. When  Congress  is  not  in  session  the 
Council  would  perform  every  act  necessary  to 
execute  the  laws  and  to  carry  on  the  affairs 
of  government.  During  a recess  of  Congress, 
whensoever  one-half  of  its  members  shall  joint- 
ly or  separately  request  the  Secretary  of  State 
to  convene  it,  he  shall  issue  a proclamation 
calling  it  together.  And,  finally,  Mr.  Lock- 
wood  proposes  that  the  judicial  power  of  the 
United  States  shall  be  limited  and  confined  to 
defining,  expounding,  interpreting,  and  ex- 
plaining the  laws  and  intent  of  Congress,  and 
be  shorn  of  its  present  sovereign  power  of  final- 
ly determining  the  meaning  and  operation  of 
our  fundamental  law,  of  which  Congress  alone 
shall  be  the  judge. 

Mr.  Lockwood’s  treatise  is  very  suggestive. 
He  points  out  forcibly  and  sensibly  many  defects 
that  should  be  remedied,  and  many  dangers  and 
frictions  that  should  be  lessened  or  removed. 
But  he  is  better  as  a critic  and  stronger  as  a 
political  iconoclast  than  as  an  architect  of  a 
system  of  government.  His  plan  of  a shadowy 
Congress  clothed  with  indefinite  power  to 
make  laws  and  determine  their  constitution- 
ality, yet  liable  at  any  moment  to  be  dispersed 
and  dissolved  at  the  will  of  its  own  monstrous 
progeny,  the  Executive  Council,  is  at  once 
cumbrous,  utopian,  incredibly  weak,,  and  in- 
finitely more  full  of  dangerous  possibilities 
than  anything  in  our  present  system.  The 
corruption  and  agitation  that  now  centre  ev- 
ery four  years  upon  the  election  of  a President 
would  be  concentrated  with  tenfold  force  and 
greater  frequency  upon  the  election  of  mem- 
bers of  Congress,  and  upon  appeals  taken  from 
Congress  to  the  people  by  the  Council,  and 
would  ultimately  come  to  have  a direct  refer- 
ence to  the  composition  of  the  Council  or  its 
maintenance  iu  power.  The  Council  itself 
would  bo  a cumbrous  Executive,  incapable  of 
quick  action  in  an  emergency,  unless,  as  is  al- 
most certain,  it  should  fall  under  the  domina- 
tion of  the  superior  intellect  and  stronger  will 
of  one  or  two  of  its  members;  and  instead  of 
the  imaginary  danger  of  an  ambitious  Presi- 
dent with  an  eye  fixed  on  mouarchy,  we  should 
have  the  ever-present  and  real  menace  of  an 
ambitious  and  hydra-lieaded  Council  gravita- 
ting toward  the  monopoly  of  the  supreme  pow- 
er. We  incline  to  the  opinion  that  the  people 
of  the  United  States  will  decide  that  they 
would  “ rather  bear  the  ills  we  have  than  fly 
to  others  that  we  know  not  of.”  The  ills  in- 
vesting our  present  scheme  of  government  are 
definite  and  ascertained,  while  those  that  in- 
vest Mr.  Lockwood’s  scheme  are  indefinite, 
unascertained,  and  charged  with  possibilities 
that  no  line  can  fathom. 


A natural  and  very  general  interest  is 
taken  in  biographies  of  parents  whose  sons 
have  become  greatly  distinguished,  more  es- 
pecially in  th 086  which  trace  genius,  talents, 
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or  virtues  of  great  men  and  women  to  their 
origin  in  the  character  of  their  mothers.  And 
although  a critical  investigation  would  un- 
doubtedly disclose  the  fact  that  the  parents 
of  great  men  are  not  always  endowed  with 
any  special  traits  of  greatness,  and,  further, 
that  the  great  qualities  of  men  and  women  of 
transcendent  abilities  are  not  invariably  trans- 
mitted to  their  descendants,  yet  it  can  scarce- 
ly be  questioned  that  the  influence  of  heredi- 
ty is  not  con  lined  to  the  physical  frame,  where, 
as  is  universally  conceded,  it  manifests  itself 
most  unmistakably,  but  is  equally  potent  in 
the  transmission  of  moral  and  intellectual 
qualities.  Aside  from  the  scientific  interest 
that  attaches  to  the  study  of  the  operation  of 
this  interesting  physiological  fact,  as  revealed 
by  biographies  of  the  mothers  of  great  men, 
and  aside  also  from  the  mere  pleasure  and  cu- 
riosity that  are  ministered  to  by  such  biogra- 
phies, they  are  rich  in  wholesome  incitements 
and  encouragements  to  woman,  must  impress 
her  with  a profounder  sense  of  her  responsibili- 
ties, and  stimulate  her  to  the  cultivation  of 
her  moral  and  intellectual  nature  to  the  ut- 
most, in  the  consciousness  that  whatever  lifts 
her  to  a higher  plane  must  also  elevate  and 
ennoble  the  race.  Very  hearty,  therefore,  is 
the  welcome  we  extend  to  a series  of  excellent 
brief  sketches  of  The  Mothers  of  Great  Men  and 
Women , and  Some  Wives  of  Great  Men,*  by  Mrs. 
Laura  C.  Holloway,  in  which,  among  others, 
are  given  outlines  of  the  lives  and  characters 
of  the  mothers  of  Washington,  Napoleon,  St. 
Augustine,  the  Wesleys,  the  Napiors,  the  Grac- 
chi, Sheridan,  Madame  De  Staei,  Carlyle,  John 
Quincy  Adams,  and  “ Stonewall”  Jackson,  and 
of  the  wives  of  Lord  Russell  (the  heroic  and 
brilliant  Lady  Mary),  Milton,  Dr.  Johnson,  Lord 
Beaconsfield,  and  others.  The  sketches  are 
skillful  aud  sympathetic  as  portraitures,  and 
trustworthy  as  compilations. 


Although  the  military  operations  of  Gener- 
al Burgoyno  have  been  diligently  studied  and 
fully  described  by  capable  writers,  what  we 
know  concerning  them  has  been  chiefly  de- 
rived from  American  authorities,  and  much  has 
been  left  untold  that  relates  to  the  personnel 
of  the  British  army,  the  plans  and  iutentions 
of  its  commanders,  and  the  details  of  numer- 
ous minor  but  yet  not  unimportant  move- 
ments which  they  projected  during  the  cam- 
paign that  resulted  in  the  capitulation  at  Sar- 
atoga. Considerable  light  has  been  thrown 
upon  the  general  events  of  the  campaign  and 
upon  many  interesting  lesser  passages  in  it  by 
the  publication,  under  the  patient  and  ex- 
haustive editorship  of  General  Horatio  Rogers, 
of  the  Journal  and  Orderly  Books * of  Lieuten- 


4 The  Mothers  of  Great  Men  and  Women , and  Some 
Wives  of  Great  Men.  By  Laura  C.  Holloway.  Illus- 
trated. 8vo,  pp.  647.  New  York : Funk  and  Wagnalls. 

* Hadden's  Journal  and  Orderly  Books.  A Journal 
kept  in  Canada  and  upon  Burgoyne’s  Campaign  In 
1776  and  1777  by  Lieutenant  James  M.  Hadden,  Royal 
Artillery.  Also  Orders  kept  by  him  and  issued  by  Sir 


ant  James  M.  Hadden,  of  the  British  Royal 
Artillery,  who  served  first  under  Sir  Guy  Carle- 
ton  in  Canada,  and  afterward  under  Gener- 
als Phillips  and  Burgoyne  in  New  York,  from 
the  early  summer  of  1776  till  the  surrender  of 
Burgoyne  in  the  autumn  of  1777,  These  are 
printed  vei-batim  from  original  manuscript 
memorandum -books  in  Lieutenant  Hadden’s 
handwriting,  that  were  formerly  in  the  posses- 
sion of  William  Cobbett,  from  whom  they  pass- 
ed through  several  other  hands,  until  they 
finally  reached  this  country,  and  were  pur- 
chased by  the  editor,  General  Rogers.  After 
fully  satisfying  himself  of  their  genuineness, 
and  being  convinced  erf  their  great  value  as 
original  contemporaneous  evideuce  by  a close 
examination  of  them  aud  of  the  carefully  pre- 
pared accompanying  maps,  plans,  aud  sketch- 
es, General  Rogers  determined  upon  their  pub- 
lication in  permanent  form  as  a contribution 
to  the  history  of  an  important  episode  in  the 
Revolutionary  War,  which  would  clear  up 
some  doubtful  and  controverted  points  involv- 
ing dates  and  facts,  and  impart  fuller  and 
clearer  information  concerning  many  interest- 
ing passages  and  incidents  that  attended  the 
movements  of  Burgoyne’s  forces  aud  the  en- 
gagements in  which  they,  or  portions  of  them, 
participated.  Not  content  with  performing 
this  part  of  his  task  with  scrupulous  fidelity, 
General  Rogers  has  added  materially  to  the 
value  aud  interest  of  the  original  documents 
by  contributing  an  admirably  written  explan- 
atory chapter,  in  which  he  has  embodied  a 
large  amount  of  interesting  materials,  compris- 
ing, among  other  matter,  a biographical  sketch 
of  Lieutenant  Hadden,  a large  number  of  brief 
outline  sketches  of  Burgoyne  and  other  emi- 
nent or  active  British  officers  referred  to  in 
Lieutenant  Hadden’s  manuscript,  a historical 
account  of  the  organization,  composition,  and 
services  of  the  regiments  composing  the  army 
of  Burgoyne,  and  a fund  of  varied  information 
bearing  closely  or  remotely  upon  the  campaign 
which  resulted  so  disastrously  to  tho  British 
arms  in  this  country.  Besides,  General  Rogers 
has  enriched  nearly  every  page  of  his  repro- 
duction of  thiB  interesting  relic  by  an  immeuse 
number  of  well-digested  foot-notes,  historical, 
biographical,  and  explanatory  of  incidents 
and  movements  referred  to  in  the  original  text, 
or  having  even  a possible  and  contingent  bear- 
ing upon  them;  aud  be  bas  also  gathered  into 
a capacious  appendix  of  more  thau  two  hun- 
dred pages  a copious  array  of  biographical,  mil- 
itary, and  historical  ana,  illustrative  of  some 
of  the  operations  of  the  war,  and  outlining  the 
lives  and  services  of  meritorious  soldiers  and 
officers  in  both  armies.  The  volume  is  over- 
closely  edited,  but  for  that  very  reason  it  will 
be  specially  prized  by  historical  students. 


Guy  Carleton,  Lieutenant-General,  John  Burgoyne, 
ana  Major-General  William  PhiUlps  In  1776, 1777,  and 
1778.  With  an  Explanatory  Chapter  and  Notes  by  Ho- 
ratio Roobbs.  4to,  pp.  56L  Albany : Joel  Munson's 
Sons. 


Digitized  by 


Gck  igle 


Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


EDITOR’S  LITERARY  RECORD. 


639 


A volume  that  will  be  regarded  with  spe- 
cial interest  by  students  of  political  economy, 
and  those  who  are  giving  attention  to  the 
history  of  the  currency  and  of  banking  and 
finance  in  the  United  States,  has  been  pre- 
pared by  the  Hon.  John  Jay  Knox,6  formerly 
of  the  Treasury  Department,  in  which  he  pre- 
sents in  brief  compass  a history  of  the  various 
issues  of  paper  money  by  the  government,  in* 
eluding  an  account  of  the  emissions  of  paper 
money  by  the  colonies,  of  the  causes  that  led  to 
them,  the  methods  that  were  pursued  to  force 
the  notes  into  circulation,  and  the  circum- 
stances that  led  to  their  depreciation.  Sepa- 
rate chapters  are  devoted  to  a historical  sum- 
mary of  the  legislation  relative  to  paper  money 
at  various  periods,  and  to  a description  of  the 
nature  of  the  loans  negotiated  and  the  notes 
issued,  comprising  historical  sketches  of  the 
paper  money  authorized  by  the  Continental 
Congress,  of  the  action  in  the  Federal  Conven- 
tion when  the  subject  of  the  emission  of  bills 
of  credit  was  under  consideration,  of  the  Trea- 
sury notes  respectively  authorized  in  the  war 
# of  1812,  daring  the  financial  crisis  of  1837,  in 
the  Mexican  war,  during  the  administration 
of  Mr.  Buchanan,  aud  in  the  period  of  the  civil 
war,  and  including  an  account  of  the  silver  dol- 
lar and  the  silver  certificates.  Specifio  chap- 
ters are  also  devoted  to  the  history  of  the  le- 
gal tender  cases  in  the  Supreme  Court  of  the 
United  States,  and  of  the  distribution  of  the 
surplus  in  1837,  aud  the  legislation  that  pre- 
ceded it.  In  an  appendix  Mr.  Knox  prints  the 
full  text  of  the  recent  legal  tender  decision  of 
the  Supreme  Court,  together  with  the  full  text 
of  Justice  Field’s  dissenting  opinion.  This 
bare  outline  of  the  subjects  treated  in  Mr. 
Knox's  able  and  useful  volume  affords  but  a 
slight  idea  of  the  wealth  of  historical  facte, 
dates,  and  information,  and  of  the  sound  finan- 
cial doctrines,  that  is  embodied  in  the  lumi- 
nous essays  that  form  its  brief  and  compre- 
hensive chapters.  

Mb.  Parke  Godwin  has  completed  his  fine 
edition  of  the  Life  and  Works  of  William  Cullen 
Bryant 7 by  the  reproduction,  in  two  elegant 
octavo  volumes,  of  a selection  from  Mr.  Bry- 
ant’s prose  works,  including  some  of  his  essays, 
tales,  orations,  letters,  sketches  of  travel,  ad- 
dresses, and  editorial  commeuts,  criticisms, 
and  opinions.  Mr.  Bryant’s  reputation  as  a 
prose  writer,  though  respectable,  was  greatly 
inferior  to  that  which  he  deservedly  enjoyed 
as  a poet.  Nevertheless,  he  is  always  genial, 
instructive,  and  elevating.  The  instinctive 
delicacy  and  refinement  that  pervade  all  his 


• United  States  Notes.  A History  of  the  Various  Is- 
sues of  Paper  Money  by  the  Government  of  the  United 
States,  etc.  By  John  Jay  Knox.  8vo,  pp.  250.  New 
York : Charles  Scribner’s  Sons. 

7 The  Life  and  Works  of  William  Cullen  Bryant. 
Tols  V-  and  VI.  Prose  Writings  of  William  C.  Bry- 
ant. Edited  by  Parks  Godwin.  Volume  I. : Essays, 
Tales,  and  Orations.  Volume  II. : Travels,  Addresses, 
and  Comments.  8rot  pp.  481  and  425.  New  York : D. 
Appleton  and  Co. 


prose  writings,  combined  with  their  vigorous 
manliness,  their  parity  of  thought  and  diction, 
and  their  clear  aud  equable  common-sense,  will 
insure  them  a permanent  place  in  our  best, 
most  wholesome,  and  most  invigorating  liter- 
ature. 


Every  good  working  library  must  be  made 
np  largely  of  books  of  reference.  To  be  able 
to  consult  instantly  and  with  confidence  vari- 
ous sources  of  information  is  the  supreme  joy 
of  the  student.  Doubtless  it  was  to  minister 
to  snch  a feeling  that  Drs.  George  R.  Crooks 
and  John  F.  Hurst  prepared  their  Theological 
Encyclopedia  and  Methodology .8  The  basis  of 
their  work  is  the  excellent  volume  of  Dr.  Karl 
Hagenbach,  so  long  the  eminent  Professor  of 
Theology  in  the  University  of  Basel,  but  they 
have  enlarged  and  supplemented  it  with  a co- 
pious bibliography  of  English  aud  American 
authorities  in  the  various  departments,  with 
an  appendix  of  great  value,  and  with  a list 
of  the  histories  of  Christian  Churches  in  the 
United  States.  Methodology  is  defined,  after 
Harless,  to  be  “ the  regulative  conclusions  from 
the  principles  and  historical  character  of  a sci- 
ence which  are  requisite  for  the  process  of  ap- 
propriation”— a definition  which,  it  must  be  ad- 
mitted, is  Bufficieutly  enigmatical  and  abstract, 
but  wliioh  becomes  clearer  through  the  expla- 
nations of  the  context.  The  first  part  of  the 
work  is  a general  encyclopmdia,  which  treats 
of  the  relation  of  theology  to  science,  to  art, 
to  philology,  philosophy,  ethics,  logic,  etc.  It 
also  exhibits  the  leading  tendencies  of  theo- 
logical thought  in  the  Early  Church  in  the 
Middle  Ages,  among  the  Reformers,  and  in  the 
seventeenth  and  eighteenth  centuries,  as  well 
as  the  new  direction  it  has  recently  received 
in  England  and  America.  The  second  part,  or 
special  theological  encyclopedia,  discusses  the 
ideas,  scope,  literature,  etc.,  of  theology,  in  its 
exegesis,  in  its  history  as  developed  into  a sys- 
tem, and  in  its  practical  bearings.  A vast  va- 
riety of  carefully  sifted  knowledge  on  mani- 
fold topics  is  summed  in  about  six  hundred 
pages,  designed  to  afford  a useful  hand-book 
and  guide  to  the  scholar’s  inquiries.  The  cat- 
alogues of  the  literature  of  the  various  depart- 
ments added  by  the  American  editors,  while 
of  course  not  complete,  are  yet  full  enough  to 
prove  of  great  help  to  most  investigators. 


A dictionary  of  geography  and  gazetteer 
of  the  world  that  is  compressed  into  a single 
handy  dnodecimo  volume,  which  is  not  too 
bulky  for  a satchel,  and  yet  affords  full,  speci- 
fic, and  accurate  information,  most  he  consid- 
ered an  invaluable  item  in  the  equipment  of  a 
traveller  or  of  a home  library.  Such  a work 
wo  have  found  the  Globe  Pronouncing  Gazetteer 


8 Theological  Encyclopedia  and  Methodology.  On  the 
Basis  of  Hagenbaon.  By  Georgs  R.  Crooks,  D.D.^and 
John  F.  Hurst, D.D.  8vo, pp.  610.  New  York:  Phil- 
lips and  Hunt. 
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of  the  World9  to  be.  Its  descriptive,  geograph- 
ical, and  statistical  departments  are  sufficient- 
ly full  to  cover  all  ordinary  general  needs  for 
popular  use  or  ready  reference,  and  are  uni- 
formly accurate.  They  embrace  compact  ac- 
counts of  the  various  countries  of  the  world, 
their  physical  aspects  and  political  subdivi- 
sions, and  the  location,  population,  and  char- 
acteristic features  and  industries  of  their  prin- 
cipal towns.  And  in  addition  the  pronuncia- 
tion is  given  of  geographical  names,  and  in 
most  cases  the  meaning  and  etymology  of  the 
name  forms  are  supplied.  It  is  also  accom- 
panied by  convenient  and  generally  excellent 
maps  of  all  the  chief  countries. 


If  there  were  no  other  evidence  that  the 
Psalms  of  David  (as  they  are  popularly  desig- 
nated) are  inspired  than  that  which  is  afforded 
by  the  fact  that  no  maltreatment  of  transla- 
tion in  prose  or  verse  to  which  they  have  been 
subjected  has  quenched  their  marvellous 
spiritual  power  or  destroyed  their  rich  poetry, 
it  would  be  well-nigh  conclusive.  No  other 
literary  work  has  been  put  to  so  great  a varie- 
ty of  severe  tests,  and  none  has  triumphed  so 
signally  over  the  poverty,  the  ignorance,  the 
misconception,  and  the  prosaic  commonplace 
of  its  translators.  The  baldest  aud  crudest 
version  that  has  ever  appeared  has  preserved 
something  of  the  grandeur,  the  beauty,  the 
melody,  aud  the  transfiguring  power  and  spir- 
it of  the  original.  Probably,  however,  the 
most  crucial  test  to  which  these  incomparable 
hymns  have  ever  been  subjected  is  that  to 
which  they  are  now  being  put  by  Biblical 
scholars,  who  bring  to  the  task  an  amount  of 
philological  learning  that  has  never  before 
been  approached,  and,  we  may  add,  an  absence* 
of  poetic  taste  and  genius  that  is  unparalleled. 
The  latest  translation10  is  one  that  has  been 
made  by  the  Rev.  T.  K.  Cheyne,  an  English 
scholar  and  clergyman,  and  again  the  royal 
singer  emerges  triumphant  from  the  crucible ; 
and  wo  may  now  conclude  that  nothing  that 
man  may  do  can  rob  his  precious  lyrics  of  their 
poetry  and  inspiration.  Although  wo  may 
miss  some  beautiful  figures  from  Mr.  Cheyne’s 
translation,  or  find  some  favorite  or  familiar 
thought  incrusted  with  pedantic  literalism, 
instances  of  this  kind  are  comparatively  few, 
and  tho  work  as  a whole  remains  with  its 
beauty  unimpaired.  Read  in  connection  with 
the  text  of  the  Accepted  Version  of  the  Bible, 
or  with  the  exquisitely  beautiful  version  in  the 
Book  of  Common  Prayer,  Mr.  Cheyne’s  transla- 
tion will  be  found  a suggestive  and  instructive 
commentary.  If  it  obscures  some  beauties,  it 
reveals  many  new  ones  of  a high  order. 


• The  Globe  Pronouncing  Gazetteer  of  the  World , De- 
scriptive and  Statistical , with  Etymological  Notes . Be- 
ing n Geographical  Dictionary  for  Popular  Use.  With 
Thirty -two  Maps.  12ino,  pp.  600.  New  York:  G.  P. 
Putnam’s  Sons. 

10  The  Book  of  Psalms.  Translated  by  the  Rev.  T.  K. 
Cheyne,  M.A.  “ Parchment  Library.”  16mo,  pp.  254. 
New  York : D.  Appleton  and  Co. 


While  the  movement  inland  of  towns,  cities, 
populous  communities,  and  the  nervous  activi- 
ties and  accompaniments  of  our  artificial  soci- 
ety, have  driven  the  more  restless  of  the  old 
settlers  and  pioneers  of  our  Western  plains  and 
lowlands  still  farther  west,  where  they  form 
the  fluttering  outer  fringe  of  onr  advancing 
civilization,  the  dwellers  in  our  midland  mount- 
ains have  escaped  the  inundation,  aud  still  re- 
main in  their  hilly  fastnesses  comparatively 
untouched  and  unaffected  by  the  wave  of  prog- 
ress. In  Virginia,  North  Carolina,  northern 
Georgia  and  Alabama,  and  Tennessee  the  ridges 
and  declivities  of  the  Appalachian  range  are 
still  peopled  by  a primitive  folk  who  retain 
the  dialect  and  the  simple  and  uncouth  ways  of 
their  forefathers,  together  with  their  dress,  oc- 
cupations, and  forms  of  intercourse,  their  inar- 
tificial and  rough-and-ready  vices  and  virtues, 
their  quick  responsiveness  to  passion  and  emo- 
tion, and  their  full  share  of  that  human  nature 
which  makes  all  men  kin.  With  the  keen  in- 
stinct of  i\  true  artist  Mr.  Charles  E.  Craddock 
has  chosen  these  mountaineers  for  study  and 
illustration,  and  in  a collection  of  vigorous  , 
stories,  entitled  In  the  Tennessee  Mountain*?' 
lie  graphically  depicts  their  life  aud  manuers, 
their  impulses  and  emotions,  their  joys,  sor- 
rows, triumphs,  aud  tribulations,  the  vicissi- 
tudes and  tragedies  in  which  they  have  play- 
ed a part,  tho  scenery  amid  which  they  were 
born  and  bred,  and  which  has  become  a part 
of  their  nature,  and,  in  fine,  unfolds  the  sim- 
ple but  powerful  dramas  in  which  they  are 
the  unconscious  actors.  Mr.  Craddock’s  stories 
have  the  charm  of  novelty  and  freshness.  They 
are  written  with  masculine  grace,  and  they 
abonnd  in  situations  which  are  invariably 
striking  and  picturesque,  and  often  strongly 
dramatic.  His  delineations  of  individuals  are 
noteworthy  for  the  subtlety  with  which  they 
discriminate  fine  and  delicate  shades  of  char- 
acter, no  less  than  for  the  bolduess  and  origi- 
nality with  which  they  depict  its  coarser  and 
severer  lines.  To  all  this  he  adds  the  wizard 
power  of  telling  a story  with  straightforward 
earnestness  and  simplicity,  and  of  investing  it 
with  absorbing  pathos  and  tenderness. 


Much  that  has  been  said  in  the  preceding 
notice  applies  equally  as  well  to  four  stories 
by  Mr.  Joel  Chandler  Harris,  author  of  Xights 
with  Uncle  Remus , which  he  has  grouped  to- 
gether under  tho  title  of  Mingo,  and  Other  Sketch- 
es in  Black  and  White.12  Less  exclusively  do- 
voted  than  Mr.  Craddock’s  tales  to  the  portray- 
al of  life  in  tho  mountains,  Mr.  Harris  depicts 
some  of  the  characteristic  phases  of  the  mount- 
ain life  of  northern  Georgia,  its  romance  and 
its  reality,  with  tho  same  bracing  vigor  and 
dramatic  force  that  are  visible  in  Mr.  Crad- 

11  In  the  Tennessee  Mountains.  By  Charles  Egbert 
Craddock.  16mo,  pp.  881.  Boston  : Houghton,  Mif- 
flin, and  Co. 

19  Mingo , and  Other  Sketches  in  Black  and  White.  By 
Joel  Chandler  Harris.  16mo,  pp.  273.  Boston: 
James  R.  Osgood  and  Co. 
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dock’s  In  the  Tennessee  Mountain s,  while  his  de- 
lineations of  the  plantation  and  village  life  that 
is  rapidly  dissolving  before  the  influx  of  new 
social  and  industrial  conditions  at  once  pre- 
serve the  memory  of  a vanishing  phase  of 
Georgia  society,  and  delight  the  reader  with 
his  rare  powers  as  a story-teller.  It  wilt  not 
be  easy  to  And  in  our  home  literature  four 
more  perfect  or  more  thrilling  stories  than 
these  of  Mr.  Harris’s  telling. 


After  a comparatively  long  interval  of  si- 
lence Mr.  Wilkie  Collins  has  written  another 
novel  in  his  characteristic  vein,  but  with  less 
than  his  usual  skill.  Like  the  generality  of 
his  romances,  the  interest  of  his  new  novel,  “I 
Say  No”  or  the  Love-Letter  Answered,™  depends 
chiefly  upon  the  development  of  a plot  whose 
systematic  intricacies  pique  the  curiosity  until 
the  last  moment,  and  upon  the  concealment  of 
a mystery  which  baffles  and  defies  solution  un- 
til it  shall  have  contributed  to  no  end  of  cross 
purposes  and  caused  a prodigious  amount  of 
incertitude  and  wretchedness.  So  far  as  this 
line  of  art  is  concerned  Mr.  Collins  has  no  rival, 
and  his  reader  is  sure  of  being  involved  and 
absorbed  in  a plot  whose  pervading  element  is 
one  of  mystification  and  suspense  most  artful- 
ly and  ingeniously  sustained.  In  the  higher 
requisites  of  romantic  art  the  story  before  us 
is  inferior  to  Mr.  Collins’s  other  novels.  The 
•characters  are  less  definite,  and  their  individu- 
ality is  less  strongly  marked,  its  incidents  and 
vicissitudes  are  more  commouplaco  and  con- 
ventional, and  its  situations  are  more  purely 
sensational.  


Of  the  other  novels  of  the  month,  of  which 
there  has  been  a plenteous  crop,  several  are 
of  much  more  than  ordinary  merit.  Among 
these  are : A Pei'ilotts  Secret,™  the  last,  though 
far  from  the  best,  of  Charles  Reade’s  novels ; 
A Country  Doctor™  an  exquisitely  delicate  and 
very  subtle  delineation,  by  Sarah  Orne  Jewett, 
of  the  evolntion  of  character  under  the  influ- 
ence of  simple  and  natural  surroundings  aud 
of  wise  and  wholesome  guidance,  coupled  with 
some  charming  limuings  of  social  phases,  rural 
scenes,  and  village  life  and  character ; Dissolv- 
ing Views,™  a bright  and  kaleidoscopic  romance 
of  English  society,  with  an  engaging  love  story, 
by  Mrs.  Andrew  Lang ; The  Fate  of  Mansfield 
Humphreys ,11  a delicious  medley  of  love  and 


* * **/ Say  No  or , The  Love-Letter  Ansivered.  A Nov- 
el. By  Wilkie  Collins.  lflmo,  pp.  233.  New  York: 
Harper  and  Brothers. 

The  Same.  “ Franklin  Square  Library.”  4tof  pp.  62. 
New  York : Harper  and  Brothers. 

A Perilous  Secret.  By  Charles  Reads.  16mo,  pp. 
160.  New  York : Harper  and  Brothers. 

The  Same.  “Franklin  Square  Library.”  4to,  pp. 
50.  New  York  : Harper  and  Brothers. 

A Country  Doctor.  By  Sarah  Orne  Jewett.  16mo, 
pp  SSI.  Boston  : Houghton,  Mifflin,  and  Co. 

Diesolring  Views.  By  Mrs.  Andrew  Lano.  10mo, 
pp.  271.  New  York : Harper  and  Brothers. 

1 1 The  Fate  qf  Mansfield  Humphreys . With  the  Epi- 


philology,  by  Richard  Grant  White;  new  edi- 
tions respectively  of  Mr.  Laurence  Oliphant’s 
Piccadilly 18  and  Charles  Reade’s  invigorating 
collection  of  Good  Stories  ;™  Godfrey  Hvlstone ,*° 
a cheerful,  changeful,  and  wholesome  love  sto- 
ry, by  Georgiana  M.  Craik;  and  The  Miz  Maze, 
or  the  Winkwortk  Puzzle, 11  a brilliant  tale,  whose 
plot,  resembling  those  of  Wilkie  Collins  in 
its  intricacy  and  mysterious  involvements,  is 
evolved  through  the  medium  solely  of  letters 
supposed  to  have  been  written  by  the  imagi- 
nary actors,  whose  parts  are  personated  by  nine 
different  writers,  with  the  object  in  view  of 
securing  the  difference  in  style  and  way  of 
thinking  that  exists  in  real  life.  Each  writer 
thus  contributes  not  only  her  own  individual- 
ity to  the  letters  she  writes,  but  gives  her  own 
special  turns  to  the  emotions  and  incidents  of 
the  story,  while  adhering  to  the  general  out- 
lines of  the  plot.  The  novel  which  has  result- 
ed from  this  extensive  copartnership  is  not  less 
remarkable  for  its  freshness  and  interest  than 
for  the  ingenuity  with  which  it  has  been  exe- 
cuted by  the  numerous  writers  who  were  en- 
gaged upon  it,  and  who,  we  may  add,  are  the  fol- 
lowing well-known  writers  of  fiction : Frances 
Hawley,  Mary  Bramston,  Christahel  R.  Cole- 
ridge, A.  E.  Marcy  Anderson  Morshead,  Char- 
lotte M.  Yonge,  Frances  M.  Peard,  Mary  S.  Lee, 
Eleanor  S.  Price,  and  Florence  Wilford.  The 
more  deserving  of  the  remaining  novels  are: 
A Fair  Country  Maid,™  by  E.  Fairfax  Byrrne; 
My  Ducats  and  My  Daughter,™  by  an  anony- 
mous author ; The  Giant's  Bole,™  by  F.  Anstey ; 
Miss  Ludington'8  Sister,™  by  Edward  Bellamy; 
Phoebe,™  by  the  author  of  Rutledge;  Stage- 
StmcJc ,™  by  Blanche  Roosevelt ; Tinkling  Cym- 
bals,™  by  Edgar  Fawcett ; and  The  Crime  of 
-Henry  Vane,™  by  J.  S.  of  Dale. 


sode  of  Mr.  Washington  Adams  in  England.  By  Rich- 
ard Grant  White.  16mo,  pp,  446.  Boston : Hough- 
ton, Mifflin,  and  Co. 

19  Piccadilly.  A Fragment  of  Contemporary  Biog- 
raphy. By  Laurence  Oliphant.  16mo,pp.  153.  New 
York  : Harper  and  Brothers. 

19  Good  Stories.  By  Charles  Rkade.  Illustrated. 
16mo,  pp.  319.  New  York  : Harper  and  Brothers. 

20  Godfrey  Hdslone.  A Novel.  By  Geqhoiana  M. 
Craik.  “Franklin  Square  Library.”  4to,pp.  57.  New 
York  : Harper  and  Brothers. 

21  The  Miz  Maze;  or.  The  iVtnkworth  Puzzle.  16mo, 
pp.  212.  New  York : Harper  and  Brothers. 

22  A Fair  Country  Maid.  A Novel.  By  E.  Fairfax 
Btrrne.  “Franklin  Square  Library.”  4to,  pp.  71. 
New  York  : Harper  and  Brothers. 

23  My  Ducats  and  My  Daughter.  A Novel,  “ Frank- 
lin Square  Library.”  4to,  pp.  74.  New  York : Harper 
and  Brothers. 

84  The  Giant's  Robe.  By  F.  Anstey.  16mo,  pp.  427. 
New  York : D.  Appleton  and  Co. 

25  Miss  Ludington'8  Sister.  A Romance  of  Immor- 
tality. By  Edward  Bellamy.  16mo,  pp.  SCO.  Boston: 
James  R.  Osgood  and  Co. 

29  P/uxbe.  A Novel.  By  the  Author  of  “ Rutledge.” 
16mo.  pp.  832.  Boston  : Houghton,  Mifflin,  and  Co. 

27  Stage-Struck  ; or,  She  Would  be  an  Opera  Singer. 
By  Blanche  Roosevelt.  12mo,  pp.  251.  New  York: 
Fords,  Howard,  and  Hulbert. 

28  Tinkling  Cymbals.  A Novel.  By  Edgar  Fawcett. 
12mo,  pp.  832.  Boston  : James  R.  Osgood  and  Co. 

22  The  Crime  of  Henry  Vane.  By  the  Author  of 
“ Guerndale.”  16mo,  pp.  206.  Boston : Charles  Scrib- 
ner’s Sons. 
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POLITICAL. 

OUR  Record  is  closed  on  the  17th  of  Jnly. 

— The  Democratic  National  CoiiYention 
was  held  at  Chicago,  opening  J uly  8.  Colonel 
W.  F.  Vilas,  of  Wisconsin,  was  chosen  perma- 
nent chairman.  On  the  11th,  Hon.  Grover 
Cleveland,  of  New  York,  was  nominated  for 
President,  on  the  second  ballot,  and  Hon. 
Thomas  A.  Hendricks,  of  Indiana,  for  Vice- 
President,  without  opposition.  The  ballots 
for  President  were  as  follows:  First — Whole 
number  of  votes  cast,  820 ; necessary  to  a 
ohoice,  547  ; for  Grover  Cleveland,  of  New 
York,  302 ; for  Thomas  F.  Bayard,  of  Delaware, 
168;  for  Allan  G.  Thurman,  of  Ohio,  88;  for 
Samuel  J.  Randall,  of  Pennsylvania,  78;  for 
Joseph  E.  McDonald,  of  Indiana,  56 ; for  John 
G.  Carlisle,  of  Kentucky,  27 ; for  Roswell  P. 
Flower,  of  New  York,  4 ; for  George  Hoadly, 
of  Ohio,  3 ; for  Samuel  J.  Tilden,  of  New  York, 
1;  for  Thomas  A.  Hendricks,  of  Indiana,  1. 
Second — Whole  number  of  votes  cast,  820;  ne- 
cessary to  a choice,  547 ; Cleveland,  684 ; Bay- 
ard, 81J;  Thurman,  4;  Randall,  4;  McDonald, 
1 ; Hendricks,  45}.  The  nomination  was  then 
made  unanimous. 

Congress  adjourned  July  7.  The  following 
bills  wero  among  those  passed : The  Utah  Bill, 
Senate,  June  18;  Pacific  Railroad  Bill,  House, 
June  19;  Army  Appropriation  Bill,  Senate, 
June  21;  report  of  conference  committee  on 
Shipping  Bill  agreed  to  by  House,  June  21; 
Sundry  Civil  Bill,  House,  June  23;  Mexican 
Pension  Bill,  Senate,  June  24 ; Legislative,  Ex- 
ecutive, and  Judicial  Appropriation  Bill,  House, 
June  26 ; for  a branch  Soldiers7  Home  west  of 
the  Mississippi,  Senate,  July  1;  Sundry  Civil 
Bill,  Senate,  July  2 ; Fortifications  Bill,  House, 
July  2 ; conference  report  on  Army  Bill  agreed 
to,  House,  July  2;  Fortifications  Bill,  Senate, 
July  3;  Anti-Chinese  Bill,  Senate,  Jnly  3;  for-| 
feiting  Atlantic  and  Pacific  Railroad  unearned 
land  grants,  Senate,  July  3 ; conference  reports 
on  Forti  fications,  Sundry  Civil,  and  General  De- 
ficiency bills  agreed  to,  House,  J uly  6.  Before 
adjournment  the  remaining  appropriation  bills 
were  passed,  and  provision  was  made  for  the 
temporary  support  of  the  navy. 

The  President,  July  2,  vetoed  the  Fitz-John 
Porter  Bill.  It  was  passed  over  his  veto  by 
the  House,  Jnly  2,  but  the  Senate  sustained  the 
veto,  July  3. 

The  President,  July  4,  nominated  John  A. 
Kasson  to  be  Minister  to  Germany,  Alphonso 
Taft  to  be  Minister  to  Russia,  John  M.  Fran- 
cis to  be  Minister  to  Austria,  Lewis  Rich- 
mond to  be  Minister  Resident  to  Portugal, 
Ward  McAllister,  Jun.,  to  be  Unite4  States 
Judge  of  Alaska ; and  John  Jarrett  to  be  Com- 
missioner of  Labor. 

The  Republican  National  Committee  was 
organized,  June  20,  by  the  election  of  B.  F. 
Jo^es  as  chairman. 
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The  New  York  Democratic  State  Conven- 
tion, June  18,  instructed  the  delegates  to  the 
National  Convention  to  vote  as  a unit,  and  re- 
nominated Judges  Andrews  (Republican)  and 
Rapallo  (Democrat)  for  the  Court  of  Appeals, 
in  accord  with  the  similar  non-partisan  action 
of  the  Republican  Convention. 

The  public  debt  was  decreased  $9,217,256 
during  the  month  of  June. 

The  House  of  Lords,  July  8,  voted  to  post- 
pone consideration  of  Mr.  Gladstone’s  franchise 
bill  until  a redistribution  of  seats  is  included. 
This  produced  a political  crisis,  in  which  the 
question  of  the  modification  of  the  Upper 
House  is  involved.  Mr.  Gladstone  announced 
that  Parliament  would  be  prorogued  until 
October. 

The  Pan-Presbyterian  Council  was  held  at 
Belfast,  Ireland,  June  24  to  July  3. 

The  Bartholdi  statue  was  formally  present- 
ed to  the  United  States,  Minister  Morton  re- 
ceiving it,  in  Paris,  July  4. 

The  cholera  has  made  its  appearance  in 
France,  many  deaths  beiug  reported  at  Tou- 
lon and  Marseilles. 

An  attack  on  French  troops  by  Chinese 
troops  at  Lang-son,  June  23,  in  violation  of 
the  treaty,  provoked  a demand  from  France 
for  a heavy  war  indemnity. 

The  Conference  on  Egyptian  Affairs  met  at 
London,  June  28,  and  Earl  Granville  presented 
England’s  financial  proposals.  It  then  ad- 
journed to  permit  examination  of  them  by 
experts. 

General  Iglesias  has  resigned  the  Presidency 
of  Peru,  and  has  ordered  a general  election. 

General  Diaz  has  been  declared  President 
of  Mexico. 

DISASTERS. 

June  19. — Several  persons  were  fatally  in- 
jured by  the  wrecking  of  a train  on  the  Bur- 
lington and  Missouri  Railroad. 

June  25. — Deaths  from  lightning  were  re- 
ported in  New  York,  Pennsylvania,  Ohio,  and 
Wisconsin. 

July  16. — Twenty-five  persons  were  killed 
by  the  breaking  of  an  engine  axle  on  the  Man- 
chester and  Sheffield  Railway,  England. 

OBITUARY. 

June  18. — At  Philadelphia,  Bishop  Matthew 
Simpson,  aged  seventy-four  years. 

June  19. — At  Berlin,  John  Gustavos  Droysen, 
Professor  of  History  in  the  University  of  Ber- 
lin, aged  seventy-five  years. 

June  21. — At  the  Hague,  the  Prince  of  Or- 
ange, Crown  Prince  of  the  Netherlands,  aged 
thirty-two  years. 

July  1. — At  Chicago,  Illinois,  Allen  Pinker- 
ton, head  of  the  detective  agency,  aged  sixty- 
four  years. 

July  2. — General  Francis  Edward  Todleben, 
the  Russian  engineer,  aged  sixty-six  years. 
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THE  Drawer  is  in  want  of  information  in 
regard  to  a characteristic  New  England 
custom  that  has  a more  or  less  remote  bearing 
on  the  great  question  of  the  day,  which  is  ad- 
mitted to  be  the  “ conduct  of  life.”  Some  per- 
sons may  have  the  notion  that  the  Drawer  is 
only  a fragmentary  collection  of  anecdotes  and 
smart  sayings,  the  only  purpose  of  which  is  to 
amuse  the  passing  generation.  In  fact,  it  has 
an  underlying  philosophy  and  a deeper  object 
than  this.  It  gathers  the  anecdotes,  the  pe- 
culiar customs  of  localities,  the  odd  freaks  of 
human  nature,  the  witticisms  and  the  humors, 
and,  above  all,  anything  that  illustrates  the 
characteristic  traits  of  the  American  people, 
traditions,  manners,  and  character,  in  order  to 
get  a basis  for  a philosophy  of  life.  And  as 
the  American  people  is  a composite  of  every 
race  and  tribe  that  exists,  the  range  of  the 
Drawer  necessarily  takes  in  all  creation.  Ours 
is  the  inductive  method,  and  in  accordance 
with  the  prevailing  fashion  we  have  only  to 
collect  a sufficient  number  of  facts  in  order  to 
be  able  to  set  up  and  patent  a theory  which 
will  enable  us  to  understand  human  nature  as 
perfectly  as  we  now  comprehend  the  develop- 
ment of  a complete  American  university,  with 
all  its  various  activities  and  departments,  out 
of  certain  inanimate  and  unintelligent  ingre- 
dients or  atoms,  stirred  together  by  a sort  of 
indescribable  cosmic  spoon  w ithout  a handle. 
If  our  collection  of  facts  seems  sometimes  more 
humorous  than  facts  ought  to  be  on  which  to 
base  a serious  theory,  that  is  because  human 
nature  can  be  best  studied  when  it  is,  so  to 
speak,  off  its  guard,  or  stimulated  into  the 
brightest  displays  of  its  peculiarities.  It  is 
supposed  by  some  philosophers  that  there  is  a 
fixed  quantity  of  humor  in  the  world,  as  there 
is  a fixed  quantity  of  wisdom  (both  so  un- 
equally distributed  that  the  fools  are  always  in 
a majority,  especially  in  a popular  election), 
and  that  this  is  the  reason  why  all  the  witty 
sayings  and  funny  anecdotes  are  successively 
borrowed  by  one  generation  from  the  preced- 
ing. But  the  fact  is  that  no  two  people  were 
ever  created  exactly  alike,  and  almost  every 
one  is  liable  some  time  in  his  life  to  do  or  say 
something  eccentric  that  has  never  been  done 
or  said  before.  Though  it  must  be  admitted 
that  the  doctrine  of  heredity  comes  in  here, 
so  that  a joke  made  without  intent  to  deceive 
tarns  out  to  have  been  made  by  an  Aryan  an- 
cestor two  or  three  thousand  years  before. 
Jokes  are  no  doubt  perpetuated,  skipping  en- 
tire generations,  as  physical  traits  are,  and 
we  recognize  them  by  what  we  call  u ear- 
marks.” We  have  in  mind  a child  who  has  a 
slight  slit  in  the  lobe  of  each  ear.  Neither 
his  father  nor  mother  nor  his  grandparents 
had  any  such  ear-mark,  bat  it  is  remembered 
that  his  greatgrandfather,  who  “ fought  into 
the  Revolution,”  had  exactly  this  birth-mark, 


and  it  is  a tradition  in  the  family  that  a re- 
mote ancestor  of  his  had  also  this  peculiarity. 
Now  this  boy  should  be  watched;  for  if  he 
ever  makes  a joke — that  is,  not  a mere  smart 
quibble  of  words,  but  achieves  a character- 
istic piece  of  humor  worthy  to  go  into  the 
Drawer — it  will  very  likely  be  found  that  his 
great-grandfather  perpetrated  that  very  piece 
of  humor,  which  probably  also  can  be  read  in 
the  ancient  book  of  Greek  jests.  It  is  a sol- 
emn and  interesting  thought  to  us  that  chil- 
dren are  born  this  very  month  who  will  grow 
np  and  try  to  get  their  jests  and  anecdotes 
into  the  future  Drawers,  and  that  the  editor 
at  the  time  will  have  to  be  on  the  watch  for  this 
heredity.  For  of  all  races  the  human  race  is 
the  most  deceiving. 

But  we  have  not  been  led  away  from  our 
subject,  as  will  appear  from  a statement  of  the 
information  we  desire  in  regard  to  a certain 
New  England  custom.  We  desire  to  know 
whether  it  is  local  or  whether  it  prevailed 
elsewhere,  whether  it  was  invented  in  Massa- 
chusetts or  was  brought  over  from  England  or 
Holland,  and  whether  it  was  practiced  by  any 
ancient  peoples.  The  importance  of  this  in- 
quiry in  the  study  of  sociology  will  appear 
when  we  say  that  it  relates  to  the  most  impor- 
tant concern  in  life,  that  is,  courtship.  In 
early  New  England  days,  as  far  back  as  the 
middle  of  the  eighteenth  century,  when  hospi- 
tality was  a practice  as  well  as  a virtue,  there 
was  in  most  houses  only  one  large  assembly- 
room,  and  there  the  family  and  all  the  guests 
and  chance  callers  gathered  on  winter  nights 
about  the  blazing  fire  of  logs.  We  know  that 
youth  was  youth  and  love  was  love,  and  young 
men  were  timid  aud  maidens  were  shy,  and 
courtship  went  on  in  those  days.  How  was 
courtship  possible  in  this  common  room,  where 
every  word  was  heard  and  every  look  taken 
notice  off  We  read  in  the  admirable  volume 
on  the  recent  centennial  of  Long  Meadow, 
Massachusetts,  by  Professor  Richard  S.  Storrs, 
of  that  town,  that  in  the  winter  evenings,  for 
the  convenience  of  young  lovers,  since  there 
was  no  “next  room,”  courting -sticks  were 
used ; that  is,  long  wooden  tubes  that  could 
convey  from  lip  to  ear  sweet  and  secret  whis- 
pers. Was  this  an  invention  peculiar  to  Long 
Meadow  f 

It  is  a charming  picture  that  this  calls  up 
of  life  in  a Puritan  household,  this  tubular  love- 
making,  the  pretty  girl  (nearly  every  girl  is 
pretty  in  the  fire-light  of  long  ago)  seated  in 
one  stiff  high-backed  chair,  and  the  staid  but 
blushing  lover  in  another,  handling  the  courfc- 
ing-stick,  itself  an  open  confession  of  compla- 
cence, if  not  of  true  love.  Would  the  young 
man  dare  to  say,  “ I love  you,”  through  a tube, 
and  would  he  feel  encouraged  by  the  laugh- 
ing, tender  eyes  of  the  girl  when  she  replied, 
through  the  same  passage,  “Do  tell!”f  Did 


Digitized  by 


Gck  igle 


jr- 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


644 


HARPER’S  NEW  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE. 


they  have  two  sticks,  so  that  one  end  of  one 
could  be  at  the  ear  and  the  end  of  the  other 
at  the  mouth  all  the  while!  How  convenient, 
when  the  young  man  got  more  ardent  than 
was  seemly,  as  the  flip  went  round,  for  the  girl 
to  put  her  thumb  over  the  end  of  the  tube,  and 
stop  the  flow  of  soul!  Did  the  young  man 
bring  his  stick,  and  so  announce  his  intention, 
or  did  the  young  lady  always  keep  one  or  a 
pair  on  hand,  and  so  reveal  both  willingness 
and  expectation  T It  was  so  much  more  con- 
venient than  the  telephone,  with  its  “hello” 
and  proclamation  to  all  listeners  at  each  end  of 
the  line.  Lovers  can  make  love  with  anything, 
even  with  a telephone ; the  successful  courting 
of  a deaf  person  (for  there  is  one  word  that  near- 
ly everybody  likes  to  hear),  as  we  know,  can  go 
on  through  a speaking-trumpet;  but  these 
court ing-s ticks  seem  to  us  the  ne  plus  ultra  of 
tender  communication — when  a third  party  is 
present.  They  woul  d be  very  useful  now  at  large 
parties,  where  there  is  such  a din  and  babble 
that  one  can  only  court  a pretty  girl  at  the 
risk  of  bronchitis  or  laryngitis.  Sometimes  in 
the  jam  you  can  not  get  near  the  girl ; but 
with  a loug  courting-stick  you  could  wile  her 
away  from  her  too  near  admirer.  This  inven- 
tion seems  to  us  worthy  of  revival  for  many 
reasons,  and  we  should  be  glad  of  any  further 
information  in  regard  to  it.  Civilization  in 
its  progress  drops  a good  many  things  that 
ought  to  be  retained. 

In  this  same  volume,  in  the  speech  of  Pro- 
fessor Park,  we  find  traced  to  its  source  a mot 
that  has  been  attributed  to  John  Randolph. 
Professor  Park  says:  “A  minister  in  this  im- 
mediate neighborhood  was  once  asked,  in  an 
insolent  if  not  insulting  way,  'Do  you  think 
you  have  got  any  religion  V He  answered, 
' None  to  speak  of.*  This  apt  reply  was  men- 
tioned to  John  Randolph,  who  was  pleased 
with  it,  aud  soon  afterward  said  on  the  floor 
of  our  national  House  of  Representatives,  * I 
have  no  religion  to  speak  of?  The  felicitous 
remark  has  been  ascribed  to  him  as  an  original 
one.” 


During  the  time  when  New  York  and  New 
Hampshire  both  claimed  territorial  jurisdiction 
over  Vermont  a newly  married  couple,  named 
James  and  Rachel  Leonard,  came  to  the  verd 
mont  country  to  hew  for  themselves  a fortune 
from  the  rocky  wilderness. 

Whether  wafted  by  the  dense  cloud  from 
the  long  pipes  of  their  worthy  Dutch  parents, 
or  by  whatever  combination  of  circumstances 
conveyed  hither,  they  had  come  to  stay ; and 
when  they  heard  that  Colonel  Ethan  Allen  was 
coming  with  a posse  of  soldiers  to  dispossess 
all  who  owned  allegiance  to  the  State  of  Now 
York,  they  resolved  not  to  be  deprived  of  the 
little  home  which  their  mutual  industry  had 
reared. 

When  Allen  arrived  he  found  the  young  wife 
alone  in  the  house.  Asking  her  what  jurisdic- 


tion she  recognized,  she  replied,  “ The  State  of 
New  York.” 

He  then  told  her  that  his  errand  was  to  dis- 
possess all  who  claimed  the  protection  of  the 
State  of  New  York,  and  that  he  must  turn  her 
out  of  her  house. 

“ But  I won’t  go,”  slie  answered. 

Finding  her  determined  in  her  resistance  of 
authority,  he  said  at  last,  “Well,  you’re  not 
very  heavy,”  and  taking  the  plucky  little  wo- 
man in  his  arms,  he  carried  her  forcibly  out  of 
the  house. 

No  sooner  had  he  set  her  down,  however, 
than  she  returned,  the  valiant  Ethan  calling 
after  her,  as  she  entered  the  door,  “ Remember 
that  you  go  into  that  house  under  the  jurisdic- 
tion of  Vermont,”  and  then  riding  away,  his 
soldiers,  no  doubt,  greatly  amused  to  see  the 
hero  of  Ticonderoga  discomfited  by  a woman. 


While  a certain  Judge  Greene  was  trying  a 
civil  case,  Mr.  X.,  the  attorney  for  the  defeud- 
ant,  had  occasion  to  quote  from  Browne  (a  le- 
gal authority),  but  pronounced  the  final  e in 
that  name. 

“Mr.  X.,”  said  the  judge,  “I  believe  that 
name  is  pronounced  Brown,  not  Brown-e.  Now 
my  name  is  also  spelled  with  a final  e,  but  it 
is  pronounced  as  one  syllable,  is  it  not?” 

“Your  houor,”  said  Mr.  X.,  “that  depends 
entirely  upon  how  you  decide  this  case.” 


The  musical  sense  of  the  country  choir  is 
probably  keener  than  their  sense  of  the  ludi- 
crous and  of  the  fitness  of  things.  A corre- 
spondent heard  the  following  extraordinary 
programme  in  a country  Methodist  church  on 
the  morning  of  Easter-Sunday.  The  organ 
prelude  was  from  Pinafore — 

Farewell,  my  own — 

Light  of  my  life,  farewell. 

The  first  hymn,  in  the  midst  of  the  radiant 
sunshine  of  that  morning,  was, 

Softly  fades  the  twilight  ray 
Of  the  blessed  Sabbath  day. 

The  anthem  was  the  “Evening  Hymn  to  the 
Virgin.”  The  blissfully  ignorant  lads  and  las- 
sies sang  with  as  much  unction  to  the  peace- 
fql  congregation  the 

Ave  sanctisstma — we  lift  our  souls  to  thee; 

Ora  pro  nobis— ’tls  nightfall  on  the  sea, 

as  they  afterward  put  into  the  rousing  hymn, 

I’m  glad  salvation’s  free, 

I’m  glad  salvation’s  free; 

Salvation’s  free  for  you  and  me— 

Bless  God,  salvation’s  free  1 


This  anecdote  of  Virginia  in  the  early  days 
of  reconstruction  comes  from  a correspondent 
in  Missouri,  who  heard  it  related  by  Chief 
Justice  Miller,  of  Maryland : 

Two  elegant  old-school  Virginia  gentlemen 
were  seated  one  summer  evening  on  the  “ hurri- 
cane” deck  of  a Rappahannock  steamer.  With 
their  feet  agaiust  the  smoke-stack,  chairs  tilt* 
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ed  back,  and  all  the  accessories  to  “ old-school” 
comfort  in  the  way  of  juleps  and  cigars,  they 
were  prepared  to  enjoy  the  sweet  melancholy 
of  the  hour,  and  the  pleasing  panorama  pass- 
ing before  their  eyes,  lighted  by  the  last  rays 
of  the  declining  sun.  Suddenly  one  of  them 
speaks : 

“Aw,  majal),  do  you  see  that  ar  very  fine 
mansion  over  thar?” 

“Well,  yes,  colonel,  I do.  Belongs  to  Bob 
Kyarter,  don’t  it  ?” 

“Yes.  You  know  Bob  Kyarter  I He*  was 
colonel  of  the  Fifty-fifth;  badly  wounded  at 
Chancellorsville.” 

“ Yes,  yes ; I remember  him  now,  majah.” 

“Well,  yon  heard  about  that  little  legal  af- 
fair of  his’n  lahst  fall  ?” 

“ Seems  to  me  I did.  What  was  it  ?” 

“Well,  you  know,  Bob  Kyarter  is  a fine  old 
Virginia  gentleman,  good  deal  of  land  but 
vchy  little  cash,  and  there  was  a new  post- 
mahster  appointed  by  Grahnt  at  the  Landing 
here — Kyarter’s  Landing.  And  when  Colonel 
Bob  Kyarter,  a gentleman  of  high  social  stand- 
in’  and  position  in  the  community,  of  a good 
deal  of  land  but  vehy  little  cash,  comes  to  this 
Yankee  postmahster  to  mail  a lettah,  why,  the 
fellah  says  to  Colonel  Bob  Kyarter  that  he  was 
tired  of  mailin’  lettahs  for  rebel  brigadeahs, 
and  onless  he  put  a stamp  on  to  the  lettah  it 
wouldn’t  go ; that  he  spent  his  whole  cussed 
salary  paying  for  stahmps  for  rebel  briga- 
deahs. He  actually  said  that  thing  to  Colonel 
Bob  Kyarter,  a gentleman  of  high  social  stand- 
in’  and  position  in  the  community,  of  a good 
deal  of  land  but  vehy  little  cash — he  did,  sah, 
by  gnm,  sah !” 

“Well,  what  did  Bob  Kyarter  do;  he  didn’t 
snffali  such  cnssed — ” 

“ No,  sah ; he  shot  him,  of  coarse ; and  don’t 
yon  know,  majah,  times  is  got  so  around  heali 
that  if  it  hadn’t  been  for  Colonel  Bob  Kyar- 
ter’s high  social  staudin’  and  position  in  the 
community,  a Virginia  gentleman  of  a good 
deal  of  land  though  vehy  little  cash,  there 
would  ’a  been  serious  litigation  over  that  little 
affair.” 


The  linmor  of  this  lies  in  its  truth : 

A gentleman,  conductor  on  one  of  the  main 
lines  running  between  two  of  our  prominent 
Western  cities,  was  one  Sunday  persuaded  to 
attend  church  by  his  cousin,  who  was  then  visit- 
ing at  his  house.  The  day  was  unusually  warm, 
and  he  being  very  tired,  having  been  in  two 
railroad  disasters  through  the  week,  he  fell 
asleep.  The  minister,  waxing  w arm  with  his 
subject,  began  to  shout,  and  as  he  finished  his 
sentence  with  a shout  and  stamp,  the  conductor 
rose  at  once,  and  shouted,  “ Put  on  the  brakes, 
John,  quick!  we’re  off  the  track.” 


The  late  Dr.  De  Koven,  of  Bacine  College, 
Wisconsin,  was  in  the  habit  of  giving  his  class- 
es a weekly  lecture  upon  religious  subjects, 
questioning  them  beforehand  in  order  to  ascer- 


tain what  they  already  knew.  On  one  of  these 
occasions  the  topic  was  the  angels. 

“Now,”  said  the  doctor, “ before  I begin,  let 
some  of  you  give  mo  his  notion  of  an  angel.” 

A profound  silence  followed. 

“ Did  none  of  you,  for  instance,  ever  hear  of 
Lucifer  ?” 

Thereupon  a hand  was  lifted  to  reply. 

“ Well,”  said  the  doctor,  “ what  have  you  to 
say  of  him?” 

“ Why,”  replied  the  student,  “ wasn’t  he  the 
fellow  that  started  the  Gentian  Reformation , as 
they  say  ?”  

Every  one  who  has  read  Mr.  George  Tick- 
nor  Curtis’s  Life  of  Daniel  Welstei'  w ill  remem- 
ber John  Taylor,  Mr.  Webster’s  tenant  aud  fac- 
totum at  Franklin,  New  Hampshire,  and  Bobert 
Wise,  the  old  Bevolutionary  soldier  who  came 
home  from  the  war  with  Captain  Ebenezer 
Webster,  Mr.  Webster’s  father,  and  built  for 
himself  a little  cottage  on  one  corner  of  the 
Webster  farm,  wyhere  he  lived  and  died.  Skirt- 
ing the  Webster  property,  and  passiug  by  the 
spot  w here  Bobert  Wise  took  up  his  humble 
abode,  there  had  long  been  a ferryway,  lead- 
ing to  a ferry  across  the  Merrimac  Biver. 
The  ferry  was  established  during  the  last  cen- 
tury, aud  after  Bobert  Wise  had  lived  there 
for  some  time  it  came  to  be  called  Wise’s 
Ferry.  The  ferry  way  was  originally  fenced 
on  both  sides,  and  it  ran  between  the  Webster 
farm  and  a farm  belonging,  at  the  time  of  which 
we  are  about  to  speak,  to  Deacon  Farley.  The 
fence  on  Webster’s  side  of  the  ferry  wray  had 
been  allowed  to  fall  into  decay,  but  the  fence 
on  the  Farley  side  had  been  well  kept  up.  In 
the  year  1848,  after  a bridge  had  been  built 
across  the  river,  the  town  voted  to  discontinue 
the  ferryway  aud  the  ferry,  and  the  land  re- 
verted, of  course,  to  the  original  owner.  Dea- 
con Farley,  assuming  that  the  laud  belonged 
to  himself,  removed  all  traces  of  the  fence  on 
his  own  side,  and  included  the  whole  of  the 
laud  in  his  owTn  territory  up  to  the  line  where 
the  Webster  fence  formerly  stood. 

Mr.  Webster  came  up  to  Frauklin  soon  after 
this  had  been  done,  aud  w as  greatly  incensed 
by  what  he  saw.  He  ordered  John  Taylor 
into  his  sitting-room,  and  said  to  him,  sternly, 
“ John  Taylor,  howr  came  you  to  stand  still  and 
let  Deacon  Farley  steal  my  laud  ?”  Mr.  Web- 
ster was  in  one  of  his  blackest  moods.  Poor 
Taylor  was  terribly  frightened,  for  in  all  his 
life  he  had  never  seen  his  great  friend  in  such 
a towering  passion.  Mr.  Webster  ordered  him, 
in  tones  of  thunder,  to  go  and  bring  Deacon 
Farley. 

The  deacon  came,  aud  he  too  was  saluted 
with  a burst  of  w rath  that  made  him  tremble. 
He  modestly  replied  that  he  believed  the  laud 
was  his;  but  Mr.  Webster  could  not  be  pacified. 

Thereupon  the  deacon  aud  John  Taylor 
jumped  into  a wragou  and  drove  in  great  alarm 
to  see  a young  lawTyer  of  the  name  of  Pike  (now 
Senator  in  Congress  from  New  Hampshire),  who 
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lived  two  and  a half  miles  up  the  river.  They 
told  Pike  that  he  must  go  down  and  see  Mr. 
Webster  and  endeavor  to  explain  the  matter. 

Pike  went,  but  as  soou  as  he  was  in  Mr.  Web- 
ster's presence  the  latter  roared  out,  “ Young 
man,  did  you  advise  Deacon  Farley  to  steal 
my  land  !” 

“ No,  sir,”  said  Pike ; “ I did  not.  But  if  the 
statements  that  were  laid  before  me  are  true, 
the  land  belongs  to  the  deacon.” 

“Well,  sir,”  replied  Webster,  “if  I can  find 
a lawyer  in  this  county,  I shall  bring  an  action.” 

“ There  is  no  need  of  that,  Mr.  Webster,”  said 
Pike.  “ I will  get  the  proper  documents  and 
submit  them  to  you,  if  you  will  hear  me,  and  I 
believe  you  will  be  convinced  that  the  land  is 
not  youra.” 

“Yon  are  a bold  man,  sir,  if  you  propose  to 
leave  the  case  to  me,”  said  Mr.  Webster.  “ But 
do  as  you  please.  I give  you  fair  warning  that 
I consider  this  land  mine,  and  I will  fight  for 
every  inch  of  my  father’s  property.” 

Pike  went  away  and  procured  a copy  of  the 
record  which  showed  the  laying  out  of  the  fer- 
ryway, and  that  all  the  land  was  taken  from 
the  property  of  Farley’s  grantor  and  none  of 
it  from  the  Webster  property,  a copy  of  the 
vote  of  the  town  discontinuing  the  ferry,  and 
an  affidavit  of  a former  tenant  of  Webster’s 
showing  that  the  fence  on  the  Webster  side 
had  been  removed  and  the  whole  ferry  way 
taken  into  the  Webster  field.  The  strip  of 
land  which  the  discontinuance  of  the  ferry- 
way  took  off  from  what  Mr.  Webster  had  al- 
ways regarded  as  his  own  property  extended 
the  whole  length  of  one  of  his  best  fields. 

When  Pike  submitted  the  documents  to  Mr. 
Webster,  the  latter  read  them  very  carefully, 
and  then  said : “ Mr.  Pike,  in  half  an  hour  the 
jury  will  be  ready  to  render  their  verdict.  Go 
and  got  Deacon  Farley,  that  he  may  hear  it.” 

In  half  an  hour  Pike  returned  with  the  dea- 
con, who  expected  nothing  but  a repetition  of 
what  he  had  met  before. 

“Gentlemen,”  said  Mr.  Webster,  “hearken 
to  the  verdict.  The  jury  find  that  the  land  is 
Deacon  Farley’s,  and  is  not  the  land  of  Daniel 
Webster.  So  says  the  foreman,  so  say  all  the 
jury.  And  now,  Deacon  Farley,  I have  an 
apology  to  make  to  you  for  having  treated 
you  very  roughly.  But  I never  dreamed  that 
this  land  was  not  a part  of  my  father's  farm, 
and  you  know  what  my  affection  for  this  prop- 
erty is.  I was  very  angry,  but  I hope  you  will 
excuse  me.” 


Another  now  anecdote  of  Daniel  Webster  is 
recorded  here  merely  to  illustrate  his  unfailing 
dignity  of  manner  and  the  magnificence  of  his 
liberality  in  common  things.  Journeying  once 
from  New  York  to  Boston  in  the  cars,  he  occu- 
pied a seat  with  a gentleman,  who  relates  the 
story,  to  whom  he  said  not  a word  until  the 
train  was  approaching  New  Haven.  Turning 
to  him  then,  in  his  profoundest  voice  he  asked, 
“ Can  you  tell  me,  sir,  of  any  place  in  New  Ha- 


ven where  I can  get  a glass  of  first-rate  bran- 
dy t — I am  not  feeling  well.” 

His  companion  did  happen  to  know  a little 
house  opposite  the  station,  famous  in  those 
days  to  the  initiated,  where  the  unadulterated 
could  be  had,  and  it  being  without  sign,  he 
told  his  inquirer  how  to  find  it — to  enter  the 
door  and  go  upstairs  to  the  little  front  room, 
and  ask  for  a glass  of  the  best  brandy.  “ And 
stay ! tell  the  man  to  give  it  you  out  of  the 
black  bottle  under  the  counter.” 

There  was  not  much  time  to  lose,  but  Web- 
ster found  the  place,  and  mounting  to  the  little 
room,  astonished  the  keeper  by  the  magnificent 
depth  of  tone  and  air  of  authority  with  which 
he  asked  for  a glass  of  brandy,  and  that,  too, 
without  delay.  “ And  stop,  sir,”  said  the  states- 
man, slowly  raising  his  hand  and  pointing 
with  his  eloquent  finger:  “I  want  it  from  that 
black  bottle  under  the  counter.” 

The  awed  keeper  obeyed.  The  great  man 
poured  out  a nearly  full  tumbler,  poured  it 
down  with  expanding  satisfaction,  threw  a 
bill  on  the  counter,  and  turned  to  descend. 

“ Stop,  sir,”  cried  the  man — “ your  change.” 

Webster  turned  with  portentous  solemnity, 
and  in  the  tone  that  often  thrilled  the  Senate, 
exclaimed : “ No,  sir.  A man  who  gives  a glass 
of  brandy  like  that  to  a thirsty  traveller  should 
never  give  change  for  a dollar.” 

When  the  astonished  bar-keeper  related  the 
inoident,  he  learned  who  his  imposing  custom- 
er was. 


A minister  of  the  Gospel  who  once  jour- 
neyed on  horseback  through  Virginia  in  the 
ante  helium  days  tells  this  story : 

Overtaking  an  old  negro  on  the  road,  and 
feeling  in  the  mood  for  a chat  with  the  old 
man,  he  slowed  his  horse  to  keep  pace  with  him, 
when  the  following  dialogue  ensued : 

“ Do  you  live  about  here  V9 

“ Yes,  massa.  I belongs  to  Colonel  H . 

He  lib  ’bout  two  miles  from  yer.” 

“ It  is  a beautiful  country.  Are  the  people 
about  here  religious!” 

“Yes,  massa;  dey  is  a powerful  sight  of 
’ligions  ’bout  yer.  Dere  is  Baptisses,  Mefod- 
esses,  Presbyteriums,  and  some  Quakers.” 

“ Well,  what  religion  did  you  choose  t” 

“ Ob,  laws,  massa,  I ’ain’t  no  ’ligion  at  all — 
I’s  jest  ole  ’Piscopel.” 


Jesse  Deems  and  Samuel  Kemp,  both  about 
forty  years  old,  had  had  many  a quarrel  and 
not  a few  combats.  Finally  Deems,  who  was 
the  more  pronounced  and  ardent  character 
of  the  two,  made  a vow  that  he  would  never 
again  speak  to  his  adversary. 

“Gentlemen,”  he  would  say,  “he  is  nothing 
but  a dog,  and  not  worth  a gentleman’s  speak- 
ing to.  I would  no  more  speak  to  him  than  I 
would  to  a dog.” 

Kemp,  good-natured,  heard  of  the  remark, 
but  smiled,  and  said  nothing  in  response. 

Not  long  afterward,  Deems,  having  attended 
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a camp-meeting  where  there  was  a great  re- 
vival of  religion,  became  powerfully  exercised 
in  his  mind,  and  after  some  violent  experience 
was  thought  to  have  obtained  religion.  Deems 
believed  so  himself,  and  having  joined  the 
church,  after  the  meeting  was  over  rode  along 
home.  Never  had  he  been  in  so  sweet  a frame. 
On  the  way,  in  the  midst  of  pious  and  happy 
meditations,  he  suddenly  met  his  late  adver- 
sary. He  checked  his  horse,  looked  blandly 
upon  Kemp,  and  then  said : “ Kemp,  we've  had 
many  a quarrel  and  scuffle.  I have  said  to 
myself  often,  Kemp,  that  I honestly  did  believe 
that  you  were  the  triflin’est,  lowflungest  hound 
that  I ever  see,  and  that  my  intentions  was 
never  to  speak  to  you  again.  But,  Kemp, 
I've  been  to  Big  Spring  Camp-meetin',  where 
they  had  a powerful  re wi wal — powerful,  Kemp 
— and  I've  got  religion,  a thing  I were  afraid 
I never  would  git,  bein'  hendered  by  jes  sich 
as  yon.  And,  Kemp,  I now  feels  defferent.  I 
feels  like  I could  speak  to  anything.  I feels, 
Kemp,  like  I could  even  speak  to  a dog.  Good- 
by,  Kemp."  Then  Mr.  Deems  rode  calmly  on. 


Go  from  home  to  get  homo  information.  A 
St.  Louis  gentleman  of  Kentucky  birth  and  ed- 
ucation went  recently  to  Montreal.  Wanting 
a cigar,  he  went  to  the  stand  in  the  hotel  and 
made  known  his  desire.  The  dealer,  a portly 
side-whiskered  person  after  the  London  pat- 
tern, asked  him  if  he  would  44  like  to  'ave  a 
'Enry  Clay,"  at  the  same  time  taking  down  a 
box  of  that  well-known  brand.  While  mak- 
ing his  selection,  the  Kentuckian  said,  44  Henry 
Clay — Clay — seems  to  me  I've  heard  that 
name.  Pray,  sir,  who  was  Henry  Clay  f" 

44 ’Enry  Clay,  sir!"  replied  the  suave  dealer; 
44 'e  was  a celebrated  tobacco  manufacturer 
hover  bin  the  States." 

“ Is  he  dead  t" 

44  Hi  think  'e  his,  sir ; but  Ms  hestablishment 
his  kept  hup  by  Ms  sons." 

The  Kentucky  St.  Louisian  smiled  to  him- 
self, lit  his  cigar,  and  went  out  musing  upon 
the  vanity  of  human  greatness. 


In  Halifax  County,  Virginia,  before  the  war, 
lived  an  old  negress  named  Lucre  tia,  the  proper- 
ty of  the  C estate.  Her  extreme  old  age 

warranted  the  belief  that  she  had  seen  the  Fa- 
ther of  her  country,  for  he  was  a frequent  visit- 
or at  the  house  of  Mr.  Isaac  Coles,  her  first  mas- 
ter. Aunt  Crecby  was  very  dignified,  and  so 
proud  of  her  birth  and  position,  she  regarded 
every  family  not  connected  with  her  own  (i.  e.f 
her  master’s)  as  beneath  her  notice. 

One  day  somebody  said,  44  Aunt  Crechy,  do 
yon  remember  General  Washington  when  he 
used  to  visit  MildendoT" 

“ I don’  know,  chile ; he  mighter  come  or  he 
mighter  go.  I know  one  thing,  he  wam’t  none 
o'  oar  folks  " 

There  is  a very  pretty  story  about  a couple 
down  in  Prince  William,  on  a plantation,  illus- 


trative of  the  old  principle  of  women's  prefer- 
ence, “I  think  him  so  because  I think  him  so." 

Charlotte,  a bright-faced  mulatto,  with  a 
graceful  figure  and  such  nice  lady-like  ways 
that  she  was  a great  favorite  in  the  family,  fell 
in  love  with  a great  black  coarse  fellow,  a 
plantation  hand,  and,  against  the  wishes  of  all 
her  friends,  married  him. 

One  day  Billy  came  into  the  laundry  to  have 
his  hair  cut ; Charlotte  in  her  fresh  calico  and 
neat  collar  was  sewing  at  the  window.  Even 
Aunt  Dilsey,  the  plantation  barber,  was  struck 
with  the  difference  between  the  girl  and  her 
husband,  and  fell  to  deriding  Billy,  and  laugh- 
ing at  his  hair. 

“Don't  you  hurt  Billy,"  cried  Charlotte, 
coming  over  to  see  the  operation. 

Billy  showed  all  his  white  teeth  in  a de- 
lighted “ha!  ha!" 

“Ennybody  think  to  see  Charlotte,  Billy 
was  prince.” 

“ He  prince  to  me,"  was  the  faithful  and  en- 
tirely feminino  reply.  F.  O.  H. 


Dn.  Terrell,  a retired  physician,  rich  and  a 
savant,  besides  other  valuable  property  owned 
a large  plantation  on  the  Ogeechee  River, 
Georgia.  There  had  been  a long,  exhausting 
drought,  and  reports  had  come  that  not  only 
the  cotton  was  literally  covering  the  ground 
with  44  forms"  it  had  shed,  but  the  corn  was 
withered  to  such  a degree  that  only  a torch 
was  needed  to  start  a conflagration  that  would 
quickly  consume  every  vestige  of  herbage  of 
all  sorts  on  the  hundreds  of  acres  of  some  of 
the  most  productive  lowlauds  in  the  county. 

Near  by  the  Ogeechee  plantation  lived  Jim 
Bivins,  who,  though  quite  a small  planter,  was 
a very  large  talker,  and  a most  immense  ad- 
mirer of  Dr.  Terrell. 

One  day  there  came  a great  rain — plentiful, 
benignant — such  a rain  as  sometimes  makes  a 
despondent  small  farmer,  who  has  been  trying 
to  prepare  himself  for  the  starvation  that  has 
seemed  imminent,  rise  with  alacrity  from  his 
slough  and  put  on  a new  youth  that  acted  as 
if  it  expected  to  live  in  unlimited  perennial 
felicity. 

Jim  Bivins,  early  next  morning,  rode  into 
the  town  with  the  good  news.  For  Jim,  like 
the  condolers  of  the  Persicus  of  Juvenal,  be- 
stowed his  warmest  sympathy  upon  the  rich. 

“Doctor,"  said  Jim,  who  was  in  such  haste 
that  he  forgot  to  say  good-mbrning, 44  you  got 
a superbongical  good  rain  at  your  plantation 
yistiday." 

44  What  kind  of  a rain,  Jim  t"  asked  the  doc- 
tor, in  apparent  great  concern. 

44  A sup — a superbongical  rain,  sir." 

44  Am  I to  understand,  Jim,  that  my  planta- 
tion, and  yours  too  as  my  nearest  neighbor, 
have  both  been  washed  away  ?" 

44  By  no  manner  of  means,  doctor.  Ef  that 
had  of  been  so,  you'd  not  of  saw  me  here  a-tellin' 
of  the  doleful  tale.  Why,  sir,  it  were  the  grand- 
est kind  of  a rain.  It  were  a light-’ood  knot 
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floater  of  a rain ; it  were  a rain  that  I coaid 
actilly  hear  your  low-ground  corn,  as  I rid  by 
this  moruin’,  a-crackiu’  os  ef  it  wore  bent  on 
makin’  up  for  time  los’  in  and  durin’  of  the 
drowth.” 

“Ah,  now  I understand  you,  Jim;  and  Fm 
glad  to  get  the  news.  At  first  you  scared  me 
with  that  word  sup — What  was  that  word, 
Jim!” 

“ I don’t  ’member  it,  doctor.  Please,  doctor, 
let  me  take  that  word  back.  I’ll  be  obleeged 
to  you  if  you  will.” 

“Certainly,  Jim;  but  the  ( grand,’  and  the 
‘ liglit-wood  knot  floater,’  I hope  they  are  all 
right  f ” 

“ That  indeed  they  are,  doctor.  Hain’t  saw 
such  a rain  in  I don’t  know  when.  You — you’ll 
let  me  take  that  t’other  word  back,  will  you, 
doctor  ?” 

“ WTitk  pleasure,  Jim,  if  you  can  honestly  let 
me  keep  the  others.” 

“Cert’nly,  doctor;  and  Fm  much  obleeged 
to  you.” 

“Not  at  all.” 

“ Well,  at  leastways  I thank  you.” 

“You’re  entirely  welcome,  Jim.” 


An  eccentric  minister  of  the  Methodist  Epis- 
copal Church  in  Ohio  was  ouce  preaching  in  a 
very  high  pulpit.  He  was  sailing  along  in  his 
discourse,  all  eyes  upon  him,  when  suddenly 
he  disappeared  behind  his  barricade,  causing 
the  necks  of  the  congregation  to  bo  stretch- 
ed in  pursuit  of  him.  lie  soon  came  in  sight 
again,  aud  explained  his  absence  by  saying: 
“ I just  dropped  my  false  teeth,  and  was  look- 
ing for  them.  Thank  God,  when  we  get  to 
heaven  we  will  not  need  false  teeth.” 


A genuine  son  of  Erin  called  the  other  day 

at  the  shop  of  Mr.  R , who  is  a hearse- 

maker.  “ Cnd  I see  Misther  Murphy’s  hearse,” 
said  ho — “ the  wan  that’s  goin’  to  Clinton  T” 

Mr.  R replied  that  he  could,  and  led  the 

way  through  the  wareroom.  Pat  looked  around 
him ; his  eyes  glistened. 

“ Is  it  wan  o’  these  f”  inquired  he. 

“Better- looking  one  than  that,”  was  the 
reply. 

Pat  began  to  grin,  and  his  delight  increased 
when  he  saw  the  completed  vehicle  with  its 
immaculate  varnish  and  silver  fringes. 

“ Sure  it’s  an  iligint  thing.  Sure  an’  Mur- 
phy’s the  man  fur  stoyle,”  said  he.  He  walked 
around  it,  hands  in  his  pockets,  head  on  oue 
side,  and  finally  burst  out  with,  “ Sure  there’ll 
be  suicides  in  Clinton !” 


Many  years  ago  the  writer  was  judge  of  the 
Circuit  Court  in  one  of  the  mountain  districts 
of  Arkansas.  In  those  regions  Arcadian  sim- 
plicity, sturdy  honesty,  and  contempt  for  con- 
ventionalism are  the  prevailing  characteristics. 

In  Carroll  County  John  Doe  was  put  to  trial 
upon  a criminal  charge,  one  of  the  present 
Senators  in  Congress  from  Arkansas  appearing 


as  his  counsel.  The  State’s  attorney  was  “ to 
the  manner  born,”  imbibing  with  every  breath 
of  mountain  air  from  boyhood  up  a love  of 
freedom  and  independence,  and  a hearty  con- 
tempt for  shirt  collars  and  the  technicalities 
of  the  law. 

In  the  progress  of  the  trial  it  became  neces- 
sary to  prove  a fact  of  which  the  records  of  an 
adjoining  county  was  by  statute  made  the  best 
evidence. 

Now  these  records  had  long  since  been  de- 
stroyed by  tire,  and  this  fact  was  well  known 
to  judge,  counsel,  and  public  generally. 

The  State’s  attorney  called  a witness  to 
prove  his  needed  fact.  Defendant’s  counsel 
objected  to  the  evidence  because  it  was  sec- 
ondary, and  no  foundation  had  been  laid  for 
its  reception  by  proof  of  loss  of  the  record, 
whereupon  the  following  colloquy  took  place 
between  the  Court  and  prosecuting  attorney : 

Judge.  “Mr.  State’s  Attorney,  before  you 
can  introduce  this  witness  you  must  show  the 
loss  of  the  record.” 

State’s  Attorney.  “I  presumed  your  honor 
was  aware  of  the  fact  that  the  records  of  Ma- 
rion County  were  burned.” 

Judge.  “As  a private  citizen  I do  know  the 
fact,  but  as  the  Court  I do  not,  and  you  must 
put  the  proof  of  the  fact  into  your  case.” 

State’s  Attorney.  “Well,  your  honor,  it 
strikes  me  as  a little  singular  that  yonr  honor 
knows  something  off  the  bench,  and  don’t 
know  anything  on  it.” 


POOR  TIRED  MOTHER. 

They  were  talking  of  the  glory  of  the  land  beyond 
the  skies. 

Of  the  light  and  of  the  gladness  to  be  found  in 
paradise, 

Of  the  flowers  ever  blooming,  of  the  never-ceasing 
songs, 

Of  the  wanderings  through  the  golden  streets  of 
happy  white-robed  throngs ; 

And  said  father,  leaning  cozily  back  in  his  easy- 
ohair 

(Father  always  was  a master-hand  for  comfort  every- 
where) : 

“ What  a joyful  thing  ’twould  be  to  know  that  when 
this  life  is  o’er 

One  would  straightway  hear  a welcome  from  the 
blessed  shining  shore  1” 

And  Isabel,  our  eldest  girl,  glanced  npward  from  the 
reed 

She  was  painting  on  a water  jug,  and  murmured, 
“Yes,  indeed.’ * 

And  Marian,  the  next  in  age,  a moment  dropped  her 
book, 

And  “ Yes,  indeed  I”  repeated,  with  a most  ecstatic 
look. 

But  mother,  gray-haired  mother,  who  had  come  to 
sweep  the  room,  , 

With  a patient  smile  on  her  thin  face,  leaned  lightly 
on  her  broom — 

Poor  mother!  no  one  ever  thought  how  much  she 
had  to  do — 

And  said,  “I  hope  it  is  not  wrong  not  to  agree  with 
you, 

But  seems  to  me  that  when  I die,  before  I join  the 
blest, 

Td  like  Just  for  a little  while  to  lie  in  my  grave  and 
rest.”  Margaret  Eytjxge. 
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THE  HOME  OF  HANS  CHRISTIAN  ANDERSEN. 


IT  is  a curious  freak  of  fortune  which 
has  associated  the  little  country  of  Den- 
mark in  most  people’s  minds  with  two 
names  representing  the  most  contrasted 
personalities,  Hamlet,  the  protagonist  of 
human  speculation,  and  Hans  Christian 
Andersen,  the  first  child-author.  He  was 
not  the  first  to  write  for  children,  nor  the 
first  to  introduce  the  child  into  literature; 
another  distinction  belongs  to  him:  he 
was  the  first  child  who  had  contributed  to 
literature.  The  work  by  which  he  is  best 
known  is  nothing  more  nor  less  than  an 
artistic  creation  of  precisely  the  order 
which  is  common  among  children. 

It  is  part  of  the  common  experience  of 
men  to  endow  inanimate  things  with 
more  or  less  life  through  the  operation  of 
the  imagination.  Even  mere  symbols  are 
made  to  have  a superfluity  of  life.  But 
the  power  of  personifying  that  which 
seems  to  have  no  personality  is  strongest 
in  childhood ; it  is  very  apt  to  die  out  or 
become  indistinct  in  later  years.  Ander- 
sen never  lost  this  power;  he  cultivated 
it;  and  that  which  with  children  is  vivid 
but  formless  became  with  him  even  more 
vivid,  but  ordered  and  disposed  as  by  the 
laws  of  art. 

This,  I think,  may  be  taken  as  the  pe- 
culiar contribution  of  Andersen  to  litera- 
ture: he  was  the  interpreter  to  the  world 
of  that  creative  power  which  is  significant 
of  childhood:  the  child  spoke  through 
him.  He  was  himself,  as  his  autobiog- 
raphy and  the  unvarying  testimony  of  his 
friends  show,  a child  all  his  life.  The 
naivete  which  is  so  large  an  element  in 
his  stories  was  an  expression  of  his  own 
artless  nature;  his  was  a condition  al- 
most of  arrested  development.  He  was 
an  excessively  vain  man,  but  his  vanity 
was  the  innocent  egotism  of  a child  who 
wants  everybody  to  look  at  him  when  he 
is  doing  anything  which  pleases  himself. 


He  bemoans  with  amusing  simplicity  the 
indifference  which  people  showed  to  his 
philosophical  writings;  he  avers  with  an 
air  of  injured  innocence  that  he  studied 
very  hard,  and  was  often  reading  difficult 
books  at  midnight,  when  people  supposed 
he  was  amusing  himself.  He  wquM  have 
discontinued  such  trivial  matters  as  writ- 
ing his  little  tales,  but  they  forced  them- 
selves from  him. 

It  was  hard  for  Andersen's  contempo- 
raries to  withhold  their  ridicule  of  this 
strange  figure,  and  it  is  still  difficult  for 
Danes  to  accept  cordially  the  conspicuous 
position  in  their  literature  which  lie  holds 
in  the  eyes  of  foreigners.  He  wrote  nov- 
els, poems,  books  of  travel,  and  dramas. 
He  ranked  as  an  artist  and  a man  of  cre- 
ative power  in  these  forms  below  others 
of  his  time  and  nation,  yet  it  will  be  found 
that  when  Danish  literature  is  named,  An- 
dersen is  quite  the  only  figure  in  it  of  fa- 
miliar repute  beyond  the  boundaries  of  his 
own  country,  and  this  not  by  virtue  of 
these  larger  works,  but  through  a few 
wonder-stories. 

Andersen  was  by  no  means  a man  who 
preferred  to  associate  with  children. 
When  it  was  proposed  in  his  lifetime  to 
erect  in  the  Rosenborg  Garden  in  Copen- 
hagen a statue  in  his  honor,  various  sculp- 
tors submitted  designs.  One  of  them  was 
a pleasing  one  which  would  probably  re- 
flect the  sentiment  of  most  people  regard- 
ing him;  it  represented  the  great  story- 
teller with  two  children  by  his  knee  while 
he  told  them  stories.  Andersen  objected 
positively  to  the  conception,  for  he  said 
he  was  not  in  the  habit  of  taking  children 
thus  into  his  arms.  The  design  which 
was  chosen,  and  was  presumably  accepted 
by  him,  presents  him  in  a curule  chair,  a 
cloak  falliug  off  his  shoulders,  while  he 
bends  forward,  holding,  with  his  finger 
between  the  leaves,  a thin  book,  which 
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might  contain  one  of  his  stories,  and 
stretching  forth  the  other  hand  with  an 
eager  gesture.  This  eagerness,  too,  is  in 
his  face  and  his  parted  lips;  he  is  reciting 
one  of  his  stories.  The  statue,  which  is  of 
bronze,  stands  upon  a pedestal  bearing  in 
front  his  name.  With  dates  of  his  birth  and 
death,  <pid  on  the  sides  pretty  reliefs,  the 
one  of  the  mm  y Duckling''  group,  the 
other  of  a child  borne  upon  a stork.  A 
simple  inscription  states  that  the  statue 
was  erected  in  1880  by  the  Danish  people 
in  memory  of  the  wonder -story  poet. 

The, statue  was  planned  before  Ander- 
sens death  in  187a,  and  his  countrymen, 
who  had  been  forced  into  a pride  in  his 
genius,  and  had  adopted  a good-uatured 


tone  of  admiration  toward  him,  somewhat 
as  one  might  humor  a spoiled  child,  enter- 
tained themselves  with  the  thought  that 
Andersen  would  every  day  take  a walk  in 
the  Rosenborg  Gardens  and  admire  the 
bronze  eiligy  of  himself.  I think  they 
really  regretted  the  loss  of  this  reflected 
pleasure.  Well,  one  might  easily  choose 
a less  agreeable  walk,  even  with  some- 
body else\s  statue  than  his  own  at  the  end 
of  it.  The  garden  is  the  resort  of  nursery* 
maids  and  children,  and  there  in  the  sunny 
afternoons  of  the  long  Northern  summer 
days  one  may  see  children  sporting  in 
the  long  avenue  overhung  with  grateful 
shade,  at  the  end  of  which;  in  a little  gar- 
den plat,  stands  Andersen’s  statue.  An- 
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it,  through  winch  the  un- 
fortunate young  man  in 
The  Galoshes  of  Fortune 
thrust  his  head.  I even  crossed  over  to 
Cliristianshavn,  and  set  out  on  a walk  to 
the  east  end  of  Amajger,  in  order  to  repro- 
duce for  myself  Andersen's  first  literary 
venture,  when  he  published  Ins  Joune  u 
on  Foot  f rom  Holmens  Kauai  to  thrEmt 
Point  of  Amager. 

But,  after  all.,  it  was  the  Copenhagen  of 
Andersen's  own  fortune  which  interested 
me  most.  The  story  of  his  forlorn  youth 
there,  of  the  awkward,  sensitive  poet  iu 
his  Ugly  Duckling  period,  is  one  of  the 
vivid  sentences  in  modern  literary  history. 
Andersen  wrote  his  experience  for  the 
Danish  people,  and  he  never  had  anything 
cosmopolitan  about  him,  so  that  anyone 
w ho  reads  sym  pathetically  the  early  chap 
lets  of  his  autobiography  must  necessarily 
acquire  a kind  of  intimacy  with  people 
who  have  very  little  historical  aagnift- 
canoe.  The  names  of  Collin,  Guidbexg, 
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and  add.  'but  Copenhagen  lias  its  East 
Street.’ 

As  soon  as  I had  chosen  my  quarters  I 
sallied  out,  and  struck  at  once  into  East 
Street,  much  pleased  to  find  it  as  narrow, 
as  winding,  and  as  insignificant  generally 
as  Washington  Street  in  Boston.  What 
a charm  and  consolation  it  brings  to  us  in 
our  travels  when  the  homely  imagination 
which  we  have  had  proves  to  have  l>een 
in  excess  of  the  fact ! The  people  in  East 
Street  were  innocent  hf  any  U i < #rio  or 
literary  consciousness.  The  shops  were 
more  ambitious  to  be  French  than  to  pre> 
serve  Danish  peculiarities,  and  it  was  only 
by  repeopling  the  place  with  Andersen's 
characters  and  with  himself  that  I could 
attai n anything  like  an  artistic  satisfac- 
tion. H was  thus  that  a perfectly  com- 
i n » w i place  sire et  — H v sk e nst rued e (Bma)I- 
houscs  Street)— tempted  me  its  whole 
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Dahlen,  Colbjornsen,  come  to  have  for  him 
an  individuality  which  is  absolutely  the 
grift  of  Andersen,  while  the  better  known 
names  of  lugemann,  Heiberg,  Oersted, 
Ochlenschlager,  Weyse,  Hertz,  and  oth- 
ers are  identified  by  the  passing  references 
in  the  book.  The  frequent  recurrence  of 
these  names  in  Andersen's  autobiography 
with  familiar  reference  gives  to  the  for- 
eigner who  is  indebted  to  the  book  for  bis 
knowledge  of  Danish  life  a feeling  as  if  he 
had  known  these  people  casually  and  un- 
der social  conditions,  not  through  literary 
history,  so  that  Copenhagen,  when  he 
comes  to  visit  the  city,  lias  been  intro 
dueed  to  him  by  Andersen. 

Of  course  such  a knowledge  is  super- 
ficial enough,  but  it  answers  the  agreea- 
ble purpose  of  making  one  fed  at  home 
Such  a comfortable  sensa 


from  1616  in  the  Amagertorv,  but  aside 
from  these  the  public  and  private  build 
higs  would  bold  the  eye  accustomed  to 
Flemish  towns  but  a short  time. 

In  the  absence  of  any  masterpieces  of 
architecture,  one  returns  to  what  I have 
characterized  as  the  homeliness  of  the 
town.  The  churches  are  big,  spacious,  and 
hospitable  houses.  I remember  especial- 
ly the  impression  produced  on  me  by 
Frederik's  Church  in  Christianshavn, 
where  the  square  auditorium  had  very 
few  seats  on  the  floor,  hut  was  surround- 
ed in  the  oddest  manner  by  three  gal- 
leries, with  curtains  before  them,  so  that, 
if  the  congregation  chose,  it  could  draw 


in  the  city 
lion  is  increased  by  what  I may  call  the 
homeliness  of  Copenhagen,  There  is 
little  that  is  striking  in  architectural 
feature.  The  Exchange  with  its  twisted 
dragon  spire  is  a picturesque  red  brick 
building  of  the  Dutch  ■ Renaissance  style, 
which  is  under  careful  restoration  piece 
by  piece.  The  Round  Tower,  attached 
to  the  Church  of  the  T rliiUy,  .tired  o 
as  an  observatory  for  looking  up.  ami 
now  as  an  observatory  for  looking  down 
and  off,  has  only  the*  character  of  a gi 
gantic  tube,  up  which  one  ascends  by 
paved  roadway,  rising  in  a gentle  slope 
as  it  winds  round  a >< nailer  fubC;  If 
would  be  possible  to  drive  to  tier 
top,  and  emperors  and  queens  uuJ  the 
like  have  amused 
themselves  thus; 

and  there  ,is  a 
quaint  old  facade 
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its  curtains  and  go  to  sleep  while  the 
minister  prosed  in  his  pulpit.  In  another 
eliurch.  "-the  one  with  a spiral  staircase 
about  its  spire — there  were  four  tiers  of 
these  private  boxes  in  the  transepts,  and 
wood  carving  of  the  most  demoralized 
sort  met  the  eye  when  gariugat  the  huge 
altarpieee  and  at  the  organ,  which  was 
held  up  by  two  huge  wooden  elephants 
that  served  as  caryatides. 

The  palaces  likewise,  with  no  exterior 
splendor,  but  with  gardens  and  honest- 
looking  rooms,  gave  one  the  feeling  that 
royalty  made  itself  comfortable  rather 
than  spectacular.  The  museums  were 
housed  in  palaces,  the  Thorwaidsen  one 
only  being  in  a building  erected  for  the 
purpose  ; and  inasmuch  .as  the  objects  in 
the  museums  were  largely  the  odd*  ami 
ends  of  past  royal  living,  one  enjoyed  the 
sense  of  being  cheek  by  jowl  with  the  titu- 
lar great.  Indeed,  tin-  principal  museum, 
the  famous  Museum  of  Northern  Antiqui- 
ties, which  occupies  the  Princes  Palace, 
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owes  its  importance,  after  the  indefati- 
gable zeal  of  Mr,  Thomsen,  its  great  cus- 
todian in  days  gone  by,  to  the  unremitting 
interest  which  the  government  and  peo- 
ple together  have  shown  in  its  collections, 
so  that  an  immense  store  of  objects  illus- 
trating the  whole  range  of  Scandimivuvu 
life  lias  been  accumulated  withiju  its  walls, 
and  arranged  with  intelligent  judgment. 

It.  seemed  to  rue  much  the  most  popular 
museum  which  I ever  visited.  A living 
stream  of  visitors  flowed  through  the 
rooms,  and  took  a careful  chronological 
course  in  its  movement. 

Thorwaldsen's  Museum  divides  the  hop 
ors  with  the  Museum  of  Northern  Antiq- 
uities, and  the  traveller,  though  be  may 
have  thought  of  the  frequent  reference 
which  Andersen  makes  to  the  sculptor, 
does  not  need  this  introduction  to  a man 
who  divides  with  Andersen  the  distinction 
of  Punish  fame  in  the  minds  of  foreigners. 

The  museum  is  devoted  exclusively  to 
originals  or  copies  of  Thorwaldsen's  work, 
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Mui  io  furniture  or  works  of  art  which  Idea,  little  imagination,  but  considerable 
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to  come  in  my  way.  It  is  called  in  Danish  I stout,  and  holding  two  people  with  eom- 
Rutschban,  and  may  as  well  In?  dubbed  in  • fort.  The  wheels  were  in  grooves,  and 
English  rush-railway.  A tower  stands  j the  course  extended  over  the  descending 
at  either  end  of  a railway,  which  is  per-  j and  ascending  slopes.  Two  people  would 
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haps  a hundred  and  eighty  feet  in  length, 
forty  feet  high  at  one  extremity,  and  half 
as  high  at  the  other.  I climbed  the  rude 
staircase  of  the  higher  lower,  and  found 
myself  in  a room  crowded  with  people 
waiting  their  opportunity  for  a ride.  At 
the  entrance  stood  a phaeton-like  car  on 
four  small  iron  wheels,  the  car  being  very 
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get  iuto  the  car  and  be  strapped  in  by  a 
leathern  boot;  the  car  would  be  started 
down  the  inclined  plane  by  an  attendant, 
and  away  it  would  go  dow  n the  first  slope, 

; and  by  its  impetus  rise  to  the  next  height, 

' go  over  and  down  and  up  again,  at  each 
rise  pitching  a little  lower,  at  each  pitch 
rising  to  a lesser  height,  until  the  last, 
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slope.  when  u rushed  up  die  hdh  hump*  d pact  the  fare— about  two  and  a half  cord* 

\ —and  took  my ysetVC  1 jamft'kd  my  i^i 
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asidfvfnit  njkw  a lift,  lauded  Up  to  a height  the  ear  with  &fte  bund,  and  no  doubt  ttinv 
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parallel  to  d*e  br'd.umi  tvwmmatiug  in  a iuw^nsutnui  of  vibration  in  Ihe  pit  of  my 
siroilar  low  tower  to  (!•**  -uk  of  the  one  j •v.uunaeh  whkh  ‘.me  has m a swing  ^bete 
was  .in  where  it  would  kristed.  ftfeain  devi-e*  .du.g,  and  then  wc  skvi  up  the  sda$j^ 
iota  >diike\kficl  bn  ready  fo  nuiky  they ou  ml  saw  u new  ‘abyss,  and  plunged  into  it.  A 
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Sterility!*  in  mi-  lift*  d«Hh  hr. — 

The  hotly  umy  fall,  the  ktid  tfrtri  in*t  die. 

A fueling  wreath  lay  at  the  foot  nf  the 
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uiiiiivers/iry  of  his  death.  glad  to 
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the  family  life  of  Rolighed,  upon  the  out- 
skirts of  the  city,  where  Andersen  spent 
many  happy  days,  and  where  he  died.  I 
was  in  the  midst  there  of  familiar  memo- 
ries of  Andersen,  and  got  at  his  home  life, 
as  it  may  not  be  unfair  to  call  it,  if  it  was 
a borrowed  home.  Through  the  glimpses 
of  sketches  and  photographs  I saw  him  in 
the  garden,  lying  upon  the  grass,  talking 
with  the  painter  Bloch,  receiving  a little 
child  as  she  gravely  brought  him  a stork 
and  a doll,  seated  at  his  table,  and  among 
his  books.  Here  he  read  his  new  stories 
as  he  wrote  them,  and  listened,  not  al- 
ways with  patience,  but  always  with  in- 
struction, to  the  criticisms  offered,  and  so 
worked  and  reworked  his  little  fancies. 
He  had  an  odd  genius  for  cutting  out  fig- 
ures, and  there  was  a drawing  which  he 
had  made  to  preserve  some  view,  curious- 
ly good  and  stiff,  like  the  work  of  a very 
old  master. 

Andersen’s  life,  when  not  spent  in  trav- 
el, was  passed  chiefly  in  Copenhagen. 
Thither  he  came  to  seek  his  fortune  when 
a boy,  and  rarely  did  he  go  back  to  his 
birth-place  in  Odense;  but  the  reader  of 
his  life  will  recall  the  early  days  there, 


and  the  brief  triumph  when  the  city  was 
illuminated  and  a celebration  held  on 
the  seventieth  anniversary  of  Andersen’s 
birth.  I spent  a few  hours  in  the  old 
town  before  leaving  Denmark,  and  traced 
the  few  signs  not  yet  obliterated  of  the 
story-teller's  childhood  there.  The  house 
where  he  was  born  is  pulled  down,  but 
the  house  associated  with  his  childhood 
still  stands,  altered,  as  the  neighborhood 

is.  A tablet  upon  the  side  of  the  house 
commemorates  the  poet's  connection  with 

it,  but  I could  not  discover  the  corner  in 
the  roof  where  was  the  little  garden  which 
he  describes  so  charmingly  in  The  Snow 
Queen . The  Bell's  Hollow  I saw  in  the 
deep  shade  of  the  Bishop's  Garden,  and 
the  Monk’s  Mill  still  grinds  its  meal.  Best 
of  all,  as  I strolled  along  the  river  down 
to  which  the  garden  used  to  run  from  the 
house  where  Andersen  lived,  I saw  a num- 
ber of  ducks  paddling  about,  and  to  my 
supreme  joy  they  all  set  upon  one  forlorn 
little  duck  and  began  to  peck  at  it.  I 
was  content  with  this.  It  was  worth  the 
visit  to  Odense  to  see  the  veritable  Ugly 
Duckling  at  the  foot  of  Andersen’s  goose- 
berry-bush garden. 


THE  GREAT  HALL  OF  WILLIAM  RUFUS. 


XIII. 

WHEN  James  the  First  came  down 
from  Scotland,  in  1603,  to  enter 
upon  his  new  inheritance,  he  blew  his 
horn  for  joy,  just  as  if  he  had  opened  on 
the  glades  of  a New  Forest,  and  then 
proceeded  to  override  everything,  in  the 
style  of  a man  who  had  arrived  upon  his 
own  particular  preserves.  James,  as  we 
all  know,  was  a sporting  character,  fond 
of  hawks  and  hounds,  but  especially  of 
blowing  his  horn.  This  he  did  on  every 
occasion,  in  the  field  or  at  court,  alike 
among  his  dogs,  his  courtiers,  and  his 
subjects.  In  his  reign  all  the  dignity  of 
majesty  and  dominion  went  to  the  dogs. 
No  man  who  ever  occupied  a throne 
claimed  more  for  the  position  and  graced 
it  less.  He  had  inherited  the  whole  ar- 
bitrary situation  left  by  the  Tudor  dy- 
nasty, without  the  capacity  to  discern  the 
signs  of  the  times— the  developing  pow- 
er of  the  Reformation,  and  its  attendant 
growth,  a democratic  spirit.  He  breathed 


in  this  miasm  which  enveloped  the  va- 
cant throne,  and  it  entered  his  blood  like 
the  plague  which  was  raging  round  him 
when  he  was  crowned  at  Westminster. 
But  there  was  another  thing  which  had 
taken  an  equal  hold  of  his  imagination,  and 
fed  an  extraordinary  delusion  there.  It 
seems  surprising  that  historians  have  not 
made  more  of  it  in  noticing  the  appearance 
of  such  a sudden  and  persistent  phenom- 
enon in  one  who  had  been  so  hampered 
and  circumscribed  in  his  former  domin- 
ions. 

What  had  been  working  in  his  brain 
needed  only  a crisis  to  turn  his  head. 
That  crisis  came  when  he  found  himself 
fairly  seated,  not  on  ly  i n 1 * Edward's  chair, " 
but  on  the  sacred  Stone  of  Scone  within 
it,  which  had  been  the  seat  of  the  Scottish 
kings  for  countless  generations.  The  pre- 
diction that  had  been  waiting  for  ages  to 
be  fulfilled  had  now  come  true  in  his  own 
person: 

“Where'er  is  found  this  sacred  stone. 

The  Scottish  race  shall  reign." 

Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


Digitized  by 


Google 


THE  GREAT  HALL  <W  WILLIAM  R0FUS& 


If  the  jreriius  of  Shakespeare  cou!4  IjftVO  j toid,  irhioh  only  his  Folly  postponed -r 
J«*m  so  penetrated  with  this  wend  aspect  1 f ile  . . mj&jabl  of  both  nations  m e single 
of  Jaroes’s  Accession  as  to  wciiXQ  th  Ih&^itihgtfoui;  but  it  jHit  itlstJ  another  tuto'ki* 
honor  the  fateful  <1  t-ania  <>f  meonvemeiit.  interpretation'  of 

tain  I v the  '*  wisest 

p>! *h i^Cf  i H jjteMdonr'  ' ■ '■/ "'••  . vve;>; 

wresiet)  frrmj  his  mrf' 

llirctfe  r»/i»turi««t  !».'•  Jmn  i, 

.ftCt  U jf  lfi  ' ^nwft  |ta>*\t*r.n  br  T >»I  V*n  S*nr>« » «i  Hampitar  Cmirt. 

th ns  ni'tifcr 'rcvjilni.  Uiii  'V  ' . • 

Oil fy  ui  thf  *»r 

dte*tioy  aittl  pf  ttnit^ry  iq  lu m vi ml  inis  union  in  Ms  oy.  n pm»m  of  Tmlor 


jAHlfy  If 

¥tx*v?\  fotafcfcr.g  by  Fuel  V^n  Starter  at  Ham |Uon  Court. 


664 


HARPER’S  NEW  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE. 


about,  and  made  a conspicuous  agency  in 
completing  the  destruction  of  his  house, 
taken  for  the  first  and  only  time  out  of 
the  Abbey,  and  set  high  in  the  great  Hall, 
in  order  to  make  the  blow  which  had 
come  at  last  to  the  royal  race  the  more  fa- 
tal to  its  assumption.  This  is  one  of  the 
curiosities  of  history,  and  its  oddity  will 
fully  appear  at  the  critical  moment  when 
our  story  develops  it. 

The  reign  of  James  would  seem  to  be 
more  the  tree  upon  which  the  arrow 
glanced  than  the  object  hit  (though  it  was 
hit  hard)  when  the  great  Hall  got  its  im- 
petus toward  the  heart  of  his  dynasty. 
There  are  three  or  four  branches  in  this 
tree  which  indicate  how  this  divergent  di- 
rection was  both  acquired  and  maintained. 
The  scars  remain  there,  though  probably 
unnoticed  at  the  time.  One  is  the  Gun- 
powder Plot,  another  the  trial  of  Somer- 
set, another  the  execution  of  Raleigh, 
and  another  the  impeachment  of  Bacon. 
What  was  essential  in  each  of  these  over- 
lapped the  future  in  a very  significant 
way.  We  have  room  only  to  dwell  upon 
this  aspect  of  them  rather  than  upon  the 
scenic  circumstances  of  each. 

The  Gunpowder  Plot  involved  an  at- 
tack on  the  nine-foot  thick  foundation 
walls  of  the  ancient  palace  on  the  river- 
side, just  below  the  chamber  occupied  by 
the  House  of  Lords.  The  conspirators 
were  all  gentlemen,  and  they  bloodied 
their  delicate  fingers  at  that  point  to  no 
end.  Their  object  was  to  put  between 
thirty  and  forty  barrels  of  gunpowder 
into  the  mine,  and  to  blow  the  king  and 
the  Prince  of  Wales,  the  lords  and  the 
bishops,  to  atoms.  They  shortly  found  a 
cellar  which  answered  their  purpose  bet- 
ter. Here  they  banked  up  their  barrels 
under  a suspicious  quantity  of  coal  and 
other  fuel.  When  the  train  was  laid,  it 
led,  however,  to  themselves,  and  when  the 
explosion  came,  it  was  under  their  own 
feet.  They  were  scattered  to  the  four 
winds.  When  the  fated  members  of  the 
conspiracy  were  sought  andfouud,  a num- 
ber were  slain  in  the  arrest,  a few  escaped, 
but  the  remainder  were  put  to  the  torture 
and  then  tried.  Guy  Fawkes  and  seven 
others  were  arraigned  before  a special 
commission  in  Westminster  Hall,  and 
Coke,  the  Attorney-General,  managed  the 
proceedings  against  them.  The  result  was, 
of  course,  au  immediate  and  horrible  exe- 
cution in  the  rear  of  the  Hall,  and  close 
to  the  scene  of  their  labors.  With  very 


natural  injustice  this  infamous  attempt 
was  attributed  to  the  Catholic  party. 

The  consequence  of  all  this  was  the  im- 
mediate formation  of  an  imaginary  explo- 
sive compound,  that  went  by  another 
name  than  gunpowder — a threefold  mix- 
ture of  this  popular  rumor,  some  actual 
Catholic  discontent,  and  some  latent  trea- 
son, the  fright  of  which  lasts,  in  form  at 
least,  to  this  day.  Parliament  always 
looks  under  the  bed  at  the  opening  of  ev- 
ery new  session,  the  Prayer-book  turns 
pale  on  the  6th  of  November,  and  Guy 
Fawkes  is  dishonored  with  a mock  pro- 
cession. But  there  was  a period,  and  a 
good  long  one,  when  the  memory  of  it  re- 
vived in  something  more  fiery  than  this 
now  fossil  ceremonial.  In  the  nervous 
imagination  of  the  people  the  explosive 
compound  was  always  underneath  the 
government.  The  mere  spark  of  a sug- 
gestion was  enough  to  set  the  whole  train 
fizzing.  This,  for  the  most  part,  was  after 
the  Rebellion,  at  which  time  the  throne 
was  undermined  and  overturned  by  the 
Puritan  party  without  exciting  nearly  so 
much  scandal.  The  people  were  only, 
afraid  when  the  papists  were  at  it.  So 
when  Titus  Oates,  seventy-four  years  after 
the  Gunpowder  Plot,  told,  his  enormous 
lie,  they  rushed,  metaphorically  speaking, 
to  the  cellars  again  to  find  the  “popish 
plot,”  which  had  no  existence,  to  seize  and 
drag  to  judgment  about  as  many  supposed 
conspirators  with  supposed  dark  lanterns 
and  supposed  explosive  materials  conceal- 
ed as  Guy  Fawkes  had  ever  actually  to  do 
with,  and  again  Westminster  Hall  had 
even  more  bloody  work  on  its  hands  over 
this  fiction  of  a malicious  brain  and  this 
credulity  of  a suspicious  people  than  it 
had  over  the  veritable  plot  itself.  It  was 
a petard  which,  nevertheless,  worked  so 
undesignedly  well  that  it  nearly  hoisted 
Charles  the  Second  out  of  his  throne  be- 
cause he  had  the  best  reason  for  not  be- 
lieving it,  which  did  hoist  all  the  papists 
out  of  Parliament  so  high  that  they  never 
came  down  till  George  the  Fourth's  day, 
and  the  ring  of  the  detonation  was  so  loud 
that  James  the  Second  had  afterward  to 
put  his  hands  to  his  ears  and  leave  the 
kingdom  to  the  Protestant  triumph  which 
has  prevailed  ever  since.  The  extraordi- 
nary peculiarity  of  this  gaseous  version  of 
the  Gunpowder  Plot  was  that  it  blew  up 
the  royal  family  after  all,  and  with  the 
nation’s  joyous  consent  The  mention  of 
the  topsy-turvy  business  here  will  render 
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unnecessary  any  notice  hereafter  of  the 
series  of  notable  trials  which  ensued  in  the 
great  Hall  when  first  the  supposed  con- 
spirators of  the  one  side,  and  afterward 
the  exposed  liars  of  the  other,  were  ar- 
raigned before  its  judges,  as  the  Commons 
or  the  court  alternately  got  into  power. 

XIV. 

The  next  plot  in  King  James  the  Firsts 
reign  was  a poisoning  one.  It  did  him 
more  harm,  in  the  long-run,  than  any 
amount  of  gunpowder  could  have  done, 
because  it  blew  out  the  windows  of  the 
court,  and  revealed  to  the  world  the  foul 
condition  in  which  he  kept  it. 

James  encouraged  such  an  inundation 
of  the  Scotch  into  the  metropolis  that  it 
produced  a realization,  on  a small  scale, 
of  the  union  of  the  two  countries,  West- 
minster grew'  to  such  an  extent  that  it 
joined  itself  to  London.  The  people  felt 
the  intrusion  like  a visitation  of  the 
plague.  It  teas  a visitation  of  the  Scotch 
fiddle.  But  they  scratched  the  insides  of 
their  deprecating  fingers,  and  bore  the  in- 
fliction loyally,  until  the  favoritism,  which 
invariably  came  to  a head  on  the  most 
worthless  of  the  adventurers,  centred 
upon  one  named  Robert  Carr.  The  king 
turned  him  into  the  Earl  of  Somerset,  and 
took  him  so  closely  to  his  heart  that  final- 
ly the  fellow  wormed  himself  into  his 
conscience,  and  then  into  the  possession 
of  some  fatal  secrets.  The  few  facts  which 


afterward  came  to  light  reveal  an  amount 
of  coarse  vice  in  the  interior  of  the  royal 
breast  which  accounts  for  the  open  profli- 
gacy that  spread  itself  through  the  palace. 
It  swarms  round  this  story  of  Carr.  Ho 
fell  in  love  with  the  Countess  of  Essex, 
and  she  with  him.  The  obstacle  to  their 
union  was  that  the  Earl  of  Essex  was  still 
extant.  The  guilty  pair  desired  a divorce. 
The  complaisant  king  accordingly  urged 
it.  A servile  Ecclesiastical  Court  then  duly 
decreed  it.  The  marriage  took  place  amid 
great  splendor.  It  was  one  of  tbe  great 
pageants  of  the  reign.  But  Sir  Thomas 
Overbury  had  opposed  the  whole  proceed- 
ing, and  the  vengeance  of  the  countess 
pursued  him.  While  he  was  imprisoned 
in  the  Tower  the  incensed  couple  caused 
him  to  be  poisoned.  Years  after,  the  mur- 
der came  but,  and  now  the  offices  of  the 
great  Hall  were  called  in,  but  as  much  to 
the.  consternation  and  terror  of  James,  so 
it  proved,  as  to  Somerset  and  his  wife. 
Friendship  was  not  at  the  Ixdtom  of  it, 
for  that  had  ended  long  ago,  and  only  a 
hypocritical  guise  of  it  was  left.  But  the 
royal  solicitude  hung  about  the  rear  and 
outskirts  of  the  trial  at  every  stage.  It 
was  helpless  to  save  while  the  legal  en- 
gine was  at  work.  There  was  some  dark 
secret  which  was  in  danger  of  coming  out 
if  the  matter  was  pressed.  The  former 
favorite  had  the  king  in  his  power.  The 
crown  lawyers  knew  enough  to  know  that 
they  must  manage  the  business  with  adroit 
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and  tender  fingers.  People  were  suspi- 
cious enough  to  whisper  strange  conjec- 
tures in  connection  with  it — conjectures 
which  touched  their  own  heart  very  deep- 
ly, because  incited  by  the  sudden  death  of 
Henry,  Prince  of  Wales,  whose  pure  and 
dignified  life  had  been  a rebuke  to  that  of 
his  father,  whose  private  court  had  drawn 
away  from  Whitehall  the  noblest  spirits 
of  the  day,  and  who  had  given  promise  of 
repeating  the  splendid  virtues  of  the  Black 
Prince  and  of  Henry  the  Fifth.  His  fa- 
ther had,  most  strangely,  shown  no  grief 
at  his  loss. 

The  countess  was  first  arraigned.  She 
confessed  the  crime,  and  was  condemned 
to  the  block.  The  uext  day,  May  25, 1616, 
her  equally  guilty  husband  was  to  answer 
at  the  bar.  But,  on  the  night  before,  the 
lieutenant  of  the  Tower  was  astonished 
and  bewildered  by  the  conduct  of  his  pris- 
oner. He  was  kept  up  all  night.  Som- 
erset stormed  in  broad  Scotch  and  broad- 
er hints.  “The  king  durst  not  bring  him 
to  trial!”  He  would  not  appear  in  the 
Hall.  He  would  stay  in  his  bed,  and  they 
would  have  to  take  him  there  in  it.  The 
worried  but  discreet  lieutenant  thought  it 
best  to  see  the  king  privately,  and  went 
up  to  Whitehall  in  the  dead  hour  of  the 
night.  He  found  his  Majesty  only  too 
glad  to  talk  with  him,  even  in  night-gown 
and  slippers.  The  result  of  the  hushed 
interview  was  that  he  undertook,  under 
the  promise  of  a rich  reward,  to  manage 
the  refractory  ex-favorite.  He  returned 
to  his  room  and  beguiled  him  with  en- 
couraging words  from  the  king.  By  this 
time  it  was  three  a.m.  At  eight  o’clock 
Somerset  was  on  his  trial  in  the  Hall. 
The  coarse  but  incorruptible  Coke  showed 
symptoms  pf  making  his  engine  work 
without  fear  or  favor.  “God  knows,” 
he  is  reported  to  have  muttered,  “what 
became  of  that  sweet  babe  Prince  Henry, 
but  I know  somewhat.”  The  danger  now 
was  that  if  the  proceedings  went  harshly, 
the  prisoner’s  rage  would  get  the  better  of 
him,  and  he  would  “ fly  out  upon  the 
king.”  But  the  lieutenant  had  prepared 
a portable  cell  in  which  to  ensconce  him 
at  the  first  sign  of  such  an  explosion.  Two 
servants  hovered  near  him  with  a cloak 
in  their  hands,  and  with  instructions  “to 
instantly  hoodwink  him  with  that  cloak, 
take  him  violently  from  the  bar,  and  car- 
ry him  away.”  They  were  to  be  saved 
tfrom  the  consequences,  and  bountifully 
rewarded.  Bacon,  the  Attorney-General, 


had  also  come  prepared  with  a cloak  of 
more  subtle  texture,  with  which  to  hood- 
wink the  judges.  “ It  shall  be  my  care,” 
he  had  said,  “so  to  moderate  the  manner 
of  charging  him  as  it  might  make  him 
not  odious  beyond  the  extent  of  mercy.” 
His  opportunity  of  distinguishing  him- 
self at  the  expense  of  his  own  character 
seemed  to  have  run  in  this  family.  The 
criminal  was  the  husband  of  the  wife  of 
Essex’s  son,  the  Essex  whom  he  once  took 
such  particular  care  “to  make  odious  be- 
yond the  extent  of  mercy.”  He  did  so 
manage  it,  Hallam  says,  “as  to  prevent 
him  making  any  imprudent  disclosure,  or 
the  judges  from  getting  any  insight  into 
that  which  it  was  not  meaut  to  reveal.” 
The  cloudy  Scotchman  sustained  the  mist 
by  silence,  even  though  it  parted  enough 
about  his  own  person  to  lay  him  open  to 
the  law.  Was  it  not  a pretty  sight,  wor- 
thy of  the  reign? — Justice  blinking  on  the 
bench,  the  criminal  nearly  hooded  at  the 
bar,  the  sticky  crime  neatly  rolled  in  flour, 
the  pageant  of  the  headsman’s  axe  gone 
through  as  the  prisoner  retired,  and  then 
a royal  pardon  sent  down  from  Whitehall 
to  the  Tower ! 

We  lay  no  stress  upon  the  darker  inti- 
mations of  the  story,  but  here  we  have  a 
part  of  that  reign  which  left  its  loathsome 
trail  on  everything  it  touched,  the  church, 
the  court,  the  bar,  every  pure  interest  of 
the  realm,  and  destroyed  the  prestige  of 
the  crown  in  an  age  when  the  Puritan 
was  rising  among  the  people.  “Somer- 
set Ker!”  exclaims  Carlyle,  in  his  con- 
temptuous, significant  way,  “king’s  fa- 
vorite^son  of  the  Laird  of  Fermeherst,  he 
and  his  extremely  unedifying  affairs— 
except  as  they  might  transiently  affect 
the  nostril  of  some  Cromwell  of  impor- 
tance—do  not  much  belong  to  the  history 
of  England.  Carrion  ought  at  length  to 
be  buried.” 

XV. 

In  two  years  more — October,  1618 — we 
come  upon  another  scene  in  the  great 
Hall,  to  the  sight  of  another  criminal  at 
the  bar  of  the  king,  before  whom  his  Maj- 
esty is  to  undergo  exposure  of  a different 
kind. 

Sir  Walter  Raleigh  stands  there  in  his 
old  age,  but  with  the  glory  of  his  whole 
brilliant  and  heroic  career  at  his  back. 
Twelve  years  before,  he  had  come  under 
the  vague  suspicion  of  his  unheroic  sov- 
ereign. If  we  were  to  say  that  the  author 
of  the  Counter-blast  could  not  abide 
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twelve ye&ife,  doing  ns  gallant  work  with 
his  pen  a*  lit?  had  already  done  with  his 
swinrtfe  hjcfhorery  h^ofeni.of  his  patience 
laying  the  foistulat  ions  of, a more  deep  and 
pennapeiTfi  regard  amt-mg  the  'people  than 
even  he  had  ever  enjoyed.  Out  of  Ids 
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In  fact,  he  was;  already  out  on  his  own 
hook  in  another  direction  fee gold  mine 
(hul  lie  thought  he  IjiiddiseOvyr^d.  Eh  dm 
one  would  make  him  gioriau^ly  independ- 
ent of  Parliament,  Hi*  dmm  right  would 
then  have  it  yellow  halp  wbirh  would  es- 
tablish ;Ui%  l^fore  nil  men. 

Catholic  Spain  Ponado, 

and  the  Jnfasi tar  if  artianeed  to  Charley 
would  turn  yml  to  be  ,i  mine  of  untold 
wealth.  But,  on  the  (Tt)puhhamb  the  peo- 
p l e i;i i;a  1a 
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Sir  'Walter';  sailed, 
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iease  from  It  ip  \ in  pend  i ng  a xe  uf  the  Tower. 
The  kirig  now  revealed  hit.  route  ami  Itls 
plans  to  the  Spanish  am  hnssabor  i o order 
to  'Advance-  his  ow  n voyage  ihto  bis  Oath  - 
ohV ty Hjbs t y s eon  fide nee  and  gratitude,  Ids 
daughter  and  his  ducats!  Balcigh  comes 


Tli ere  whs  si  gold  piine  itv  0u iana  Wh  ieh 
hud  been  disco weed  many  years  before. 
It  was  on  English  ground  which  had  ai 
ready  been  neq ui mi  for  the  crown.  If 
I. here  was;  anything  in  the  world  which 
the  ldhjg  Wanted  most  at  tins  time  it  was  a 
gold  mine.  Bm  her  won  hi  he  that  even  his 
favorite  criminal  fjfbnW  find  one  in  Gui- 
ana than  that  he  himself  nhould  be  pul  to 
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revenge  and  Catholic  venom  have  now 
entered  the  persecution.  The  people  so 
understand  it,  but  the  court  is  the  King’s 
Bench,  and  it  does  the  king’s  will.  He  is 
hurried  into  the  room  over  the  gate-house 
of  the  Abbey,  his  scaffold  is  made  ready 
overnight  in  the  rear  of  the  Hall,  and  the 
next  day,  faint  in  body,  but  not  in  spirit, 
even  under  the  depression  of  a ‘coming 
chill,  his  ills  are  cured  for  this  world  by 
the  “sharp  medicine,”  as  he  called  it,  of 
the  axe. 

But  the  king  had  called  down  a sharper 
vengeance  upon  himself.  The  treacher- 
ous Spaniard  played  him  false  in  his  turn, 
and  the  way  to  the  golden  Infanta  was 
obstructed  by  the  now  aroused  alarm  of 
his  own  nation.  The  Protestant  interests 
of  his  own  daughter  on  the  Continent,  it 
was  resolved,  should  not  suffer  through 
this  his  Catholic  friend.  St.  Stephen’s  rose 
in  a body,  with  hats  uplifted,  to  declare  it 
so.  When  its  committee  waited  upon  him 
to  state  their  respectful  desire,  he  met  this 
approach  of  their  rightful  sovereign  share 
in  his  throne  with  a mocking  wit  which 
contained,  unwittingly,  a prophecy  of  the 
end : “Bring  chairs  for  the  ambassadors !” 
It  was  the  very  salt  of  that  humor  which 
was  to  be  sown  on  the  ruins  of  his  house. 
It  was  the  edge  of  that  keen  sarcasm  which 
should  descend  on  the  neck  of  his  son.  It 
derisively  recognized  the  very  power  which 
should  finally  place  the  descendants  of 
that  neglected  Protestant  daughter  on  a 
better-balanced  throne. 

XVI. 

May  3,  1621.  The  fall  of  Bacon,  Lord 
High  Chancellor  of  England,  on  this  mem- 
orable day,  brought  with  it  no  concen- 
trated or  sensational  scene  in  Westmin- 
ster Hall,  and  yet  the  world  agrees  that  it 
was  a spectacle  for  both  angels  and  men. 
As  an  event  it  was  melancholy  enough, 
but  as  a trial  it  was  without  the  presence 
of  the  offender.  When  summoned  to  the 
bar,  he  sent  his  confession  in  his  stead. 
When  personally  sought,  he  could  only 
say:  “It  is  my  act,  my  hand,  my  heart. 
Oh,  my  lords,  spare  a broken  reed !”  When 
the  sentence  was  given,  he  lay  sick  in  his 
bed.  It  was  the  anguish  of  a great  mind 
working  death  to  a mean  spirit. 

He  had  reached  the  goal  of  what  was, 
to  such  a one  as  he,  an  inadequate  ambi- 
tion. He  had  reached  it  through  his  gen- 
ius as  a lawyer,  an  orator,  and  a states- 
man. But  he  had  reached  it  also  through 


his  crouching  arts  as  a courtier.  He  low- 
ered it,  even  in  his  own  mind,  by  the  means 
which  he  employed  to  get  it.  High  as  it 
intrinsically  was  as  an  office  in  the  state, 
he  was  equal  to  a higher  in  the  service  of 
the  world,  and  yet  he  could  be  tempted  by 
its  empty  dignity  and  emolument  in  such 
a service  as  that  of  King  James.  He  could 
lay  aside  the  pageant  of  his  thoughts  for 
the  pomp  of  this  position.  What  has  been 
called  the  most  exquisitely  constructed  in- 
tellect ever  given  to  man  could  yet  be  led 
aside  by  a judgment  and  perception  so 
weak  as  to  see  meaning  and  glory  in  show 
and. sham.  The  reflection  of  his  strange 
infirmity  is  apparent  in  the  very  record  of 
his  imposing  induction  into  his  place.  A 
letter  of  the  time  says:  “To  the  Hall,  be- 
sides his  own  retinue,  did  accompany  him 
all  the  lords  of  his  Majesty’s  Council  and 
others,  with  all  knights  and  gentlemen  that 
could  get  horses  and  foot-cloths.”  “He 
was  accompanied,  ” says  Chamberlain,  “ by 
most  of  the  npbility,  with  other  gallants  to 
the  number  of  more  than  two  hundred 
horses,  besides  judges  and  the  Inns  of 

Court Both  queen  and  prince  sent  all 

their  following,  and  his  other  friends  did 
their  best  to  honor  him.”  When  he  had 
arrived  at  his  place,  he  made  a speech  to 
the  multitude  who  had  been  attracted  to 
the  Hall.  This  might  have  done  for  the 
first  day,  and  might  well  have  been  a spon- 
taneous testimony  of  the  public  pleasure 
at  the  elevation  of  one  already  so  illustri- 
ous ; but  he  enjoyed,  he  desired  it  too  much 
himself — how  unlike  Sir  Thomas  More 
in  the  self-same  position  under  a greater 
and  more  showy  king ! — for  he  tried  to  keep 
up  this  splendid  state,  “exceeding  all  his 
predecessors  in  the  bravery  and  multitude 
of  his  servants.”  The  real  grandeur  of 
his  office — what  an  incongruity  in  the  au- 
thor of  the  “ Essays”  that  he  did  not  see  it ! 
— was  in  its  purity,  not  its  pomp;  and  it 
was  in  trying  to  maintain  its  pomp  instead 
of  its  purity  that  he  fell. 

If  he  did  not  rise  to  this  conception,  the 
people  did;  if  he  was  dazzled  by  his  owm 
display,  the  people  were  not.  It  Avas  one 
of  the  tremendous  events  of  the  time  that 
their  moral  sense  was  equal  to  his  over- 
throw. When  the  Commons  impeached 
him  at  the  bar  of  the  Lords,  it  was  the  re- 
volt of  the  people  not  so  much  at  what  he 
had  done  as  at  the  bribery  and  corruption 
which  filled  the  court  of  the  king,  the 
keeper  of  whose  conscience  he  was. 
When  his  own  conscience  was  set  free 
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by  this  enlightenment,  lie  said,  “I  was 
the  justefct  judge  that  was  in  England 
these  fifty  years;  but  it.  was  the  justest 
censure  in  Parliament  that  was  the  tv 
these  two  hundred  years/'  That  was  the 
very  point  to  which  the  public  sentiment 
had  risen,  and  it  caught  him  where  he 
ought  not  to  have  been.  His  meanness 
had  made  him  the  scapegoat  of  the  king, 
when  his  greatness  ought  to  have  made 
him  the  sacrilioing  priest  for  the  people. 
He  crouched  beneath  the  charge,  not  only 
from  timidity  and  conscious  guilt*  but 
at  the  earnest  desire  of  the  frightened  des- 
pot— frightened  at  an  attitude  of  the  Com- 
mons which  revealed  their  consciousness 
of  strength  ; frightened  lest  a wot's<*  inqui- 


sition into  wide-spread  corruption  should 
be  provoked  ; frightened  at  what  Bacon 
himself  had  prophesied,  that  if  the  attack 
upon  him  should  be  successful,  the  next 
movement  would  not  stop  short  of  the 
throne.  If  he  had  stood  his  trial,  lie  him 
self,  amid  such  an  atmosphere,  might 
have  escaped,  but  it  would  have  precipi- 
tated the  revolution  which  was  close  at 
hand.  Such  was  the  significance  of  Ba- 
con's forced  exit  from  Westminster  llall. 

XV  lb 

Charles  was  no  banqueting  king,  but 
was,  on  the  contrary,  Rufus  lined  down  to 
a quiet,  pure,  dignified  gentleman — a most 
unaccountable  son  of  his  father.  As  u 
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king,  however,  he  was  thoroughly  derived 
from  both  of  them,  and  in  an  accelerated 
ratio.  He  was  a despot  on  principle,  and 
the  issue  of  principle,  therefore,  was  made 
with  him.  It  was  an  epoch  when  a ques- 
tion of  principle  was  understood,  and  when 
the  best  men  on  both  sides  were  prepared 
for  any  sacrifice  to  establish  what  they  be- 
lieved. 

The  struggle  was  precipitated  the  mo- 
ment he  came  to  the  throne,  because  the 
issue  had  now  matured  in  the  mind  of 
both  parties.  The  king  had  resolved  upon 
absolute  despotism  as  the  best  for  the 
peace  of  the  kingdom ; the  Parliament  had 
resolved  to  preserve  all  its  own  ancient 
rights  as  the  best  for  the  prosperity  of  the 
people.  Four  Parliaments,  accordingly, 
went  by  the  board  in  four  years.  They 
could  not  live  if  he  took  away  their  breath. 
The  fourth  had  thus  expired  in  1629;  but 
the  last  three  died  hard.  There  was  a feel- 
ing in  them  and  among  the  people  that 
they  had  some  vitality  of  their  own. 

After  the  first  of  these  the  king  decided 
to  enforce  some  subsidies  it  had  not  grant- 
ed. The  legal  question  came  up  in  West- 
minster Hall.  The  crown  judges  decided 
for  the  king.  There  were  five  thousand 
people  present,  who  shook  the  building 
with  their  shouts — “A  Parliament ! a Par- 
liament! else  no  subsidies!”  The  king 
then  tried  a forced  loan.  Some  imprison- 
ments followed  this.  Now  the  question 
of  “arbitrary  detention”  rose  and  went 
before  the  King’s  Bench,  and  again  the 
Hall  was  thronged  to  hear  the  arguments 
of  Selden  and  Noy  for  the  liberty  of  the 
subject,  and  again  the  same  uproar  oc- 
curred. In  the  second  of  these  Parlia- 
ments the  chief  scene  was  in  St.  Stephen’s. 
The  Commons  had  adjusted  the  scales  of 
the  great  question  by  their  “Petition  of 
Right.”  In  the  one  scale  were  the  king’s 
Prerogatives;  in  the  other,  the  Parlia- 
ment’s Privileges.  The  equipoise  was 
perfect,  but  it  had  not  been  reached  with- 
out an  agony  of  fury  on  both  sides.  It 
remained  a law,  and  so  hangs  to  this  day 
in  the  senate-house.  The  king,  however, 
left  it  dangling  there  by  a prorogation. 
In  the  third  of  these  Parliaments  St.  Ste- 
phen’s was  again  the  scene  of  a disturb- 
ance, both  representative  of  the  moment 
and  designed  to  last.  Pym  brought  up 
his  famous  “Remonstrance.”  Hollis  and 
Valentine  held  down  the  Speaker  in  the 
chair  until  it  was  passed.  These  three  men 
and  several  others  were  arrested.  But 


they  refused  to  plead  in  any  lower  court  for 
what  they  had  done  in  the  High  Court  of 
Parliament. 

Now  the  king  took  off  his  royal  robes, 
and  vowed  he  would  have  no  more  Par- 
liaments; he  would  reign  alone.  St.  Ste- 
phen’s was  struck  dumb  for  eleven  years; 
not  a legislator  haunted  its  precincts.  The 
royal  canopy  at  Whitehall  was  the  only 
seat  of  power.  Even  Westminster  Hall 
was  made  to  abdicate  its  ancient  throne, 
and  sit  at  the  feet  of  two  courts  which  as- 
sumed its  jurisdiction  and  overruled  its 
decisions  at  will — the  Civil  Court  of  the 
Star  Chamber,  on  the  eastern  side  of  the 
New  Palace  Yard,  full  in  sight  and  with- 
in a stone’s-tlirow  of  its  venerable  door, 
and  the  Ecclesiastical  Court  of  High  Com- 
mission, sitting  in  London,  under  the 
arches  of  St.  Paul’s.  As  there  was  to  be 
no  legislature,  so  there  was  to  be  no  law, 
independent  of  the  royal  will* 

His  Majesty  came  to  the  front  with  two 
vigorous  but  not  equally  powerful  hands. 
His  right  hand  was  Thomas  Wentworth, 
afterward  Earl  of  Strafford,  a renegade 
from  the  party  of  liberty,  and  familiar 
with  its  spirit  and  plans.  When  the  time 
came  for  him  to  decide  between  tbe  two 
extremes,  he  had  adopted  the  policy  of  des- 
potism. The  left  hand  of  the  king  was 
William  Laud,  Archbishop  of  Canter- 
bury. These  two  took  intimate  coun- 
sel together,  and  the  maxim  they  agreed 
upon  was  “Thorough.”  His  Majesty 
proved  to  be  more  muscular  in  these 
hands  than  in  his  brain. 

The  first  necessity  of  such  a throne  was 
a standing  army.  The  way  to  it  was  to 
raise  funds  for  a standing  navy,  which 
funds,  when  procured,  the  king  was  to 
use  as  he  pleased.  Hence  “ship-money” 
was  demanded  not  only  of  the  coast 
towns,  as  heretofore,  but  of  all  England. 
The  judges  in  the  Hall  now  degraded  the 
bench  and  the  laws  by  an  extrajudicial 
opinion  in  its  favor,  and  Wentworth  was 
just  preparing  to  raise  his  other  horn  of  a 
“land  army,”  when  the  whole  question 
was  taken  by  both  horns  in  the  same  arena 
by  a new  champion,  at  whose  appearing 
all  the  people  rose.  John  Hampden, 
from  among  the  Chiltem  Hills,  had  come 
down  to  dispute  the  matter  in  the  courts. 
He  would  not  pay,  and  now  what  was  to 
come  of  it?  The  Exchequer  summoned 
all  its  judges  to  “the  greatest  cause  that 
ever  was  tried  in  Westminster  Hall.” 
After  a conflict  of  many  months,  on  the 
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ance  to  Laud,  and  challenged  him  to  show 
whether  this  was  according  to  the  laws  of 
England.  Both  men  were  taken  to  distant 
prisons,  a hundred  thousand  people  gath- 
ering together,  in  Burton’s  case,  to  see  him 
pass,  and  showering  his  wife  with  money 
as  she  followed  in  a coach. 

But  Laud  had  only  done  this  to  get  his 
hand-  in.  He  now  put  a trumpet  to  the 
king’s  lips,  who  blew  a blast  which  awak- 
ened all  Scotland.  The  faith  of  that  nation ' 
must  henceforth  give  way  to  the  Church 
of  England,  which,  like  a car  of  Jugger- 
naut, was  coming  with  its  mitred  prelates 
and  its  embroidered  robes  and  uniform 
service-books,  and  the  terrible  monster  of 
the  “Pope”  looming  up  darkly  behind 
all,  and  was  to  go  crunching  over  their 
conventicles  from  one  end  of  the  land  to 
the  other ! This,  at  any  rate,  was  the  way 
the  trumpet  sounded  in  the  ears  of  Edin- 
burgh. But  now  a worse  mob  gathered 
and  howled;  not  in  Palace  Yard,  but  in 
and  about  St.  Giles’s  Kirk.  At  the  first 
sight  of  a mitre,  at  the  first  sound  of  the 
“collect  for  the  day,”  “A  pape!  a pape!” 
went  up  in  the  loudest,  broadest,  most 
terrible  burr  that  was  ever  heard  in  the 
Highlands.  Laud  kept  up  his  hand,  but 
the  king  trumpeted  in  vain.  The  sound 
thereof  was  drowned  in  the  tumult  he  had 
raised.  Now  the  mischief  was  done.  The 
National  Covenant  suddenly  lifted  itself, 
as  steep  and  as  rough  as  Dumbarton  rock. 
The  pibroch  sounded  and  the  clans  gather- 
ed. It  was  the  first  strong  note  for  liberty. 
Canterbury  should  not  “haul  them  all  the 
way  to  Rome  for  their  religion,  or  to  Con- 
stantinople for  their  policy.  ” The  Scotch 
army  invaded  England  with  banners  in- 
scribed “For  Christ’s  Crown  and  Cove- 
nant.” Before  it  Charles’s  crown  was  to 
fall,  and  all  his  covenants  were  to  be 
broken.  When  Scotland  thus  moved,  as 
Hallam  says,  “it  preserved  the  liberties 
and  overthrew  the  monarchy  of  England.  ” 
For  the  second  time  the  action  of  an  Eng- 
lish king  was  to  bring  Scottish  influence 
into  the  English  constitution. 

The  son  of  James  had  not  the  “land 
army”  he  had  desired  at  his  disposal.  He 
was  obliged  to  call  a Parliament  to  help 
him  out  of  his  difficulty.  It  met,  but  it  did 
not  suit  him,  and  he  dissolved  it  in  three 
weeks.  When  he  called  another,  in  the 
fall  of  the  same  year,  1640,  it  took  care  to 
provide  against  such  a sudden  dissolution, 
and  is  known  to  this  day  as  “the  Long  Par- 
liament.” The  Hall  presented  a busy  scene 


when  these  legislators  were  assembling. 
With  the  courts  all  around  them  at  work, 
the  members  stood  in  groups  discussing 
the  momentous  issues  soon  to  be  precipi- 
tated upon  them  above-stairs  in  St.  Ste- 
phen’s. Pym  met  Hyde,  the  future  Earl 
of  Clarendon,  there.  His  big,  powerful 
eyes  flashed  as  he  said : “We  must  be  now 
of  another  temper  than  we  were  the  last 
Parliament. ...  We  have  now  an  oppor- 
tunity to  make  the  country  happy  by  re- 
moving all  grievances,  and  pulling  up  the 
causes  of  them  by  the  roots.”  And  root 
them  up  they  did,  one  after  the  other.  They 
rooted  up  the  Star  Chamber  out  of  Palace 
Yard;  they  rooted  up  the  High  Commis- 
sion in  St.  Paul’s;  they  rooted  up  Finch, 
the  Lord  Keeper  of  the  Great  Seal,  from 
his  seat  in  the  Hall ; they  rooted  up  Berke- 
ley from  the  King’s  Bench,  and  laid  hold 
also  of  five  other  judges  with  a like  pur- 
pose, to  the  terror  of  all  the  rest.  They 
had  already  rooted  up  Laud  and  flung 
him  into  the  Tower,  while  Prynne,  Bur- 
ton, and  Bastwick  returned  to  the  place  of 
their  mutilation  with  all  London  roaring 
a triumph  into  their  cropped  ears. 

But  the  grandest  historical  scene  was 
the  first,  when  they  had  to  pull  with  all 
their  strength  upon  that  deepest,  mightiest 
root  of  all,  the  Earl  of  Strafford,  and  only 
then  just  barely  got  him  out.  When  they 
did,  they  had  undermined  the  throne.  It 
is  this  scene  which  is  the  most  widely 
known  in  picture  and  in  story  as  connect- 
ed with  Westminster  Hall. 

The  man  who  generated  that  business 
was  Pym  himself.  He  and  Strafford  had 
been  intimate  friends.  When  the  latter  de- 
serted the  cause,  Pym  had  fiercely  turned 
upon  him:  “You  are  going  to  be  undone. 
But  remember  that  though  you  leave  us 
now,  I will  never  leave  you  while  your 
head  is  on  your  shoulders.”  He  was  now 
as  good  as  his  word.  On  the  seventh  morn- 
ing of  the  session  he  caused  the  doors  of 
St.  Stephen's  to  be  locked,  lest  the  secret  of 
his  motion  should  take  flight  and  forewarn 
his  victim,  and  then,  after  a terrible  ar- 
raigning speech,  moved  the  impeachment 
of  the  Earl  of  Strafford.  The  motion  met 
with  unanimous  consent,  and  the  rest  of 
the  day  wTas  employed  in  preparing  arti- 
cles of  impeachment.  Then  the  doors  were 
thrown  open.  Pym  at  the  head  of  three 
hundred  members  proceeded  along  the  cor- 
ridor to  the  House  of  Lords,  which  was  star- 
tled at  the  sudden  visitation.  Pym  went 
up  to  the  bar,  and  there  in  form  impeach- 
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ed  the  earl  of  high  treason  in  the  name  of 
the  Commons  of  England.  The  news  tiew 
to  Strafford , who  at  once  came  to  the  House. 
He  entered  “ with  a proud,  glooming  coun- 
tenance.'’ and  made  for  his  scat.  He  was 
met  with  shouts  '‘to  void  the  place/’  In 
contusion  he  retired  till  he  was  called. 
They  ordered  him  uto  kneel,  and  on  his 
knees  to  hear  the  .sentence/'  In  that  atti- 
tude lie  was  delivered  to  the  keeper  of  the 
Black  Rod. 

We  pass  from  his  commitment  on  that 
11th  of  November,  164‘h  to  his  trial  on  the 
following  22d  of  March. 

Pyrn,  the  ablest  man  and  the  most  elo- 
quent speaker  of  the  Commons,  led  in  this 
dreadful  pull  of  all  hands  when  the  bewil- 
dering f>{  cooti  uctive  treason— a 

Di3m.  Go  gle 


rope  twisted  of  many  alleged  misdemean- 
ors—was  thrown  over  the  horns  of  the 
victim.  At  first  they  could  not  even  stir 
the  jMnverfwJ  man  from  the  line  of  his  de- 
fense. He  put  all  his  strength  into  his  re- 
sistance, with  an  eloquence  and  agility  of 
movement  equal  to  any  of  theirs.  Re 
plated  ly  did  he  sway  them  about  as  point 
after  point  was  made,  sometimes  retreat- 
ing. somtdirne.s  avoiding,  even  when  forceil 
to  yield  always  boldly  confronting,  with 
hut  one  object  in  vicsv— to  fling  oil*  or  to 
break  the  one  vital,  fatal  proof  of  high 
treason.  The.  heroism  of  lus  defense,  its 
dexterity,  its  ingenuity,  its  unflinching 
courage,  his  tact,  bis  coolness,  his  ready 
resources,  his  bursts  of  manlv  feeling, 
finally  broke  the  spell  of  prejudice  in  the 

'Or^ijvalfrctr- 
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multitude,  and  produced  signs  of  revulsion 
in  his  favor.  The  ladies  in  the  galleries 
restrained  neither  their  tears  nor  exclama- 
tions. Even  the  bank  of  scarlet  peers 
was  moved,  and  the  strength  of  the  ac- 
cusing Commons  began  to  fail.  It  was 
evident  that  the  charge  of  treason  would 
not  hold. 

On  the  thirteenth  day  Pym  tried  anoth- 
er plan.  He  moved  in  the  House  of  Com- 
mons that  the  proceedings  should  take  the 
form  of  an  act  of  attainder.  It  was  re- 
trospective, and  therefore  unjust,  but  he 
carried  it  through  both  Houses,  though 
strongly  opposed.  This  made  both  Houses 
his  judges,  and  thus  the  bloody  end  for 
which  they  struggled  was  secured. 

After  long  and  agonized  hesitation, 
Charles  gave  his  consent  to  the  retrospect- 
ive ordinance,  and  Strafford  went  to  the 
block.  The  consent  was  given  under  the 
tumult  of  the  mob  outside  his  palace,  un- 
der the  tears  and  terrors  of  Henrietta  Ma- 
ria within  it,  under  what  was  worse,  with- 
in himself  a want  of  honor  to  the  man 
he  had  compelled  to  face  the  danger  with 
a solemn  promise  of  his  protection,  and, 
worse  still,  a secret  purpose  to  secure  a 
foot-hold  of  peace  from  which  to  make 
another  spring  upon  the  liberties  of  the 
people. 

There  was  now  a momentary  reaction. 
Two  parties  had  begun  to  form,  which 
almost  equally  divided  the  former  una- 
nimity against  the  king.  The  famous 
44  Remonstrance”  had  passed,  but  only 
by  eleven  votes.  Hampden  and  Crom- 
well were  about  taking  passage  to  Amer- 
ica. Conservative  men,  influential,  wise, 
and  pure,  had  received  the  king’s  pledge 
that  he  would  only  act  after  consulta- 
tion with  them.  At  this  moment  of 
peace  and  apparent  security  he  suddenly 
burst  upon  the  House  of  Lords  with  his 
personal  impeachment  of  one  of  its  peers, 
and  upon  the  House  of  Commons  with 
another  of  five  of  its  members. 

The  king  determined  to  arrest  the  five 
members  himself.  The  exasperating  point 
in  the  late  doings  of  the  Commons  was  a 
desire  they  had  manifested  to  control  the 
great  army  which  was  now  to  be  raised  to 
quell  a rebellion  in  Ireland.  The  iron 
hand  of  Strafford  having  been  withdrawn, 
that  wild  country  had  risen  in  revolt.  So 
the  oak  of  Shillelagh,  the  spirit  of  Turlogh 
O’Brien,  was  groaning  in  the  rafters  of 
Westminster  Hall,  when  Charles,  on  the 
afternoon  of  January  4,  1642,  entered  it 


with  a large  body  of  armed  men.  They 
were  more  than  his  retinue — a throng  of 
adventurers  who  had  lately  rallied  around 
him— with  halberds  in  their  hands  and 
swords  by  their  sides.  He  had  come  in 
the  very  way  which  justified  the  suspicion 
that  had  so  angered  him,  and  revealed  what 
a despot  he  would  be  if  he  held  the  power 
of  the  sword.  While  his  guards  grounded 
their  halberds  and  rattled  their  swords  in 
the  Hall,  he  passed  on  into  St.  Stephen’s. 
The  Commons  had  got  wind  of  his  com- 
ing in  this  style.  Some  of  the  members 
drew  their  swords,  but  others,  to  avoid 
such  a conflict,  caused  the  five  members 
to  retire.  The  king  now  appeared  at  the 
door.  Taking  off  his  hat,  he  went  up  the 
aisle  to  the  Speaker’s  chair.  The  Speaker 
rose  to  meet  him.  The  king  did  not  offer 
to  sit  down,  but  turned  and  stood  on  the 
step.  Putting  on  his  hat,  he  gazed  sternly 
round  the  room.  Pym,  Hollis,  Hampden, 
Hazlerig,  and  Strode  were  not  to  be  seen. 
He  continued  this  look  for  some  time, 
amid  the  breathless  hush  which  waited  to 
see  what  he  would  do  next.  He  then  said 
that  he  had  come  for  those  five  gentlemen  ; 
that  treason  had  no  privilege.  He  ex- 
pected obedience  to  his  demand  of  yester- 
day. He  called  for  Pym  and  Hollis  by 
name.  No  answer.  He  turned  to  the 
Speaker  and  asked  44if  they  were  here,  or 
where  they  were.”  With  a marvellous 
inspiration,  the  Speaker,  as  he  fell  on  his 
knee,  replied  that  “he  was  a servant  to 
the  House,  and  had  neither  eyes  nor 
tongue  to  see  or  say  anything  but  what 
they  commanded  him.”  Charles  replied 
that  44  his  own  eyes  were  as  good  as  liis,” 
and  it  was  clear  “his  birds  had  flown.” 
He  declared  his  determination  to  find 
them,  and  taking  off  his  hat,  passed  down 
between  the  graded  benches  to  the  door. 
Scarcely  was  he  out  before  the  astonished 
Commons  found  their  voice,  and  the  king 
could  hear  the  fierce  shouts  which  now 
filled  the  apartment,  “Privilege!”  “Priv- 
ilege!” The  House  instantly  adjourned. 

The  king,  returning  to  the  Hall,  drew  off 
his  soldiers;  but  the  mischief  was  done. 
He  never  entered  its  portals  again  until 
brought  there  by  armed  men  to  be  ar- 
raigned at  its  bar  for  taking  up  arms 
against  his  Parliament  and  shedding  the 
blood  of  his  people.  In  less  than  a week 
he  had  fled  from  Whitehall,  never,  also, 
to  enter  its  portals  again,  except  to  pass 
through  the  window  of  its  banqueting-hall 
to  confront  the  scaffold  and  the  block. 
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The  tJiiu  skir"  i Webb  questions  suhilurfe  c h$sb,  cd  Mfe 
wed  by  elouiiy  \ li*>rgvoy$<  and  btflnul  ••Sh.^;  full 

1 gr&at  masaes  j credit  JTqv  taking  a fearful  mk.  A wo 
of  mist  wmv  pouring  ^veivStoTin  Kip|fv  j Mmt  lov£s  00 nrage  m the:  «ii4' 

that  tlu*  AUamuc  hud  tafeh  ! whei;  it  is*  shown  in  behalf  of  h^raelf  or 
the  ibongU*.  in  hand,  and  meant  to  see  ; those  whom  *.Ij<>  loves,  lie  who  has  mam 
what  it  could  do,  The  wind  moaned  rmd  tested  it  \&com**s  heroic.  But.  her  hom- 
bhriek&d .about  the  house  if  tremble,  and  J,  skg#  troubled;  Hurt,  who  wai  all  M mx,  im- 
not  reiiv<  tv  as’  coining,,  In  spite  of  the  certain  of  Id  If,  of  the  jyHuVe,  pf  aim*  »st 

yovme  the  night  grew.  intensely  > everyt blog r hut  not  quif/;  uneer.taiii  as  to 

lia'fk,  .•.  •';Tivc,iy  they  expected  to  Mis*  e TIUm-o  was  something  iu 

:li'W  tbo  <fe$b  of  raify,  but  it  did  cn^jfc  eothe.  ; her  'look  when  they  fir^t  met  af  ter  thebr 
■Amy-:  tbkUfrfit  with -a.'  «hwlder>f • tkeir  S common,  .peril Ywd*  straight  tp  bis 
{tesp'lal* cant pi.ti  jr  ground. • Tbne  miist  pass  ;■  deepest  tHypsebirtkne^s.  Ife.  had  before 
before  pb>as&nk ^a^sdejiatiobs  could  he  eph- ; reeyiYed,  with  oot  a iittle  ^urapW^Ti^Ji 
neeUfii  witli  it  The  intense  darkh^,  J glances  Of  preference,  but  none,  like  that 
rush  ;tm)  roar  of  the  ettaufyg.  '$orwu’  Sn  ^whirli-.a  glimpse  of  Ruling',  deep;  and 
agony,  tliedeath  that  niisrhi  have  whiXteil r stiotjg,  had  been  revealed  hi  a moment}^ 
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Tii®  KMUX  TiviLiniiT  e&erExvo  Avumi*// S'*C£  ifcfrj 


weakness.  The  thought  it#  U moved  him  pnmiised  feukyy  What  would  hisfeei 
far  hnA?$  . •-.tlriilL  tlto  iiig  W\vbv4  another  nmn  whw  hatl 

iris  daogar  Indeed  ho  svarof  if  j is«xl  *0  l&imU  itml  had  .proved  t=»*hL  ■* 

thought  dj  ihai.  excd^t  as  it  aVMA  a*$o-  ! Wk&t .^dufd  tbe^ iii > tes li i»  niA^rix 
with  ■&.:&$'&  who  now  might  h&vV  j 'What  WinUd 

Lam  tir  dynjc-oia  who;  b>  a.  chine*',  ihvr  of  v.  \mn  hi?  had  unidt  a ; oorhhbnh, 

had  seemed  to  suyy  " What  you  Saved  •**  ; ihidh  of  Idui  / Would  tti>t  a .’tool;.  bf 

,r$u£s  ” l in\  ww*r,  of  scow*  »;ome  Into 

If  this  tvf*P0  tru#  it  was  indeed  $*  price*  > ijyissM  Bfc  dnl  love  her  deiu'iy  i die  /*- 

L->*.  nvmv  helming  gift,  ami  he  was  tot-  . speri*>d  her  -siiil  more  as  the 

riiM  Ht  bhnself  he  found  how  his  ' of  truth  tvml  dolhraor.  F r<un  '(&*/- 

wlmln  nature  w*ts  E]fo:  ftlw  hgro*Fe  j»  niaut^r  W kwW*  ttwl 

knew  .that  it  was  - not  in  ins  frank.  inr  never-  gossified  ahout  \kim^n$  lie  f?U:  muv ' 
prtuons  spirit  to  d^gaiiSH  . deep  finding muiKenihs  of  ins  acquaintances  vioukt 
Should  M)m  fkirgrhvo  rmdrol  lti«  heart,  have.  done.  He  also  believed  that  sL'  me 
I i i • Jgfttft  that  al  ] would  even  Ui  ally  know  taking  I dm  at  hi*  word,,  like  the  ro<<  nr  the 
w.  u>  tin  y }u>d  ' dLeov*wcd  his  family  nod  that  she  was  junking  forward  • 

nilrw  Amt lift 1e  itnli^d;  tlhfv  to/ihe  ftd me  Lh>d  he  had  onpr  $h  attLiij# 

now / j V* • <u rr-‘ lii ttr. " .it > ; - gr_i ri'H'. . de^rhd  Cost  him  ivlmt  it  might,  he  uiust 
iimn.’Hiov-  :i w ini  m self  Sami1  had  riuf< - ■ !'»•■ true  to  her. 

ijiafrjj  d.  others  .woo.  eog;tgv.d.  Van*!  none  She,  little  dmnmg  lie.  tragir  .tiu*< 
iu;-r  |g«  {hro-  apptvtife^F  hi*  wueluded.  wlndh  ho  sought  f/.v  lusguiky  ivith  da- 
wnh  u*-geifh  ani'ifv  | wlnde. force  of  Ins  •vMi.  gavn  . 

.Hut  in-  .if.‘  Mm.v;  di>fiosx  (he  past  Uownr  w:»od  iug}j(  ki:<s  :a<  sia-  v;;.],  " ,1V^ 

so  tar  as  ViH  . 'Vos  (^fwerurrt  tiio  orphan  ’ Burt,  how  happily  UiO  dux  has  end FL  *vV-’ 
girl  iy,  « • » - lioiiio  whoin  ho  had  * or  all ! — ami  we  know  tho  fifcSSQSOh  why.  1 


Burt/’  added  Webb,  u no  mail 
evfcr  d id  a braver  thirty. w 

His  fathers  hearty  praise,  ami  even  bis 
mothers  grate  nil  and  almost  ]>as^ionnte 
embrace,  wd y ^dded  to  his  deep  tiji  rest. 


As  he  wetd  lo  his  room  lie  groaned,  'Mt 
they  only  knew  !“ 

After  v^yj;  JitUe  ftifd  troiibJed  sloep  tie 


and  exhausted^  >Ien tat  distress 
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experience,  and  he  showed  its  effects;  but 
he  made  light  of  it  as  the  result  of  over- 
excitement and  fatigue.  He  felt  that  na- 
ture harmonized  with  his  mood,  for  he  had 
scarcely  ever  looked  upon  a gloomier  sky. 
Yet,* strange  to  say,  no  rain  had  fallen. 
It  seemed  as  if  the  malign  spell  could  not 
be  broken.  The  wind  that  had  been  whirl- 
ing the  dust  in  clouds  ail  night  long 
grew  fitful,  and  died  utterly  away,  while 
the  parched  earth  and  withered  herbage 
appeared  to  look  at  the  mocking  clouds 
in  mute,  despairing  appeal.  How  could 
they  be  so  near,  so  heavy,  and  yet  no  rain? 
The  air  was  sultry  and  lifeless.  Fall  had 
come,  but  no  autumn  days  as  yet.  Expe- 
rienced Mr.  Clifford  looked  often  at  the 
black,  lowering  sky,  and  predicted  that  a 
decided  change  was  at  hand. 

“My  fear  is,”  he  added,  “that  the 
drought  may  be  followed  by  a deluge.  I 
don’t  like  the  looks  of  the  clouds  in  the 
southeast.” 

Even  as  he  spoke  a gleam  of  lightning 
shot  athwart  them,  and  was  soon  followed 
by  a heavy  rumble  of  thunder.  It  seemed 
that  the.  electricity,  or  rather  the  concus- 
sion of  the  air,  precipitated  the  dense 
vapor  into  water,  for  within  a few  mo- 
ments down  came  the  rain  in  torrents.  As 
the  first  great  drops  struck  the  roads  the 
dust  flew  up  as  if  smitten  by  a blow,  and 
then,  with  scarcely  any  interval,  the  gut- 
ters and  every  incline  were  full  of  tawny 
rills,  that  swelled  and  grew  with  hoarser 
and  deeper  murmurs,  until  they  combined 
in  one  continuous  roar  with  the  downfall 
from  clouds,  that  seemed  scarcely  able  to 
lift  themselves  above  the  tree-tops.  The 
lightning  was  not  vivid,  but  often  illu- 
mined the  obscurity  with  a momentary 
dull  red  glow,  and  thunder  muttered  and 
growled  in  the  distance  almost  without 
cessation. 

The  drought  had  been  depressing.  To 
Amy  its  gloomy,  portentous  ending  was 
even  more  so.  The  arid  noon  day  heat 
and  glare  of  preceding  days  had  given 
place  to  a twilight  so  unnatural  that  it 
had  almost  the  awe-inspiring  effect  of  an 
eclipse.  The  hitherto  brazen  sky  seemed 
to  have  become  an  overhanging  reservoir 
from  which  poured  a vertical  cataract. 
The  clouds  drooped  so  heavily,  and  were 
so  black,  that  they  gave  an  impression  of 
impending  solid  masses  that  might  fall  at 
any  moment  with  crushing  weight.  With- 
in an  hour  the  beds  of  streams  long  dry 
were  full  and  overflowing. 


In  spite  of  remonstrances,  Webb  put  on 
a rubber  suit  and  went  to  look  after  some 
little  bridges  on  the  place.  He  soon  re- 
turned, and  said:  “If  this  keeps  up  until 
morning,  there  will  be  a dozen  bridges  lack- 
ing in  our  region.  I’ve  tried  to  anchor 
some  of  our  little  affairs  by  putting  heavy 
stones  on  them,  so  that  the  water  will  pass 
over  instead  of  sweeping  them  away.  It 
makes  one  think  that  the  flood  was  no 
myth.” 

To  the  general  relief,  the  rain  slacken- 
ed in  the  late  afternoon,  and  soon  ceased. 
The  threatening  pall  of  clouds  lifted  a lit- 
tle, and  in  rocky  channels  on  the  mount- 
ains the  dull  gleam  of  rushing  water  could 
be  seen.  From  every  side  its  voices  were 
heard,  the  scale  running  up  from  the  gur- 
gle in  the  pipes  connected  with  the  roof,  to 
the  roar  of  the  nearest  large  stream.  The 
drought  was  truly  broken. 

As  the  day  advanced,  Burt  had  grown 
very  restless.  Amy  watched  him  curi- 
ously. The  long  day  of  imprisonment 
within-doors  had  given  time  for  thought 
and  a review  of  the  past  novel  and  exciting 
experiences.  She  had  not  seen  the  glances 
from  Miss  Hargrove  which  had  suggested 
so  much  to  Burt,  but  she  had  long  since 
perceived  that  her  friend  greatly  enjoyed 
his  society.  Had  she  loved  him  she 
would  have  seen  far  more.  If  this  inter- 
est had  been  shown  in  Webb,  she  would 
have  understood  herself  and  Miss  Har- 
grove also  much  better.  Preoccupied  as 
she^was  by  her  sense  of  loss  and  short- 
coming produced  by  Webb’s,  apparent  ab- 
sorption in  pursuits  which  she  did  not 
share,  the  thought  had  repeatedly  oc- 
curred to  her  that  Miss  Hargrove’s  inter- 
est in  Burt  might  be  more  than  passing 
and  friendly.  If  this  were  true,  she  was 
sure  the  event  of  the  preceding  day  must 
develop  and  deepen  it  greatly.  And  now 
Burt’s  manner,  his  fits  of  absent-minded- 
ness, during  which  he  stared  at  vacancy, 
awakened  surmises  also.  “ Where  are  his 
thoughts?”  she  queried,  and  she  resolved 
to  find  out. 

“Burt,”  she  said,  arousing  him  from 
one  of  the  lapses  into  deep  thought,  which 
alternated  with  his  restless  pacings  and 
rather  forced  gayety,  “it  has  stopped  rain- 
ing. I think  you  ought  to  ride  over  and 
see  how  Gertrude  is.  I feel  real  anxious 
about  her.” 

His  face  lighted  up  with  eagerness. 
“Do  you  truly  think  I ought  to  go!”  he 

asked. 


Digitized  by 


Gck  igle 


Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


would  bd  u favor  to  me  % Y ?$pll 

aU«V  stio  ndtlwl.  ' ;? 

' ';v!p||'f  ifittked  at  hdr  ' • .•  < T^'- 1 . '. 

jiea^MMp^  for  a Miv 

jot'tvt,  but  vra-j.  n«>-  •■: ’ ’ ; -'., 

thing  in  h%v  cx^m^siou 

to  excite  his  fears. 

“Very  well,'’  he  tried  to  say,  quietly. 
“HI  go,  A swift  gallop  would  do  me 
good,  I believe." 

“Of  course  it.  will,  ami  so  will  a walk 

brighten  me  up.’* 

**J>t  me  go  with  you/’  he  exclaimed* 
with  an  eagerness  too  pronounced. 
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prepare  for  tier  walk,  .smiling  a little  bit- 


Dioitii 


: £Jv?  != 

MfCHlGAN 


Digitized  by 


Gck  igle 


Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


NATURE’S  SERIAL  STORY. 


683 


terly  as  she  mused:  “ I now  know  where 
his  thoughts  were.  I must  be  lacking  in- 
deed. Not  only  brother  Webb,  but  also 
lover  Burt,  has  grown  weary  of  me.  I 
can’t  entertain  either  of  them  through  one 
rainy  day.”  From  her  window  she  saw 
Burt  riding  away  with  a promptness  that 
brought  again  the  smile  rarely  seen  on 
\ her  fair  features.  In  her  light  rubber 
suit  she  started  on  her  ramble,  her  face 
almost  as  clouded  as  the  sky.  Another 
had  been  on  the  watch  also,  and  Webb 
9oon  joined  her,  with  the  question,  “ May 
I not  go  too?” 

“Oh,  I fear  it  will  take  too  much  of 
your  time,”  she  said,  in  tones  that  were  a 
little  constrained. 

He  saw  that  she  was  depressed.  He  too 
had  been  interpreting  Burt,  and  guessed 
his  destination  as  he  galloped  away.  His 
love  for  Amy  was  so  deep  that  in  a gen- 
erous impulse  of  self-forgetfulness  he 
was  sorry  for  her,  and  sought  to  cheer 
her,  and  make  what  poor  amends  he 
could  for  Burt’s  absence,  and  all  that  it 
foreboded.  4 4 Since  you  don’t  say  outright 
that  I can’t  go,”  he  said,  “I  think  I’ll  ven- 
ture;” and  then,  in  a quiet,  genial  way,  he 
began  to  talk  about  the  storm  and  its  ef- 
fects. She  would  not  have  believed  that 
even  remarkable  weather  could  be  made 
so  interesting  a topic  as  it  soon  proved. 
Before  long  they  stood  upon  the  bank, 
and  saw  a dark  flood  rushing  by  where 
but  yesterday  had  trickled  a little  rill. 
Now  it  would  carry  away  horse  and  rider, 
should  they  attempt  to  ford  it,  and  the 
fields  beyond  were  covered  with  water. 

“I  don’t  like  these  violent  changes,” 
said  Amy.  4 4 Tennyson’s  brook  that 4 goes 
on  forever’  is  more  to  my  taste  than  one 
like  this,  that  almost  stops,  and  then  breaks 
out  into  a passionate,  reckless  torrent.” 

“It’s  the  nature  of  this  brook;  you 
should  not  blame  it,  ” he  answered.  4 4 But 
see,  it’s  falling  rapidly  already.” 

“ Oh,  certainly ; nothing  lasts,”  and  she 
turned  away  abruptly. 

44  You  are  mistaken,  sister  Amy,”  he  re- 
plied, with  strong,  quiet  emphasis. 

The  early  twilight  deepened  around 
them,  and  gloomy  night  came  on  apace, 
but  before  Amy  re-entered  the  house  his 
unselfish  efforts  were  rewarded.  Burt’s 
threatened  disloyalty  apparently  had  lost 
its  depressing  influence.  Some  subtle  re- 
assuring power  had  been  at  work,  and  the 
clouds  passed  from  her  face,  if  not  from 
the  sky. 
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That  sombre  day  would  ever  be  a mem- 
orable one  to  Miss  Hargrove.  Nature 
seemed  weeping  passionately  over  the 
summer  that  had  gone  with  all  its  wealth 
of  beauty  and  life.  She  knew  that  her 
girlhood  had  gone  with  it.  She  had  cau- 
tioned her  brother  to  say  nothing  of  her 
escape  on  the  previous  day,  for  she  was  too 
unnerved  to  go  over  the  scene  again  that 
night,  and  meet  her  father’s  questioning 
eyes.  She  wanted  to  be  alone  first  and 
face  the  truth ; and  this  she  had  done  in 
no  spirit  of  weak  self-deception.  The 
shadow  of  the  unknown  had  fallen  upon 
her,  and  in  its  cold  gray  light  the  glitter 
and  tinsel  of  the  world  had  faded,  but  un- 
selfish human  love  had  grown  more  lumi- 
nous. The  imminence  of  death  had  kin- 
dled rather  than  quenched  it.  It  was  seen 
to  be  something  intrinsically  precious, 
something  that  might  survive  even  the 
deadliest  poison. 

Her  father  was  disposed  to  regard  Burt 
as  one  who  looked  upon  life  as  a plea- 
sure excursion,  and  who  might  never 
take  it  seriously.  Hit  laugh  hereafter 
could  never  be  so  lighrfuid  careless  to  her 
but  that,  like  a minor  key,  would  run  the 
thought,  “He  risked  his  life  for  me;  he 
might  have  died  for  me.” 

Her  dark  full  eyes,  the  warm  blood  that 
her  thoughts  brought  into  her  face  even  in 
the  darkness  and  solitude  of  her  chamber, 
did  not  belie  her  nature,  which  was  in- 
tense, and  capable  of  a strong  and  an 
abiding  passion  when  once  kindled. 

Her  father  had  watched  her  with  the 
deepest  solicitude  on  her  return,  and  he 
felt  rather  than  saw  the  change  that  had 
taken  place  in  his  idol.  She  had  pleaded 
fatigue,  and  retired  early.  In  the  morn- 
ing she  was  again  conscious  of  his  half- 
questioning scrutiny,  and  when  he  went 
to  his  study  she  followed,  and  told  him 
what  had  occurred.  He  grew  very  pale, 
and  drew  a long,  deep  breath.  Then,  as 
if  mastered  by  a strong  impulse,  he  clasp- 
ed her  to  his  heart,  and  said,  in  trembling 
tones,  44  Oh,  Trurie,  if  I had  lost  you  l” 

44 1 fear  you  would  have  lost  me,  papa, 
had  it  not  been  for  Mr.  Clifford.” 

He  paced  the  room  for  a few  moments 
in  agitation,  and  at  last  stopped  before  her 
and  said ; 41  Perhaps  in  a sense  I am  to  lose 
you  after  all.  Has  Mr.  Clifford  spoken  ?” 

4 4 No,  papa ; he  has  only  risked  his  life  to 
save  mine.” 

“You  are  very  grateful?” 

“Yes.” 
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4 4 Do  not  think  I underestimate  his  act, 
Trurie;  but,  believe  me,  if  he  should  speak 
now  or  soon,  you  are  in  no  condition  to 
answer  him.” 

She  smiled  incredulously. 

44  He  did  what  any  man  would  do  for  a 
woman  in  peril.  He  has  no  right  to  claim 
such  an  immense  reward.” 

44  Before  I went  to  the  mountains  I said 
I was  no  longer  a child ; but  I was,  com- 
pared with  what  I am  now.  It  seems  to 
me  that  feeling,  experience,  more  than 
years,  measure  our  age.  I am  a woman 
to-day,  one  who  has  been  brought  so 
near  the  future  world  that  I have  been 
taught  how  to  value  what  may  be  ours 
now.  I have  learned  how  to  value  you 
and  your  unselfish  love  as  I never  did  be- 
fore. Mr.  Clifford  will  not  speak  very 
soon,  if  he  ever  does,  and  I have  not  yet 
decided  upon  my  answer.  Should  it  be 
favorable,  rest  assured  more  than  gratitude 
will  prompt  me;  and  also  be  assured  you 
would  not  lose  me.  Could  I not  be  more  to 
you  were  I happy  than  if  I went  through 
life  with  the  feel  A that  I had  missed  my 
chance  ?”  ™ 

44 1 fear  your  mother  would  never  give 
her  consent  to  so  unworldly  a choice,”  he 
said,  with  a troubled  brow.  „ 

44  I’ve  yet  to  be  convinced  that  it  would 
be  such  a choice.  It's  scarcely  unworld- 
ly to  make  the  most  and  the  best  of  the 
world  one  is  in,  and  mamma  must  permit 
me  to  judge  for  myself,  as  she  chose  for 
herself.  I shall  never  marry  any  one  but 
a gentleman,  and  one  who  can  give  me  a 
home.  Have  I not  a right  to  prefer  a 
home  to  an  establishment,  papa  ?” 

44 1 should  indeed  be  more  than  sorry  if 
I ever  saw  you  unhappy,”  he  said,  after 
another  thoughtful  pause.  Then  added, 
shaking  his  head,  44I’ve  seen  those  who 
gave  their  hearts  even  more  disappointed 
with  life  than  those  who  took  counsel  of 
prudence.” 

44 1 shall  take  counsel  of  prudence,  and 
of  you  too,  papa.” 

44 1 think  it  is  as  I feared — you  have  al- 
ready given  your  heart.” 

She  did  not  deny  it.  Before  leaving 
him  she  pleaded:  44  Do  not  make  much  of 
my  danger  to  mamma.  She  is  nervous,  and 
not  overfond  of  the  country  at  best.  You 
know  that  a good  many  people  survive  in 
the  country,”  she  concluded,  with  a smile 
that  was  so  winning  and  disarming  that  he 
shook  his  head  at  her  as  he  replied : 

44  Well,  Trurie,  I foresee  what  a loving- 


ly obstinate  little  girl  you  are  likely  to 
prove.  I think  I may  as  well  tell  you 
first  as  last  that  you  may  count  on  me  in 
all  that  is  fairly  rational.  If  with  my 
years  and  experience  I can  be  so  consider- 
ate, I may  hope  that  you  will  be  also  ?” 

Her  answer  was  re-assuring,  and  she 
went  to  tell  her  mother.  She  had  been 
forestalled.  Fred  was  quite  as  confiden- 
tial with  his  mother  as  she  with  her  father, 
and  the  boy  had  been  wild  to  horrify 
Mrs.  Hargrove  by  an  account  of  his  sis- 
ter’s adventure.  The  injunction  laid  upon 
him  was  only  for  the  previous  evening, 
and  Gertrude  found  her  mother  almost 
hysterical  over  the  affair,  and  less  inclined 
to  commend  Burt  than  to  blame  him  as 
the  one  who  had  led  her  daughter  into 
such  “wild,  harum-scarum  experiences.” 
44  It’s  always  the  way,”  she  exclaimed, 
44  when  one  goes  out  of  one’s  own  natural 
associations  in  life.” 

44  I’ve  not  been  out  of  my  natural  asso- 
ciations,” Gertrude  answered,  hotly.  4 4 The 
Cliffords  are  as  well-bred  and  respectable 
as  we  are and  she  went  to  her  room. 

It  was  a long,  dismal  day  for  her,  but,  as 
she  had  said  to  her  father,  she  would  not 
permit  herself  to  drift.  Her  nature  was  too 
positive  for  idle,  sentimental  dreaming. 
Feeling  that  she  was  approaching  one  of 
the  crises  of  her  life,  she  faced  it  resolutely 
and  intelligently.  She  went  over  the 
past  weeks  from  the  time  she  had  first 
met  Burt  under  the  Gothic  willow  arch, 
and  not  only  tried  to  analyze  the  power 
he  had  over  her,  but  also  the  man  him- 
self. 44 1 have  claimed  to  papa  that  I am 
a woman,  and  I should  act  like  one,”  she 
thought.  A few  things  grew  plain.  Her 
interest  in  Burt  had  been  a purely  natural 
growth,  the  unsought  result  of  association 
with  one  who  had  proved  congenial.  He 
was  so  handsome,  so  companionable,  so 
vital  with  spirit  and  mirthfulness,  that  his 
simple  presence  was  exhilarating,  and  he 
had  won  his  influence  like  the  sun  in  spring- 
time. Had  he  the  higher  qualities  of  man- 
hood, those  that  could  sustain  her  in  the 
inevitable  periods  when  life  would  be  no 
laughing  matter?  Could  he  meet  the 
winter  of  life  as  well  as  the  summer  ? She 
scarcely  knew  him  well  enough  to  be  sure 
of  this,  but  she  was  still  sufficiently  young 
and  romantic  to  think,  “ If  he  should  ever 
love  me  as  I could  him,  I could  bring  out 
the  qualities  that  papa  fears  are  lacking.” 
His  courage  seemed  an  earnest  of  all  that 
she  could  desire. 
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Amy’s  feeling  toward  him,  and  the 
question  whether  he  had  ever  regarded 
her  in  another  light  than  that  of  a sister, 
troubled  her  the  most.  “If  Amy  loves 
him,  and  he  has  given  her  reason  to  do  so, 
I shall  not  come  between  them,  cost  me 
what  it  may.  I’ll  do  without  happiness 
rather  than  snatch  it  from  a friend.” 

Therefore,  although  her  heart  gave  a 
great  bound  as  she  saw  Burt  riding  to- 
ward the  house  in  the  late  afternoon,  she 
went  to  her  father  and  said : 4 4 Mr.  Clifford 
is  coming.  I wish  you  would  be  present 
during  his  call.” 

The  young  fellow  was  received  cordial- 
ly, and  Mr.  Hargrove  acknowledged  his 
indebtedness  so  feelingly  that  Burt  flush- 
ed like  a girl,  and  was  greatly  embarrass- 
ed. He  soon  recovered  himself,  however, 
and  chatted  in  his  usual  easy  and  spirited 
way.  Before  he  left  he  asked,  hesitating- 
ly,  “Would  you  like  a souvenir  of  our  lit- 
tle episode  yesterday  ?”  and  took  from  his 
pocket  the  rattles  of  the  snake  he  had 
killed. 

“ It  was  not  a little  episode,”  Gertrude 
replied,  gravely.  “I  shall  indeed  value 
the  gift,  for  it  will  remind  me  that  I have  a 
friend  who  did  not  count  the  cost  in  try- 
ing to  help  me.” 

Impetuous  words  rose  to  Burt’s  lips, 
but  he  checked  them  in  time.  Trembling 
for  his  resolutions,  he  soon  took  his  de- 
parture, and  rode  homeward  in  deeper  dis- 
quiet than  he  had  ever  known.  He  gave 
Amy  her  friend’s  messages,  and  he  also, 
in  spite  of  himself,  afforded  her  a clear- 
er glimpse  of  what  was  passing  in  his 
mind  than  she  had  received  before. 

The  weather  during  the  night  and  early 
on  the  following  morning  was  puzzling.  It 
might  be  that  the  storm  was  passing,  and 
that  the  ragged  clouds  which  still  dark- 
ened the  sky  were  the  rear-guard  or  the 
stragglers  that  were  following  the  slug- 
gish advance  of  its  main  body ; or  it  might 
be  that  there  was  a partial  break  in  Na- 
ture’s forces,  and  that  heavier  cloudy 
masses  were  still  to  come.  Mr.  Clif- 
ford inclined  to  the  latter  view.  “Old 
Storm  King  is  still  shrouded,”  he  said  at 
the  breakfast  table,  “and  this  heavy,  sul- 
try air  does  not  indicate  clearing  wea- 
ther.” 

Events  soon  confirmed  his  opinion. 
Nature  seemed  bent  on  repeating  the  pro- 
gramme of  the  preceding  day,  with  the 
purpose  of  showing  how  much  more  she 
could  do  on  the  same  line  of  action. 


There  was  no  steady  wind  from  any  quar- 
ter. Converging  or  conflicting  currents 
in  the  upper  air  may  have  brought  heavy 
clouds  together  in  the  highlands  to  the 
southwest,  for  although  the  rain  began  to 
fall  heavily,  it  could  not  account  for  the 
unprecedented  rise  of  the  streams.  In  lit- 
tle over  an  hour  there  was  a continuous 
roar  of  rushing  water.  Burt,  restless  and 
almost  reckless,  went  out  to  watch  the 
floods.  He  soon  returned  to  say  that  ev- 
ery bridge  on  the  place  had  gone,  and  that 
what  had  been  dry  and  stony  channels 
twenty-four  hours  before  were  now  filled 
with  resistless  torrents. 

Amy  was  pale  and  nervous.  Johnnie 
was  almost  crying  with  terror,  and  she 
tremblingly  asked  her  mother  if  Noah’s 
flood  could  come  again. 

“No,”  said  Maggie,  confidently.  “If 
there  was  to  be  another  flood,  grandpa 
would  have  been  told  to  build  an  ark;” 
and  this  assurance  had  appeared  so  obvi- 
ously true  that  the  child’s  fears  were  qui- 
eted. Even  Leonard’s  face  was  full  of 
gloom  and  foreboding,  when  the  children 
were  not  present,  as  he  looked  out  on  flood- 
ed fields,  and  from  much  experience  esti- 
mated the  possible  injury  to  the  farm  and 
the  town.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Clifford  were  qui- 
et and  serene.  They  had  attained  a peace 
which  was  not  easily  disturbed,  and  the 
old  gentleman  remarked:  “I  have  seen 
a worse  storm  even  in  this  vicinity.  You 
must  remember  it,  Leonard.” 

“But  this  deluge  isn’t  over,”  was  the 
reply.  “It  seems  a tremendous  reaction 
from  the  drought,  and  where  it  will  end 
it  is  hard  to  tell,  unless  this  steady  down- 
pouring slackens  soon.” 

Leonard's  fears  were  not  realized,  how- 
ever. The  unusual  and  tropical  manifes- 
tations of  the  storm  at  last  ceased,  and  by 
night  the  rain  fell  softly  and  gently,  as  if 
Nature  was  penitent  over  her  wild  passion. 
The  results  of  it,  however,  were  left  in  all 
directions.  Many  roads  were  impassable; 
scores  of  bridges  were  gone.  The  passen- 
gers from  the  evening  boats  were  landed 
on  a wharf  partially  submerged,  and  some 
were  taken  in  boats  to  a point  whence  they 
could  reach  their  carriages. 

In  the  elements’  disquiet  Burt  had  found 
an  excuse  for  his  own,  and  he  had  remained 
out  much  of  the  day.  He  had  not  called 
on  Miss  Hargrove  again,  but  had  ridden 
far  enough  to  learn  that  the  bridges  in 
that  direction  were  safe.  All  the  family 
had  remonstrated  with  him  for  his  ex- 
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posure,  and  Amy  asked  him,  laughingly, 
if  he  had  been  “sitting  on  bridges  to  keep 
them  from  floating  away.” 

“You  are  growing  ironical,”  he  an- 
swered, for  he  was  not  in  an  amiable 
mood,  and  he  retired  early. 

In  the  morning  Nature  appeared  to  have 
forgotten  both  her  passion  and  her  peni- 
tence, and  smiled  serenely  over  the  hav- 
oc she  had  made,  as  if  it  were  of  no  conse- 
quence. 

Amy  said,  “Let  us  take  the  strong 
rockaway,  call  for  Miss  Hargrove,  and 
visit  some  of  the  streams” ; and  she  noted 
that  Burt’s  assent  was  too  undemonstra- 
tive to  be  natural.  Maggie  decided  to  go 
also,  and  take  the  children ; while  Leonard 
proposed  to  devote  the  day  to  repairing 
the  damage  to  the  farm,  his  brothers 
promising  to  aid  him  in  the  afternoon. 

When  at  last  the  party  left  their  car- 
riage at  one  of  the  entrances  of  Idle  wild, 
the  romantic  glen  made  so  famous  by 
the  poet  Willis,  a stranger  might  have 
thought  that  he  had  never  seen  a group 
more  in  accord  with  the  open,  genial  sun- 
shine. This  would  be  true  of  Maggie 
and  the  children.  They  thought  of  what 
they  saw,  and  uttered  all  their  thoughts. 
The  solution  of  one  of  life’s  deep  prob- 
lems had  come  to  Maggie,  but  not  to  the 
others,  and  such  is  the  nature  of  this 
problem  that  its  solution  can  usually  be 
reached  only  by  long  and  hidden  process- 
es. Not  one  of  the  four  young  people 
was  capable  of  an  unfair  deliberate  poli- 
cy; all,  with  the  exception  of  Amy,  were 
conscious  whither  Nature  was  leading 
them,  and  she  had  thoughts  also  of  which 
she  would  not  speak.  There  was  no  lack 
of  truth  in  the  party,  and  yet  circum- 
stances had  brought  about  a larger  degree 
of  reticence  than  of  frankness.  To  bor- 
row an  illustration  from  Nature,  who,  aft- 
er all,  was  to  blame  for  what  was  devel- 
oping in  each  heart,  a rapid  growth  of 
root  was  taking  place,  and  the  flower  and 
fruit  would  inevitably  manifest  themselves 
in  time.  Miss  Hargrove  naturally  had  the 
best  command  over  herself.  She  had  tak- 
en her  course,  and  would  abide  by  it,  no 
matter  what  she  might  suffer.  Burt  had 
mentally  set  his  teeth,  and  resolved  that 
he  would  be  not  only  true  to  Amy,  but 
also  his  old  gay  self.  Webb,  as  usual, 
was  quiet,  observant,  and  not  altogether 
hopeless.  And  so  this  merry  party  went 
down  into  the  glen,  and  saw  the  torrent 
flashing  where  the  sunlight  struck  it 


through  the  overhanging  foliage.  Half- 
way down  the  ravine  there  was  a rocky, 
wooded  plateau  from  which  they  had  a 
view  of  the  flood  for  some  distance  as  it 
came  plunging  toward  them  with  a force 
and  volume  that  appeared  to  threaten  the 
solid  foundations  of  the  place  on  which 
they  stood.  With  a roar  of  baffled  fury 
it  sheered  off  to  the  left,  rushed  down  an- 
other deep  descent,  and  disappeared  from 
view.  The  scene  formed  a strange  blend- 
ing of  peace  and  beauty  with  wild,  fierce 
movement  and  uproar.  From  the  foliage 
above  and  around  them  came  a soft,  slum- 
berous sound,  evoked  by  the  balmy  wind 
that  fanned  their  cheeks.  The  ground 
and  the  surface  of  the  torrent  were  flecked 
with  waving,  dancing  light  and  shade  as 
the  sunlight  filtered  through  innumerable 
leaves,  on  some  of  which  a faint  tinge  of 
red  and  gold  was  beginning  to  appear. 
Beneath  and  through  all  thundered  a 
dark,  resistless  tide,  fit  emblem  of  lawless 
passion,  that,  unchanged,  unrestrained  by 
gentle  influences,  pursues  its  downward 
course  reckless  of  consequences.  Al- 
though the  volume  of  water  passing  be- 
neath their  feet  was  still  immense,  it  was 
evident  that  it  had  been  very  much  great- 
er. “I  stood  here  yesterday  afternoon,” 
said  Burt,  “and  then  the  sight  was  truly 
grand.” 

“ Why,  it  was  raining  hard  in  the  aft- 
ernoon !”  exclaimed  Miss  Hargrove. 

“Burt  seemed  even  more  perturbed 
than  the  weather  yesterday,”  Amy  re- 
marked, laughing.  “ He  was  out  nearly 
all  the  time.  We  were  alarmed  about 
him,  fearing  lest  he  should  be  washed 
away,  dissolved,  or  something.” 

“Do  I seem  utterly  quenched  this 
morning  f”  he  asked,  in  a light  vein,  but 
flushing  deeply. 

“Oh  no,  not  in  the  least;  and  yet  it’s 
strange,  after  so  much  cold  water  had  fall- 
en on  you.” 

“ One  is  not  quenched  by  such  trifles,” 
he  replied,  a little  coldly. 

They  were  about  to  turn  away,  when  a 
figure  sprang  out  upon  a rock,  far  up  the 
stream.  They  recognized  Mr.  Alvord,  as 
he  stood  with  folded  arms  and  looked 
down  on  the  flood  that  rushed  by  on  ei- 
ther side  of  him.  He  had  not  seen  them, 
and  no  greeting  was  possible  above  the 
sound  of  the  waters.  Webb  thought,  as 
he  carried  little  Ned  up  the  steep  path, 

44  Perhaps  in  the  mad  current  he  sees  the 
counterpart  of  some  period  in  his  past.” 
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The  bridge  across  the  mouth  of  Idlewild 
Brook  was  gone,  and  they  next  went  to  the 
landing.  The  main  wharf  was  covered 
with  large  stones  and  gravel,  the  debris  of 
the  flood  that  had  poured  over  it  from  the 
adjacent  stream,  whose  natural  outlet  had 
been  wholly  inadequate.  Then  they  drove 
to  the  wild  and  beautiful  Mountain  ville 
road  that  follows  the  Moodna  Creek  for  a 
long  distance.  They  could  not  proceed 
very  far,  however,  for  they  soon  came  to 
a place  where  a tiny  brook  had  passed  un- 
der a wooden  bridge.  Now  there  was  a 
great  yawning  chasm.  Not  only  the 
bridge  but  tons  of  earth  were  gone.  The 
Moodna  Creek,  that  had  almost  ceased  to 
flow  in  the  drought,  had  become  a tawny 
river,  and  rushed  by  them  with  a sullen 
roar. 

The  fall  season  brought  increased  and 
varied  labors  on  the  farm  and  in  the  gar- 
den. As  soon  as  the  ground  was  dry  aft- 
er the  tremendous  storm,  and  its  ravages 
had  been  repaired  as  far  as  possible,  the 
ploughs  were  busy  preparing  for  winter 
grain,  turnips  were  thinned  out,  winter 
cabbages  and  cauliflowers  cultivated,  and 
the  succulent  and  now  rapidly  growing 
celery  earthed  up.  The  fields  of  corn  were 
watched,  and  as  fast  as  the  kernels  within 
the  husks — now  becoming  golden-hued — 
were  glazed,  the  stalks  were  cut  and  tied 
in  compact  shocks.  The  earlier  maize  is 
cut  the  better,  after  it  has  sufficiently  ma- 
tured, for  the  leaves  make  more  nutri- 
tious fodder  if  cured  or  dried  while  still 
full  of  sap.  From  some  fields  the  shocks 
were  wholly  removed,  that  the  land  might 
be  ploughed  and  seeded  with  grain  and 
grass.  Buckwheat,  used  merely  as  a green 
and  scavenger  crop,  was  ploughed  under 
as  it  came  into  blossom,  and  that  which 
was  sown  to  mature  was  cut  in  the  early 
morning,  while  the  dew  was  still  upon  it, 
for  in  the  heat  of  the  day  the  grain  shells 
easily,  and  is  lost.  After  drying  for  a few 
days  in  compact  little  heaps  it  was  ready 
for  the  threshing-machine.  Then  the  black 
angular  kernels — promises  of  many  win- 
ter breakfasts — were  spread  to  dry  on  the 
barn  floor,  for  if  thrown  into  heaps  or  bins 
at  this  early  stage,  they  heat  badly. 

The  Cliffords  had  long  since  learned  that 
the  large  late  peaches  that  mature  after 
the  Southern  crop  is  out  of  the  market 
are  the  most  profitable,  and  scarcely  a 
day  elapsed  but  that  Abram  took  to  the 
landing  a load  of  baskets  full  of  downy 
beauties.  An  orange  grove,  with  its  deep 


green  foliage  and  golden  fruit,  is  beautiful 
indeed,  but  not  less  so  an  orchard  laden 
with  Crawford’s  Late,  in  their  best  devel- 
opment. Sharing  the  honors  and  atten- 
tion given  to  the  peaches  were  the  Bart- 
lett and  other  early  pears.  These  latter 
fruits  were  treated  in  much  the  same  way 
as  the  former.  The  trees  were  picked 
over  every  few  days,  and  the  largest  and 
ripest  specimens  taken,  their  maturity  be- 
ing indicated  by  the  readiness  of  the  stem  to 
part  from  the  spray  when  the  pear  is  lifted. 
The  greener  and  imperfect  fruit  was  left  to 
develop,  and  the  trees,  relieved  of  much 
of  their  burden,  were  able  to  concentrate 
their  forces  on  what  was  left.  The  earlier 
red  grapes,  like  the  Delaware,  Brighton, 
Agawam,  and  others,  not  only  furnished 
the  table  abundantly,  but  also  a large  sur- 
plus for  market.  Indeed,  there  was  high 
and  dainty  feasting  at  the  Cliffords’  every 
day — fruit  everywhere,  hanging  tempting- 
ly within  reach,  with  its  delicate  bloom 
untouched,  untarnished. 

The  storm  and  the  seasonable  rains  that 
followed  soon  restored  its  fullness  and 
beauty  to  nature’s  withered  face.  The 
drought  had  brought  to  vegetation  partial 
rest  and  extension  of  root  growth,  and 
now  with  the  abundance  of  moisture  there 
was  almost  a spring-like  revival.  The 
grass  sprung  up  afresh,  meadows  and 
fields  grew  green,  and  annual  weeds  from 
seeds  that  had  matured  in  August  appear- 
ed by  the  million. 

“ I am  glad  to  see  them,”  Webb  remark- 
ed. “Before  they  can  mature  any  seed 
the  frost  will  put  an  end  to  their  career 
of  mischief,  and  there  will  be  so  many 
seeds  less  to  grow  next  spring.” 

“ThereTl  be  plenty  left,”  Leonard  re- 
plied. 

The  Cliffords,  by  their  provident  system 
of  culture,  had  prepared  for  droughts  as 
mariners  do  for  storms,  and  so  they  had 
not  suffered  so  greatly  as  others ; but  busy 
as  they  were  kept  by  the  autumnal  bounty 
of  nature  and  the  rewards  of  their  own 
industry,  they  found  time  for  recreation, 
and  thoughts  far  removed  from  the  ma- 
terial questions  of  profit  and  loss.  The 
drama  of  life  went  on,  and  feeling,  con- 
viction, and  love  matured  like  the  ripen- 
ing fruits,  although  not  so  openly.  As 
soon  as  his  duties  permitted,  Burt  took  a 
rather  abrupt  departure  for  a hunting  ex- 
pedition in  the  northern  woods,  and  a day 
or  two  later  Amy  received  a note  from 
Miss  Hargrove  saying  that  she  had  ac- 
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cepted  an  invitation  to  join  a yachting 
party. 

“Oh,  Webb,”  she  exclaimed,  “I  wish 
you  were  not  so  awfully  busy  all  the 
time.  Here  I am  thrown  wholly  on  your 
tender  mercies,  and  I am  neither  a crop 
nor  a scientific  subject.” 

He  gave  her  little  reason  for  complaint. 
The  increasing  coolness  and  exhilarating 
vitality  of  the  air  made  not  only  labor 
agreeable,  but  out-of-door  sports  delight- 
ful, and  he  found  time  for  an  occasional 
gallop,  drive,  or  ramble  along  roads  and 
lanes  lined  with  golden-rod  and  purple 
asters ; and  these  recreations  had  no  other 
drawback  than  the  uncertainty  and  anxie- 
ty within  his  heart.  The  season  left  no- 
thing to  be  desired,  but  nature,  even  in  its 
perfection,  is  only  an  accompaniment  of 
human  life,  which  is  often  in  sad  discord 
with  it. 

Nature,  however,  is  a harmony  of  many 
and  varied  strains,  and  the  unhappy  are 
always  conscious  of  a deep  minor  key 
even  on  the  brightest  days.  To  Alf  and 
Johnnie  the  fall  brought  unalloyed  joy  and 
promise;  to  those  who  were  older,  some- 
thing akin  to  melancholy,  which  deepened 
with  the  autumn  of  their  life ; while  to  Mr. 
A1  vord  every  breeze  was  a sigh,  every  rising 
wind  a mournful  requiem,  and  every  trace 
of  change  a reminder  that  his  spring  and 
Bummer  had  passed  forever,  leaving  only 
a harvest  of  bitter  memories.  Far  dif- 
ferent was  the  dreamy  pensiveness  with 
which  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Clifford  looked  back 
upon  their  vanished  youth  and  maturity. 
At  the  same  time  they  felt  within  them- 
selves the  beginnings  of  an  immortal 
youth.  Although  it  was  late  autumn 
with  them,  not  memory,  but  hope,  was  in 
the  ascendant. 

During  damp  or  chilly  days,  and  on  the 
evenings  of  late  September,  the  fire  burn- 
ed cheerily  on  the  hearth  of  their  Frank- 
lin stove.  The  old  gentleman  had  a curi- 
ous fancy  in  regard  to  his  fire-wood.  He 
did  not  want  the  straight,  shapely  sticks 
from  their  mountain  land,  but  gnarled 
and  crooked  billets  cut  from  the  fruit  and 
other  trees  about  the  place  that  had  re- 
quired pruning  and  removal. 

“I  have  associations  with  such  fuel,” 
he  said,  “and  can  usually  recall  the  trees 
— many  of  which  I planted — from  which 
it  came;  and  as  I watch  it  burn  and  turn 
into  coals,  I see  pictures  of  what  happened 
many  years  ago.” 

One  evening  he  threw  on  the  fire  a 


worm-eaten  billet,  the  sound  part  of  which 
was  as  red  as  mahogany ; then  drew  Amy 
to  him  and  said,  “I  once  sat  with  your 
father  under  the  apple-tree  of  which  that 
piece  of  wood  was  a part,  and  I can  see 
him  now  as  he  then  looked.” 

She  sat  down  beside  him,  and  said, 
softly,  “Please  tell  me  how  he  looked.” 

In  simple  words  the  old  man  portrayed 
the  autumn  day,  the  fruit  as  golden  as  the 
sunshine,  a strong,  hopeful  man,  who  had 
passed  away  in  a far-distant  land,  but  who 
was  still  a living  presence  to  both.  Amy 
looked  at  the  picture  in  the  flickering  blaze 
until  her  eyes  were  blinded  with  tears. 
But  such  tears  fall  on  the  heart  like  rain 
and  dew,  producing  richer  and  more  beau- 
tiful life. 

The  pomp  and  glory  of  October  were 
ushered  in  by  days  of  such  surpassing 
balminess  and  brightness  that  it  was  felt 
to  be  a sin  to  remain  in  - doors.  The 
grapes  had  attained  their  deepest  purple, 
and  the  apples  in  the  orchard  vied  with 
the  brilliant  and  varied  hues  of  the  fast- 
turning foliage.  The  nights  were  soft, 
warm,  and  resonant  with  the  unchecked 
pipings  of  insects.  From  every  tree  and 
shrub  the  katydids  contradicted  each  oth- 
er with  increasing  emphasis,  as  if  con- 
scious that  the  time  was  drawing  near 
when  the  last  word  must  be  spoken.  The 
stars  glimmered  near  through  a delicate 
haze,  and  in  the  western  sky  the  pale  cres- 
cent of  the  moon  was  so  inclined  that  the 
old  Indian  might  have  hung  upon  it  his 
powder-horn. 

On  an  evening  like  this  the  young  peo- 
ple from  the  Cliffords1  had  gathered  on  Mr. 
Hargrove’s  piazza,  and  Amy  and  Gertrude 
were  looking  at  the  new  moon  with  silver 
in  their  pockets,  each  making  her  silent 
wish.  What  were  those  wishes  ? Amy  had 
to  think  before  deciding  what  she  wanted 
most,  but  not  Miss  Hargrove.  Her  face 
has  grown  thinner  and  paler  during  the 
last  few  weeks;  there  is  unwonted  brill- 
iancy in  her  eyes  to-night,  but  her  expres- 
sion is  resolute.  Her  wish  and  her  hope 
were  at  variance.  Times  of  weakness,  if 
such  they  could  be  called,  would  come,  but 
they  should  not  appear  in  Burt’s  or  Amy’s 
presence. 

The  former  had  just  returned,  appar- 
ently gayer  than  ever.  His  face  was 
bronzed  from  his  out-of-door  life  in  the 
Adirondacks.  Its  expression  was  also 
resolute,  and  his  eyes  turned  oftenest  to- 
ward Amy  with  a determined  loyalty.  As 
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has  been  said,  not  long  after  the  experi- 
ences following  the  storm,  he  had  yielded 
to  his  impulse  to  go  away  and  recover  his 
poise.  He  felt  that  if  he  continued  to  see 
Miss  Hargrove  frequently  he  might  re- 
veal a weakness  which  would  lead  not 
only  Amy  to  despise  him,  but  also  Miss 
Hargrove,  should  she  become  aware  of 
the  past.  As  he  often  took  such  outings, 
the  family,  with  the  exception  of  W ebb  and 
Amy,  thought  nothing  of  it.  He  had 
been  at  pains  to  take,  in  Amy’s  presence, 
a most  genial  and  friendly  leave  of  Miss 
Hargrove ; but  there  was  no  trace  of  the 
lover  in  his  manner.  His  smiles  and 
cordial  words  had  chilled  her  heart,  and 
had  strengthened  the  fear  that  in  some 
way  he  was  bound  to  Amy.  Then  had 
come  an  invitation  to  join  a yachting 
party  to  Fortress  Monroe,  and  she  had 
eagerly  accepted.  With  the  half -reck- 
less impulse  of  pride,  she  had  resolved  to 
throw  away  the  dream  that  had  prom- 
ised so  much,  and  yet  had  ended  in  such 
bitter  and  barren  reality.  She  would  for- 
get it  all  in  one  brief  whirl  of  gayety; 
and  she  had  been  the  brilliant  life  of  the 
party.  But  how  often  her  laugh  had 
ended  in  a stifled  sigh!  How  often  her 
heart  told  her,  “This  is  not  happiness,  and 
never  can  be  again”!  Her  brief  experi- 
ence of  what  is  deep  and  genuine  in  life 
taught  her  that  she  had  outgrown  certain 
pleasures  of  the  past,  as  a child  outgrows 
its  toys,  and  she  had  returned  thoroughly 
convinced  that  her  remedy  was  not  in  the 
dissipations  of  society. 

The  evening  after  her  return,  Burt,  with 
Webb  and  Amy,  had  come  to  call,  and  as 
she  looked  upon  him  again  she  asked  her- 
self, in  sadness,  “Is  there  any  remedy  ?” 
She  was  not  one  to  give  her  heart  in  any 
half-way  manner. 

It  seemed  to  her  that  he  had  been  absent 
for  years,  and  had  grown  indefinitely  re- 
mote. Never  before  had  she  been  so  strong- 
ly impressed  with  the  idea  that  he  was  in 
some  way  bound  to  Amy,  and  would  abide 
by  his  choice.  If  this  were  true,  she  felt 
that  the  sooner  she  left  the  vicinity  the 
better,  and  even  while  she  chatted  lightly 
and  genially  she  was  planning  to  induce 
her  father  to  return  to  the  city  at  an  early 
date.  Before  parting,  Amy  spoke  of  her 
pleasure  at  her  friend's  return,  and  how 
much  she  had  been  missed,  adding:  “Now 
we  shall  make  up  for  lost  time.  The  roads 
are  in  tine  condition  for  horseback  exer- 
cise, nutting  expeditions  will  soon  be  in 


order,  and  we  have  a bee-hunt  on  the  pro- 
gramme.” 

“I  congratulate  you  on  your  pros- 
pects,” said  Miss  Hargrove.  “I  wish  I 
could  share  in  all  your  fun,  but  fear  I 
shall  soon  return  to  the  city.” 

Burt  felt  a sudden  chill  at  these  words, 
and  a shadow  from  them  fell  across  his 
face.  Webb  saw  their  effect,  and  he  at 
once  entered  on  a rather  new  rdle  for 
him.  “Then  we  must  make  the  most  of 
the  time  before  you  go,” he  began.  “I 
propose  we  take  advantage  of  this  weather 
and  drive  over  to  West  Point,  and  lunch 
at  Fort  Putnam.” 

4 4 Why,  Webb,  what  a burst  of  genius !” 
Amy  exclaimed.  “ Nothing  could  be 
more  delightful.  Let  us  go  to-morrow, 
for  we  can’t  count  on  such  weather 
long.” 

Miss  Hargrove  hesitated.  The  tempta- 
tion was  indeed  strong,  but  she  felt  it 
would  not  be  wise  to  yield,  and  began, 
hesitatingly,  “ I fear  my  engagements — ” 

At  this  moment  she  caught  a glimpse  of 
Burt’s  face  in  a mirror,  and  saw  the  look 
of  disappointment  which  he  could  not  dis- 
guise. “If  I return  to  the  city  soon,” 
she  resumed,  “I  ought  to  be  at  my  prep- 
arations.” 

44 Why,  Gertrude,”  said  Amy,  “I  al- 
most feel  as  if  you  did  not  wish  to  go. 
Can’t  you  spare  one  day  ? I thought  you 
were  to  remain  in  the  country  till  No- 
vember. I have  been  planning  so  much 
that  we  could  do  together.” 

4 4 Surely,  Miss  Hargrove,”  added  Burt, 
with  a slight  tremor  in  his  voice,  “you 
can  not  nip  Webb’s  genius  in  the  very 
bud.  Such  an  expedition  as  he  proposes 
is  an  inspiration.” 

“But  you  can  do  without  me,”  she  re- 
plied, smiling  on  him  bewilderingly. 

It  was  a light  arrow,  but  its  aim  was 
true.  Never  before  had  he  so  felt  the 
power  of  her  beauty,  the  almost  irresisti- 
ble spell  of  her  fascination.  While  her 
lips  were  smiling  there  was  an  expression 
in  her  dark  eyes  that  made  her  words,  so 
simple  and  natural  in  themselves,  a 
searching  question,  and  he  could  not  for- 
bear saying,  earnestly,  “We  should  all  en- 
joy the  excursion  far  more  if  you  went 
with  us.” 

“Truly,  Miss  Hargrove,”  said  Webb, 

“I  shall  be  quenched  if  you  decline,  and 
feel  that  I have  none  of  the  talent  for 
which  I was  beginning  to  gain  a little 
credit.” 
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“I  can  not  resist  such  an  appeal  as 
that,  Mr.  Clifford,”  she  said,  laughingly. 

“This  is  delightful!”  cried  Amy.  “I 
anticipate  a marvellous  day  to-morrow. 
Bring  Fred  also,  and  let  us  all  vie  with 
each  other  in  encouraging  Webb.” 

“Has  that  quiet  Webb  any  scheme  in 


his  mind  ?”  Miss  Hargrove  thought,  after 
they  had  gone.  “ May  to-morrow  indeed 
be  4 a marvellous  day’  for  us  all.” 

“Can  I do  without  her?”  was  poor 
Burt’s  query.  An  affirmative  answer  was 
slow  in  coining,  though  he  thought  long 
and  late. 


LATITUDE  AND  LONGITUDE. 


I WAS  going  from  Boston  to  Philadel- 
phia to  see  my  aunt  Rose.  I was  only 
a little  shaver,  so  they  sent  me  by  steamer, 
under  the  captain’s  care — Captain  Floy. 
Just  the  nicest  man ! A sailor  every  inch 
of  him.  Gray  eyes,  with  the  look  in  them 
that  real  sailors’  eyes  always  have,  and  a 
brown  beard,  and  such  a kind,  fresh  look 
about  his  whole  face.  I wasn’t  going 
to  talk  about  him,  though — not  yet — but 
about  her. 

She  came  down  awhile  before  we  sailed. 
I liked  her  at  the  first,  for  all  she  looked 
so  tired  and  sorry.  Her  eyelids  seemed 
too  heavy  to  hold  themselves  up,  and  her 
cheeks  were  the  whitest  things  you  ever 
saw.  They  looked  whiter  yet  against  her 
black  hair  and  lashes  and  dress.  The  cap- 
tain and  I were  on  the  dock  when  she 
came  down.  He  looked  at  her  for  a min- 
ute. Then  he  went  up  and  touched  his 
cap  and  said,  “Are  you  going  aboard, 
Miss—” 

He  stopped  there,  as  if  either  he’d  been 
going  to  say  her  name,  or  wanted  to  know 
what  it  was.  She  didn’t  take  any  notice, 
though ; just  said  she  was.  Then  he  ask- 
ed would  I show  her  the  way.  So  that 
was  how  I first  came  to  speak  to  her. 

There  weren’t  many  passengers  that 
trip,  for  it  was  along  in  the  fall,  pretty 
late.  Besides  us  there  was  only  one  old 
lady  and  her  maid.  She  didn’t  have  any- 
thing to  say  to  us — the  old  lady  didn’t; 
but  she  talked  to  her  maid  a blue  streak 
about  how  miserable  it  all  was,  and  what 
a fool  she  was  to  come.  I thought  so  too ; 
but  when  I told  the  captain,  he  said  he 
guessed  she  must  enjoy  being  miserable, 
for  she  made  the  trip  with  him  every 
spring  and  fall. 

Of  course  I wanted  to  know  her  name 
(not  the  old  lady’s,  you  know),  so  I had 
to  look  in  the  book  she  had  been  reading 
for  it.  I was  so  surprised  that,  before 
ever  I thought,  I had  blurted  out,  “Ag- 
nes May  Wyvern!  Are  you  Agnes  Wy- 


vern  ? Why,  I’ve  heard  my  mother  talk 
about  you  ever  so  often.” 

She  looked  at  me,  sort  of  queer,  and 
said,  “What  is  your  mother’s  name, 
Gus?” 

I knew  I’d  made  a big  blunder,  but  it 
was  too  late  to  back  out,  so  I said:  44  She's 
Mrs.  Lawrence.  No,  she  don’t  know  you” 
(for  she’d  looked  sort  of  surprised) ; “but 
she  wanted  to,  the  worst  way.  Say,  Miss 
Wyvern,  you’re  an  awful  swell,  ain’t 
you  ?” 

The  captain  just  laughed  out.  Then  he 
made  out  he  was  very  busy  looking  at  a 
ship  in  the  offing.  She  laughed  too  at 
first.  Then  she  stopped  and  turned  red. 

“No,  Gus,”  she  said,  “I’m  not  a ‘swell,’ 
as  you  call  it.” 

“Then  why  did  mamma  want  to  know 
you  ?”  I asked. 

She  hesitated  a moment.  Then  she 
said,  quite  gravely,  “ It  was  very  kind  of 
your  mother  to  wish  to  know  me,  Gus, 
but  probably  she  is  very  glad  now  that 
she  did  not.” 

4 4 Why,  ” I said,  4 4 ain’t  you  awful  rich  P 

“ Not  now,”  she  said. 

44  But  your  uncle  is  ?”  I asked. 

4 4 My  uncle— my  uncle  is  dead,”  she 
said,  and  her  face  got  white  again,  and 
the  tears  came  into  her  eyes,  till  I was  so 
sorry  I didn’t  know  what  to  do. 

Then  the  captain  began  to  talk  to  her, 
and  I was  glad  enough  to  get  out  of  the 
way. 

We  were  up  bright  and  early  next  day. 
me  and  Agnes.  The  sun  came  up  behind 
clouds,  but  there  was  a sort  of  misty  light 
over  all  the  water,  and  the  tops  of  the 
long  ripples  shone  like  the  edge  of  a knife, 
and  the  white  gulls  flapped  and  screamed 
over  our  heads.  Agnes  had  taken  off  her 
hat,  and  her  head  was  all  wrapped  up  in 
some  sort  of  fleecy  white  thing.  By-and- 
by  the  wind  began  to  blow  the  pink  into 
her  cheeks,  and  the  light  into  her  eyes. 
It  caught  her  hair  too,  and  twisted  it  into 
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little  rings  and  curls  around  her  forehead, 
and  she  looked  just  awful  pretty.  The 
captain  came  along,  and  he  looked  at  her 
in  such  a pleasant  sort  of  way,  and  then 
he  leaned  over  the  bulwarks  beside  her 
and  began  to  talk.  Agnes  and  I had  both 
been  to  Florida,  and  we  didn’t  think  much 
of  it.  So  had  the  captain,  and  he  didn’t 
think  much  of  it  too. 

44  The  Windward  Islands  are  better, 
Miss  Wyvem,”  he  said,  and  Agnes  look- 
ed at  him,  sort  of  surprised. 

“I  was  there  once,”  she  said,  “in  my 
uncle’s  yacht.  We  cruised  about  among 
them  all  winter.” 

“ The  Agnes , ” said  the  captain.  “Yes, 
I remember  her  well.” 

“ Remember  ?”  said  Agnes,  looking  puz- 
zled. 4 4 But  you — ” 

“Oh,  you  wouldn’t  recollect,”  said  the 
captain.  “I  was  only  skipper  of  the 
Agnesi 

“What!  Captain  Ben?”  cried  Agnes. 
“ Why,  how  could  I ever  forget  you  ? 
You  were  always  so  good  to  me,  and  I 
must  have  been  a perfect  plague.  I was 
only  fourteen,  you  know.” 

“Never  a plague  to  me,” said  the  cap- 
tain, in  a queer  sort  of  half- voice,  looking 
away  to  the  horizon — “ never  a plague  to 
me,  and  all  the  sailors  worshipped  you. 
It  was  a bright  day  to  all  when  you  came 
on  board,  with  your  eyes  sparkling,  and 
your  black  curls  floating  behind  you,  and 
your  voice  as  bright  and  sweet  and  soft 
as  the  morning.” 

He  stopped  all  of  a sudden.  Then  Ag- 
nes said  just,  “You  know  ?” 

And  the  captain  he  said,  “Yes,  Miss 
Agnes,  I know.” 

Then  they  both  looked  at  me,  and  then 
they  went  on  talking  about  those  wonder- 
ful islands,  Agnes  and  he. 

Why  do  I call  her  Agnes  ? Because 
she  told  me  to,  of  course.  I called  her 
Miss  Wyvern  till  she  gave  a kind  of  shud- 
der, and  said,  “ Don’t  call  me  that , Gus. 
Call  me  Agnes,  or,  if  you  don’t  think  that 
respectful,  call  me  Miss  May.  I hate  the 
name  of  Wyvern.” 

“ Oh,  I don’t  mind  about  respectful,”  I 
said.  “I’d  just  as  lief  call  you  Agnes. 
But,  I say,  why  don’t  you  like  Wyvern  ? 
It’s  no  end  of  a jolly  name,  I think.” 

“People  don’t  always  like  their  own 
names,”  said  Agnes.  “Besides,  May  is 
my  name.” 

“ Yes,  I know,”  I said,  and  I picked  up 
the  book  where  I had  read  it ; but  it  wasn’t 


there  any  longer.  Fly-leaf  and  all  were 
gone. 

Along  toward  afternoon  the  captain 
brought  up  his  quadrant,  and  began  to 
teach  Agnes  how  to  hold  it — in  her  left 
hand,  you  know,  with  the  right  on  the 
screw. 

“ Now  turn  the  screw  gently,”  he  said, 
“until  you  bring  the  sun  down  to  the 
horizon,  with  just  room  to  heave  a sea- 
biscuit  between.  Then  look  where  two 
lines  exactly  meet,  and — ” 

It  was  all  Greek  to  me,  so  I went  off, 
while  Agnes  and  the  captain  did  sums. 
After  the  lesson  was  over,  Agnes  began 
telling  the  captain  about  some  shipwreck. 
As  I came  up,  I heard  him  say, 

“ So  everything  went  down  ?” 

There  were  tears  in  Agnes’s  eyes,  but 
she  only  said:  “Everything.  No  hope, 
and,  worst  of  all,  no  pity.” 

“Was  it  a shipwreck,  Agnes?”  I said. 

4 4 Who  was  wrecked  ? You  ?” 

Agnes  sort  of  jumped  when  I spoke,  but 
she  only  said,  “Yes,”  and  I went  on: 

44  Was  the  captain  lost  too  ? And  only 
you  saved  ? How  funny ! Who  saved 
you  ?” 

“I’m  not  sure  that  I was  saved,”  said 
Agnes,  with  a sort  of  deep,  dry  sob. 

I started.  “Not  saved?”  I said.  “Why, 
how  could  you  be  here,  else  ? Tell  a fel- 
low about  it.  What  was  the  captain’s 
name  ?” 

“ Wyvern,”  said  Agnes. 

I was  going  to  ask  a lot  more  questions, 
but  the  captain  caught  me  by  the  arm. 

“See  here,  Gus,”  he  said,  when  we  were 
the  other  side  of  the  deck.  “Don’t  you 
know  that  sometimes  when  people  have 
been  through  great  danger  they  can’t  talk 
about  it  ? Queer  ? Well,  I don’t  know, 
but  it  is  so.  No,  I’m  not  scolding  you: 
only  don’t  ask  any  more  questions,  and 
don’t  talk  about  this  shipwreck  to  any- 
body— to  anybody , mind.” 

I promised,  and  then  I got  to  thinking. 

“Captain,”  I said,  “you’re  not  a bit 
like  any  of  the  captains  I ever  knew. 
Why  is  it  ?” 

“I  don’t  know,  Gus,” he  said.  44 How 
am  I different  ?” 

That  puzzled  me.  44  You’re  all  differ- 
ent?” I said.  “You  look  different  and 
you  talk  different — softer,  somehow,  and 
— and — Oh ! I can’t  tell ; but  what  makes 
you  ?” 

The  captain  gave  a sort  of  a smile. 

4 4 Gus,”  he  said,  just  as  I thought  he  wasn't 
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going  to  say  any  more,  4 4 suppose  that  once, 
for  a little  while,  a bit  of  heaven  had  come 
into  your  life — " 

“An  angel,  do  you  mean  ?’’  I said;  but 
he  just  smiled  a deep,  quiet  sort  of  smile, 
and  said: 

“Call  it  an  angel  if  you  like.  You 
didn't  come  into  the  angel's  life,  you  know, 
only  touched  for  a moment  its  outermost 
circle,  but  the  angel  came  into  yours,  for 
all  that.  Even  though  it  spread  its  wings 
and  flew  away,  and  you  knew  that  most 
likely  you  would  never,  never,  see  it  again, 
don't  you  think  that  the  memory  would 
stay  by  you,  and  that  you  would  try  to 
make  yourself  and  your  life  worthier  of 
it?" 

“Where  did  you  see  the  angel,  cap- 
tain?" I asked.  “Was  it  in  the  Wind- 
ward Islands  ?" 

For  there  seemed  to  be  such  queer  things 
there  that  I thought  maybe  there  was 
something  the  captain  took  for  an  angel. 
The  captain  didn’t  seem  to  understand, 
though,  for  he  looked  hard  at  me  for  a 
moment,  and  then  he  began  to  laugh. 

“ It  doesn’t  do  to  talk  in  parables  to  you, 
youngster,  I see,"  he  said,  and  then  he  got 
up  and  went  away. 

J ust  then  Agnes  came  up.  4 ‘ Come  here, 
Gus,"  she  said.  “I  want  to  give  you  a 
lesson.  Some  day,  you  know,  ^ou  may  be 
cast  away  at  sea,  and  want  to  know  where 
you  are.  How  would  you  find  out  ?" 

4 4 Guess,  I s’pose, " I said ; but  Agnes  put 
on  a shocked  face. 

“Oh  dear!  that  will  never  do,"  she 
said.  “If  you  couldn’t  find  your  lati- 
tude and  longitude,  where  would  you  be  ?" 

“ Just  where  I should  if  I could,"  I said. 

“ Yes,  but  presently  you’d  find  yourself 
just  where  you  shouldn't, " she  said,  laugh- 
ing. 4 4 1 want  to  teach  you  what  the  cap- 
tain has  taught  me." 

It  was  very  good  fun  to  peep  through 
the  little  spy-hole,  and  turn  the  screw  un- 
til the  sun  hung,  a great  red  ball,  just  over 
the  water,  but  when  she  began  with  the 
addings  and  that,  I stopped  her. 

“Now,  Agnes,  it’s  no  good,"  I said;  “I 
never  could  do  sums,  and  I’m  not  going 
to  be  a sailor,  so  where’s  the  odds  ?” 

“But  let  me  teach  you — pray  let  me 
teach  you,"  she  begged,  and  I gave  in. 

“Teach  away,"  I said;  4 4 but  you  won’t 
make  anything  of  it;"  and  she  didn't. 

When  she’d  gone  on  for  half  an  hour 
about  circles  and  degrees  and  chronome- 
ters and  Greenwich  time  and  that,  I didn’t 


know  quite  as  much  as  I did  when  she  be- 
gan, and  I told  her  so.  She  just  stopped 
short,  and  when  I looked  at  her  she  was 
looking  down  at  the  quadrant,  with  the 
tears  running  down  her  cheeks. 

“Why,  Agnes,"  I said,  “what’s  the 
matter?  If  you  want  to  know  the  lati- 
tude and  longitude  so  bad,  I'll  go  ask  the 
captain.  He'll  know." 

44  It  isn't  that,"  she  said,  laughing 
through  all  her  tears.  44  The  trouble  is 
that  I am  to  be  a governess,  and  I wanted 
to  see  whether  I knew  how.  I worked 
out  the  latitude  and  longitude  this  morn- 
ing, but  if  I can’t  teach  you  how  to  do 
it,  how  can  I teach  my  pupils  anything  ? 
That’s  what  worries  me." 

Agnes  Wyvern  a governess  I That 
stumped  me. 

“ Who  are  you  going  to  governess  ?"  I 
said.  44  Or  don’t  you  know  yet  ?” 

“Of  course  I know.  Do  you  think  I 
am  starting  out  to  seek  my  fortune,  like 
a princess  in  a fairy  tale  ? I’m  going  to 
4 governess’  the  children  of  a Mrs.  Robert 
Caryl,  in  Philadelphia." 

4 4 Mrs.  Robert  Caryl ! My  eye ! Cricky !" 
was  all  I could  say. 

44  Why,  do  you  know  her  ?”  said  Agnes. 
“What's  the  matter?" 

4 4 Matter  enough,"  says  I.  4 4 Mrs.  Rob- 
ert Caryl's  my  aunt  Rose,  and  her  young 
ones  are  my  cousins — worse  luck.  Of  all 
the  brats  1 You'll  find  out  fast  enough." 

44  Are  they  so  bad?"  says  Agnes,  'most 
crying.  “ Oh,  Gus,  what  shall  I do  ?" 

44  Do?"  says  I.  44  Why,  don’t  go.  Or, 
if  you  must  go,  just  you  give  ’em  a good 
thrashing  first  off.  That  '11  teach  ’em 
what  to  look  for  if  they’re  up  to  any 
of  their  shines.  They  ain’t  very  big;  I 
guess  you  can  tackle  ’em." 

44  Oh,  do  stop,  Gus,"  said  Agnes,  laugh- 
ing till  she  cried.  “What  a young  bar- 
barian you  are!" 

It  had  been  getting  rougher  while  we 
talked,  and  all  of  a sudden  the  ship  gave 
such  a lurch  that  the  chairs  we  were  sit- 
ting on  went  over  like  a shot,  and  landed 
us  all  in  a heap  in  the  middle  of  the  hur- 
ricane deck. 

“Hope  you’re  not  afraid  of  a little 
knocking  about,"  said  the  captain,  com- 
ing up  to  us.  “It’s  coming  on  to  blow. 
You  two  had  better  go  below." 

So  he  helped  us  down,  while  the  ship 
began  to  wabble  and  dance  'and  bump 
about  at  a great  rate,  and — well,  that  was 
the  end  of  me  for  one  while,  you  bet ! A g- 
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nes  staiiwith  me  ’most  all  day,  and  was  in 
and  out  of  my  state-room  a dozen  times  in 
the  night,  for  I was  just  the  sickest  little 
shaver  you  ever  did  see.  The  old  lady 
was  sick  too.  Her  state-room  and  mine 
both  opened  out  of  the  same  little  passage, 
so  that  I could  hear  every  word  she  said. 
Once  in  a while  the  captain  came  down ; 
then  the  old  lady  used  to  pitch  into  him. 
Cricky ! didn’t  she  go  it,  though  ! 

“What  do  you  mean,  captain,  by  tak- 
ing us  into  weather  like  this  ? Couldn’t 
help  it  ? Of  course  you  could  help  it 
Don’t  tell  me.  Weather  came  to  you, 
not  you  to  the  weather  ? Nonsense. 
Couldn’t  you  have  run  out  to  sea,  or  run 
ashore,  or  something  ? Could  have  run 
ashore,  certainly?  Then  why  didn’t  you  ? 
Didn’t  know  we’d  care  about  it?  Of 
course  I care  about  it.  Owners  wouldn’t  ? 
No,  I suppose  not.  They  never  care  how 
uncomfortable  their  passengers  are  made, 
so  a little  time  is  saved.  But  I’ll  tell  you 
what  it  is,  captain,  the  whole  thing  lies  in 
a nutshell.  You  were  so  busy  talking  to 
that  young  woman  on  board  that  you 
couldn’t  see  where  you  were  going,  and 
our  lives  are  to  be  the  sacrifice.  Even  to 
letting  her  navigate  the  ship ! Oh ! don’t 
tell  me.  Didn’t  I see  her  myself  with  the 
quadrille,  or  whatever  you  call  it,  up  to 
her  eye  ? So  unfeminine ! Did  you  ever 
have  such  weather  before  in  all  the  five 
years  that  I have  sailed  with  you  ? Nev- 
er! Very  well,  then.  Did  you  ever  let 
a young  woman  navigate  the  ship  before  ? 
The  inference  is  quite  clear.  Of  course  I 
shall  consider  it  my  duty  to  inform  the 
owners  of  the  line  of  the  disgraceful 
circumstance  if  ever  we  reach  the  shore. 
As  for  the  young  woman,  I leave  her  pun- 
ishment to  Providence,  as  I do  not  see 
my  way  to  it  at  present.” 

“Abuse  me,  ma’am,  as  much  as  you 
please,”  said  the  captain,  in  a low,  deep 
voice,  something  like  the  growl  of  a New- 
foundland dog  when  he’s  in  dead  earnest. 
4 4 It  don’t  hurt  me,  and  it  may  relieve  you ; 
but  be  kind  enough  to  leave  the  young 
lady  out.” 

I guess  she  was  scared  some,  for  she 
stopped  a minute.  Then  she  said : 4 4 Cap- 
tain, I am  starving — absolutely  starving. 
Are  you  aware  that  they  have  let  the 
kitchen  fire  go  out,  so  that  though  I may 
be  dying  for  a cup  of  tea,  beef  or  other- 
wise, I can  not  have  it  ?” 

41 1 am  aware,  ma’am,  that  the  fire  is 
out,”  said  the  captain,  sort  of  laughing. 


“They  haven’t  invented  the  sort  of  fire 
yet  that  will  stay  in  when  the  waves  are 
washing  over  the  stove.  But,  ma’am,  I 
thought  you  were  seasick.” 

“ Seasick  ?”  said  the  lady,  in  a sort  of 
squeal.  4 4 So  I am,  of  course.  Most  un- 
feminine not  to  be  seasick  in  such  a storm 
as  this.  I always  take  to  my  bed  when 
the  wind  blows,  always,  captain,  and  I 
have  no  opinion  of  people — of  females,  at 
least — who  do  otherwise.  That  young 
woman , now — but  never  mind  that.  Cap- 
tain, don’t  you  know  that  nature  must  be 
sustained  ? That  I am  sick  is  all  the  more 
reason  why  I should  eat.  A nice  broiled 
partridge  would  be  my  choice,  but  I could 
make  shift  with  a sweet-bread  well  larded, 
captain,  or  even  a lamb  fry.” 

44  Oh  dear!”  I said,  in  a sort  of  groan. 

44 1 do  wish  she  wouldn’t  talk  about  things 
to  eat !” 

I guess  the  captain  heard  me,  for  he  be- 
gan to  laugh,  and  said,  4 4 All  right,  ma’am ; 
I’ll  tell  the  steward.” 

Then  he  came  into  my  state-room  and 
just  picked  me  up,  bedclothes  and  all. 

44  You’ll  never  get  well  here,  my  little 
man,”  he  said.  “Just  you  come  along 
with  me— and  Miss  Agnes  too,  if  she  will.” 

Well,  where  do  you  think  he  took  me  ? 
Why,  into  his  own,  his  very  own  state- 
room, with  its  big  bedstead  and  its  lace 
curtains  and  its  sofa  and  all — most  as  fine 
as  the  spare  chamber  at  home. 

“This  is  yours  for  the  rest  of  the  voy- 
age,” he  said,  as  he  dumped  me  down  in 
the  middle  of  the  big  bed.  “It’s  no  use 
to  me,  for  I’ve  got  to  spend  my  nights  in 
the  pilot-house  till  this  gale  blows  itself 
out.  There’s  a sofa  for  Miss  Agnes,  if 
she’ll  have  it.  You’ll  find  it  pleasanter 
taking  care  of  the  youngster  up  here.” 

Then  he  was  off,  before  we  could  thank 
him. 

44  Say,  Agnes,”  I said,  44  the  captain 
thinks  a lot  of  you,  don’t  he?” 

“Of  you,  you  mean,  Master  Gus,”she 
said.  44  It  wasn’t  to  me  he  gave  this 
room.” 

“Oh,  I’m  not  a bat,”  I said.  44 You 
knew  him  before,  didn’t  you  ?” 

4 4 A long  while  ago,  ” said  Agnes.  4 4 He 
was  skipper  of  my  uncle’s  yacht  on  one 
cruise.  Then  my  uncle  took  an  interest 
in  him  and  helped  him  up  in  the  world, 
and  I suppose  he  is — gratefuL” 

That  reminded  me.  “I  say,  Agnes,”  I 
said,  “ did  you  ever  see  anything  like  an 
angel  in  the  Windward  Islands  ?” 
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“What  do  you  mean,  Gus  ?”  said  Ag- 
nes, looking  as  if  she  thought  I was  off  my 
head. 

So  then  I told  her  what  the  captain  had 
said  about  it.  Agnes  was  still  a minute, 
and  then  she  began  to  laugh  in  an  un- 
steady kind  of  way,  and  said : 

“No ; I think — I am  sure  there  were  no 
angels  there.  It  was  only  the  captain’s 
fancy.” 

Then  the  ship  began  to  wabble  and 
dance  and  bump  and  roll  worse  than 
ever.  There  wasn’t  a thing  a ship  could 
do  that  that  ship  didn’t  do.  And  what 
with  the  howling  and  yelling  of  the  wind, 
and  the  creaking  of  the  ropes,  and  the 
groaning  and  straining  of  the  timbers, 
you  couldn’t  hear  yourself  think.  It  all 
didn’t  bother  me  much,  though.  All  I 
knew  was  that  there  was  a very  sick  little 
boy  somewhere,  and  that  Agnes  May  was 
taking  care  of  him.  I wasn’t  quite  sure 
who  the  little  boy  was  then,  but,  come  to 
think  of  it  now,  I guess  it  must  have  been 
me.  It  was  a long,  long  while  before  I 
began  to  wake  up,  or  it  seemed  like  that 
to  me,  and  I found  the  ship  was  getting 
steadier.  Then  the  captain  came  in. 

“It’s  over  at  last,”  he  said,  “but  I’m 
blessed  if  I know  where  we  are.  It’s  the 
first  time  I’ve  ever  had  to  take  the  latitude 
and  longitude  since  I’ve  been  captain  of 
this  steamer,  but  I’ve  got  to  do  it  now. 
Would  you  like  to  help  me,  Miss  Agnes  ?” 

So  Agnes  she  said  yes,  if  I didn’t  mind, 
and  I didn’t ; so  she  went.  When  she  came 
back  the  captain  came  with  her  as  far  as 
the  door.  I heard  what  he  said  to  her: 

“ It  is  no  new  thing,  and  it  will  be  the 
same  forever.  I never  hoped,  and  under 
other  circumstances  I should  never  have 
dared  to  speak.  Even  now — ” 

“Oh,  brave  heart!  true  heart!”  said 
Agnes,  with  a sort  of  sob;  and  when  she 
came  in  her  eyes  were  all  soft  and  teary, 
and  her  lips  quivering. 

Lily  and  Angelo!  I just  wish  you 
could  have  seen  ’em.  Lil  was  a skinny 
sort  of  a young  one,  with  sharp  snappy 
black  eyes  and  straight  black  hair.  In 
old  times  they’d  have  put  her  on  a bed  of 
hot  coals  and  let  her  fly  straight  up  the 
chimney,  aud  serve  her  right!  Angelo 
was  fat  and  flabby,  with  big  staring  blue 
eyes  and  hair  like  tow.  He  was  as  stupid 
as  a log,  but  Lily  had  brains  enough  for 
six — such  as  they  were.  Aunt  Rose  wasn’t 
a bad  sort  of  a fellow,  if  she  hadn’t  been 


so  wrapped  up  in  those  brats.  There 
wasn’t  any  Uncle  Rose.  I wish  there  had 
been.  He  wouldn’t  have  let  her  make 
such  a fool  of  herself,  I’ll  bet. 

4 4 Come  here,  darlings,  and  see  their  nice 
new  governess  that  Mrs.  Lovell  sent 
them.”  (Just  as  if  Agnes  was  a sugar 
elephant!)  “She  will  make  their  les- 
sons so  easy  that  it  will  only  be  fun  to 
learn  them ; won’t  she,  my  lammies  ? Miss 
May,  I must  warn  you  about  these  dear 
children.  While  I wish  you  to  bring 
them  on  rapidly  in  their  studies,  I can  not 
have  them  irritated  or  thwarted  in  any 
way.  Above  all,  they  must  never  be  pun- 
ished. If  they  require  correction,  I am 
the  proper  person  to  administer  it,  and  I 
must  request  that  such  cases  be  always  re- 
ferred to  me.” 

Angelo  stood  with  his  thumb  in  his 
mouth,  staring  at  Agnes,  and  Lily  she 
grinned  from  ear  to  ear,  like  an  imp  as 
she  was.  I was  mad  enough  to  whop  'em 
both,  but  that  wouldn’t  have  done  any 
good,  so  I went  off  with  Agnes. 

“Oh,  Gus!  Gus!”  says  Agnes,  putting 
both  arms  round  me  when  we  were  out- 
side the  parlor  door;  “what  shall  I dot 
Oh,  what  shall  I do  ?” 

Something  came  up  into  my  throat,  but 
I choked  it  down,  and  said,  “See  here, 
Agnes,  I guess  I can  do  some  good,  if 
you’ll  teach  me  too,  along  with  them.” 

4 4 Oh,  you  dear  boy !”  says  Agnes.  “Let 
you  spend  your  holidays  shut  up  in  a 
school-room  ? No,  indeed.” 

“Now  that’s  mean  of  you,  Agnes,”  I 
said.  44  But  we’ll  see.” 

So  I went  straight  off  to  Aunt  Rose  and 
asked  her,  and  next  morning  I was  in  the 
school-room. 

First  of  all  Agnes  thought  she’d  find 
out  what  Lily  knew. 

44  Lily,”  she  said,  44  who  signed  the  Mag- 
na Charta  ?” 

“Floyd  Ireson,”says  Lily,  grave  as  a 
judge. 

“Floyd  Ireson?  Lily,  what  do  you 
mean  ?”  says  Agnes,  not  knowing  wheth- 
er to  be  angry  or  not. 

44  Well,”  says  Lily,  “ doesn’t  it  say, 

‘Floyd  Ireson,  for  his  hard  heart, 

Tarred  and  feathered  and  carried  in  a cart 't 

That  was  the  Magna  Charta,  of  course. 
Maybe  it  was  4 the  women  of  Marblehead’ 
signed  it,  though.  I don’t  know.” 

“ What  can  you  tell  me  about  William 
i the  Conqueror  ?”  asks  Agnes. 
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44  He  wanted  people  to  worship  his  hat,” 
says  Miss  Lily ; 44  but  they  just  all  opened 
their  windows  and  prayed  to  the  yeast  in- 
stead. So  then  he  said,  4 England  expects 
every  man  to  do  his  duty,1  and  when  they 
wouldn’t,  then  he  let  fly  at  them,  and  his 
arrow  hit  the  apple  on  his  son’s  head,  and 
then  hit  a tree,  and  flew  back  and  struck 
him  in  the  eye.  So  he  died.” 

Agnes  gave  a kind  of  a sigh,  and  took 
up  a geography. 

44  What  is  the  capital  of  Connecticut?” 
she  said. 

“I  don’t  know.  Wooden  nutmegs,  I 
s pose,”  says  Lily. 

“ Lily !”  cried  Agnes,  out  of  all  patience. 
44  There  are  two  capitals.  One  is — ” 

44  New  Haven;  I’ve  been  there,”  says 
Angelo,  with  his  thumb  in  his  mouth. 

Agnes  brightened  right  up. 

“That’s  it,”  she  said.  44  Now,  Lily, 
what  is  on  the  bank  of  the  Connecticut 
River  ?” 

“I  don’t  know,”  says  Lily,  slowly. 
44 On  the  bank?  Earth-worms,  I s’pose. 
There  most  generally  are.  Or  else  crabs.  ” 

44  Don’t  bother  with  her  any  more,  Ag- 
nes,” I said,  too  mad  to  hold  in.  “She’s 
just  trying  to  rile  you.  Then  she’ll  yell, 
I know.” 

Didn’t  Lil  give  me  a look,  though  I I 
didn’t  care.  I just  went  on  studying  like 
a good  fellow,  while  Agnes  put  Angelo 
through  his  paces.  He  didn’t  know 
enough  to  fool.  The  worst  and  the  best 
he  could  do  was  to  put  his  thumb  in  his 
mouth  and  goggle  his  eyes  at  Agnes. 

It  was  as  good  as  a play  to  hear  Aunt 
Rose  at  dinner. 

“ Mamma’s  little  lammies ! Have  they 
been  good,  Miss  May?  I needn’t  ask, 
though,  for  they  are  always  good.  You 
find  them  pretty  equally  balanced.  Lily 
is  the  quickest,  but  Angelo  excels  in  pa- 
tience. Not  that  he  is  slow,  either,  only 
not  quite  so  brilliant  as  Lily,  but  perhaps 
more  profound.  You  find  it  so,  don’t  you, 
Miss  May  ?” 

Poor  Agnes,  remembering  Floyd  Ireson 
and  the  earth-worms,  could  only  blush 
and  stammer  out  something,  I don’t  know 
what,  and  I guess  she  didn’t. 

Well,  I can’t  go  over  that  time  day  by 
day,  you  know.  I did  what  I could,  but 
it  wasn’t  much,  Lily  was  so  awful  cute. 
Somehow  it  was  never  she  that  did  things 
— spilled  torpedoes  about,  and  left  pins  in 
chairs,  and  such— but  always  Angelo,  and 
there  was  no  use  scolding  him.  If  Lil 


had  put  him  up  to  it,  he  never  told,  nor 
she  either,  you  may  bet  your  life  on  that. 
Sometimes  Lil  knew  her  lessons,  and  more 
times  she  didn’t.  When  she  didn’t,  she 
just  went  on  with  a lot  of  bosh,  looking 
as  wise  as  an  owl  and  as  innocent  as  a 
rabbit  all  the  time.  Angelo  never  knew 
his  lessons,  and  never  pretended  to,  but 
just  looked  stupid,  and  put  his  thumb  in 
his  mouth,  and  began  to  roar.  Then  Aunt 
Rose  would  come  into  the  room  like  a 
whirlwind,  with  her  eyes  like  blue  blazes, 
and  scold  Agnes,  and  pity  Lily  (she  was 
always  yelling  like  mad  too  about  that 
time),  and  carry  Angelo  off. 

One  day  things  had  been  going  all  con- 
trary, contrarier  than  usual  even,  and 
Agnes  was  clean  tuckered  out.  When 
Agnes  opened  her  desk  an  ink-bottle  up-  » 
set.  Of  course  it  was  nobody’s  fault  that 
the  bottle  had  been  tilted  up  so  that  the 
least  jar  would  send  it  over.  Only  Agnes 
was  sure  she  hadn’t  left  it  so,  and  I saw 
Lily  coming  out  of  the  school-room  the 
night  before,  grinning  fit  to  split.  Lily 
had  learned  the  wrong  history  lesson,  and 
Angelo  hadn’t  learned  his  at  all.  Then,  of 
course,  they  both  howled.  For  a won- 
der, Aunt  Rose  didn’t  come  in,  so  after  a 
while  they  shut  up.  Then  Agnes  set  An- 
gelo a multiplication  sum  on  the  black- 
board, and  then  she  began  to  hear  Lily 
her  French.  Lil  could  translate  well 
enough  when  she  chose,  but  to-day  she 
didn’t  choose.  So  she  bungled  and  stam- 
mered and  made  hash  of  it  generally.  At 
last  she  came  to  the  sentence,  “Blondine 
marcha  dans  un  petit  sentier ,”  and  that 
she  translated,  “Blondine  walked  along 
in  a little  smell” 

44  Lily !”  said  Agnes,  in  a shocked  kind 
of  way.  But  Lil  just  looked  up  as  inno- 
cent as  you  please. 

44  Well,”  she  said,  “haven’t  I just  said 
sentir , and  doesn’t  that  mean  to  feel,  or  to 
smell  ? So  what  can  sentier  mean  but  a 
smell  ? It  can’t  mean  a feel , can  it  ? And 
I’m  sure  petit  means  little.  It  always 
did  before.  I suppose  it  wasn’t  a very 
bad  smell.” 

Agnes  looked  at  her  for  a minute.  Then 
she  tried  to  speak,  but  she  broke  down,  and 
laughed  instead.  The  tears  rolled  down 
her  cheeks,  but  she  laughed  on,  for  all  she 
was  sobbing  at  the  same  time.  Then  she 
just  jumped  up  and  ran  out  of  the  room. 

Lil  she  turned  round  and  grinned  at 
me — such  a grin!  It  made  me  mad  as 
hops. 
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“You  just  shut  up,  Lil  Caryl,” I said, 
“ or  I’ll  make  you.” 

“Why,  I didn’t  say  a word,”  says  Lil; 
and  so  she  hadn’t. 

I went  after  Agnes,  but  I met  her  out- 
side her  own  door.  Her  hair  was  all  wet 
— soused,  you  know,  like  she  had  put  it 
under  a hydrant.  She  was  quiet  enough, 
only  she  looked  sort  of  pale  and  quivery. 
Lil  scuttled  away  from  the  blackboard  as 
we  came  in,  and  picked  up  her  book. 

“Why,  this  is  very  strange,  Angelo,” 
said  Agnes,  when  she  had  looked  at  his 
sum.  “You  have  the  answer  right,  but 
every  figure  of  the  working  out  is  wrong. 
You  must  have  copied  the  answer.” 

4 4 Didn’t,  ” said  Angelo,  and  that  was  all. 

“It’s  a shame,” says  Lily,  like  as  if  she 
was  talking  to  her  book.  “ He  did  it,  and 
he  got  the  answer,  and  that’s  all  about  it.” 

Nobody  took  any  notice,  so  she  just  fiz- 
zled herself  out  in  mutters. 

Just  then  Aunt  Rose  came  in  with  her 
aunt,  Mrs.  Severance.  She  was  awful  rich, 
Mrs.  Severance  was,  and  Aunt  Rose  was 
as  pleased  as  Punch  to  see  her.  I knew 
something  as  soon  as  ever  I looked  at  Mrs. 
Severance,  but  I kept  still.  She  was  a fat 
old  lady,  with  a crumpled -up  face,  all 
dressed  off  in  satin  and  lace,  with  dia- 
monds that  winked  and  looked  wicked  like 
Lily’s  eyes. 

“Here  are  my  lammies,”  said  Aunt 
Rose.  44 1 have  brought  Mrs.  Severance 
in  to  see  them,  Miss  May.  Aunt  Ginevra, 
this  is  Miss  May,  the  governess.  ” 

Mrs.  Severance  put  up  her  gold  eye- 
glasses and  looked  at  Agnes,  sort  of  puz- 
zled, but  she  didn’t  say  anything. 

4 4 And  how  are  the  lammies  getting  on  ?” 
said  Aunt  Rose,  stooping  down  to  kiss  An- 
gelo. 44  What  a long,  long  sum  for  a lit- 
tle puzzle-pate.  Isn’t  he  a clever  darling, 
Aunt  Ginevra?  And  can  he  do  it,  Miss 
May?” 

Agnes  hesitated,  but  Lily  she  chipped  in. 

44  Oh  yes,  he  can  do  it  fast  enough.  He 
got  the  answer  at  once,  but  Miss  May  she 
said  he  must  have  copied  it.” 

44  Angelo  copy  his  answers ! Angelo,  the 
soul  of  honor!”  cried  Aunt  Rose.  44  Oh, 
Miss  May,  how  could  you  ?” 

Lil  jumped  up.  I saw  it,  for  all  she 
grabbed  it  so  quickly  and  tucked  it  un- 
der her  and  sat  down  on  it.  I saw  that 
arithmetic  tumble  out  from  under  her 
apron,  and  then  I remembered  how  she 
had  scuttled  away  from  the  blackboard, 
and  then  I knew.  There  was  no  use  try- 


ing to  tell  Aunt  Rose,  though.  Bless  you  l 
no.  She  just  wouldn’t  listen. 

44  This  is  Gus  Lawrence,  from  Boston, 
Aunt  Ginevra,  ” she  said,  when  she  thought 
of  me.  44  He  must  have  been  a fellow- pas- 
senger of  yours  upon  the  steamer.” 

Mrs.  Severance  put  up  her  glasses  and 
looked  at  me. 

“I  think  I remember  him,”  she  said, 
slowly.  44  Miss  May’s  face,  too,  struck  me 
as  familiar,  but  for  the  moment  I could 
not  place  it.  Now,  however — You  are  the 
young  woman  who  navigated  the  steamer, 
I think.” 

4 4 Navigated  the  steamer  ? I ?”  said  Ag- 
nes, struck  all  of  a heap,  and  no  wonder. 

“Yes,  my  dear,  certainly,”  said  Mrs. 
Severance.  44 1 saw  you  myself  with  the 
quadrille,  or  whatever  you  call  it.  I nev- 
er can  remember  their  sea  terms — so  un- 
feminine! It  was  you  who  ran  us  into 
that  gale,  into  the  very  teeth  of  it.  What 
possessed  you  to  undertake  such  a thing?” 

44 1 — I — ” said  Agnes ; and  then  she  went 
into  a fit  of  laughing  again ; and  then  she 
said,  4 4 Oh!  I beg  your  pardon.”  And 
then  she  laughed  again;  and  then  she 
began  to  cry,  and  just  bolted  out  of  the 
room. 

Mrs.  Severance  and  Aunt  Rose  looked 
at  each  other. 

44  Dear!  dearl”  said  Aunt  Rose,  “I  am 
afraid  that  I have  been  mistaken  in  Miss 
May;  she  seemed  so  gentle  and  modest.” 

44  Modest  /”  said  Mrs.  Severance. 

“Me  and  Angelo  don’t  like  her,”  piped 
up  Lily,  in  her  shrill  little  voice.  44  She 
laughed  at  me  just  like  that  when  I made 
a mistake  in  my  French  this  morning; 
and  she  scolds  us  awful  when  we  don’t 
say  our  lessons  to  suit  her.” 

“Depend  upon  it,  my  dear,  it’s  a mis- 
take,” Mrs.  Severance  said,  nodding  her 
head  slowly.  44  Who  sent  her  to  you  ?” 

“Mrs.  Lovell,  of  Boston,”  said  Aunt 
Rose.  44  It  would  never  do  to  offend  her , 
but — ” 

44  A very  unreliable  person,”  said  Mrs. 
Severance.  “Philanthropic,  you  know; 
always  taking  up  with  doubtful  people. 
Why,  she  is  still  hand  and  glove  with  the 
niece  of  that  dreadful  man  with  whose 
story  all  Boston  is  ringing.  So  unfemi- 
nine to  encourage  that  sort  of  thing!  I 
have  no  doubt  that  this  Miss  May  is  a 
mere  adventurer.” 

Then  I just  blazed  out.  “I  guess  you 
don’t  know  what  you’re  talking  about,”  I 
said.  4 4 If  you  knew  she  was  Agnes  Wy- 
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vein,  you’d  sing  a different  song.  ” Well, 
they  were  astonished  enough,  but  not  just 
the  way  I’d  meant. 

“Agnes  Wyvern!”  squealed  Mrs.  Sev- 
erance. ‘ 4 The  very  girl  1” 

‘ ‘ Agnes  Wyvern !”  squeaked  Aunt  Rose ; 
“the  niece  of  the  forger,  the  embezzler, 
who  would  have  been  sent  to  State’s-prison 
if  he  hadn’t  cut  his  own  throat!  Ugh !” 

I was  scared  to  death,  I tell  you.  Be- 
fore I had  begun  to  get  over  my  scare, 
Agnes  came  back.  She  began  to  apolo- 
gize for  the  way  she  had  left,  but  nobody 
listened.  Aunt  Rose  had  her  young  ones 
gathered  up,  one  in  each  arm,  and  Mrs. 
Severance  stood  straight  up,  with  her  eye- 
glasses on  her  nose. 

“Don’t  try  to  distract  our  attention 
from  the  main  point,  if  you  please,”  she 
said.  4 4 The  question  now  is  whether  what 
Gus  has  just  told  us  is  correct.  Is  your 
name  Wyvern  ?” 

Agnes  just  gave  me  one  quick  look.  It 
wasn’t  a cross  look,  but  it  ’most  broke  my 
heart,  for  all  that. 

“Oh,  Agnes,  I didn’t  mean — ” I said; 
and  then  I just  boo-hooed  like  a baby. 

Agnes  she  gave  a sort  of  little  quivery 
smile,  and  said,  4 4 Never  mind,  Gus;  it 
doesn’t  matter.” 

“ Answer  me,  if  you  please,”  Mrs.  Sev- 
erance said ; and  Agnes  turned  to  her. 

44 1 was  at  one  time  known  as  Agnes 
Wyvern,”  she  said,  “but  my  real  name  is 
May.  When  my  parents  died,  my  uncle 
took  me,  and  by  his  wish  I bore  his  name. 
By  Mrs.  Lovell’s  advice  I resumed  my 
own,  after — after—”  Her  lips  quivered, 
and  she  stopped,  and  clasped  her  hands 
tight  together. 

“Of  course,  Miss  May , you  under- 
stand,” said  Mrs.  Severance,  after  a pause. 

“That  I must  go  ?”  said  Agnes.  44 Oh 
yes!  I should  have  gone  in  any  case, 
though,  for  I can  not  teach.  I found  that 
out  on  the  steamer,  you  know,  Gus,”  she 
said,  turning  to  me  with  the  weakest, 
poorest  little  smile,  and  the  tears  dripping 
fast  over  it. 

Lily  looked  on,  grinning  her  very  wick- 
edest. Angelo  looked  on  too,  till,  all 
of  a sudden,  he  began  to  roar.  Now 
who’d  ’a  thought  it  ? He’d  got  fond  of 
Agnes,  and  didn’t  want  her  to  go ! The 
more  Aunt  Rose  tried  to  hush  him  up,  the 
louder  he  yelled,  till  she  was  ’most  wild. 

44  Pray  go,  Miss  May,  and  end  this  most 
distressing  scene,  ” she  said  at  last.  4 4 This 
convinces  me  that  your  influence  has  been 


very  bad.  The  dear  child  never  showed 
any  temper  before,  never!  Your  money 
and  your  meals  shall  be  sent  to  your  room. 
It  is  too  late  for  you  to  leave  to-day,  I sup- 
pose; but  to-morrow — ” 

4 4 To-morrow  morning  I will  leave, 
madam,”  said  Agnes. 

“I’m  going  too,  you  know,  Agnes,”  I 
said,  when  we  were  outside.  “I  can’t 
stand  it  here  after  this.” 

44  You  dear  boy !”  said  Agnes,  squeezing 
my  hand  tight.  4 4 But  what  would  your 
mother  say,  Gus  ?” 

44  The  mammy  ?”  I said.  44  Why,  bless 
your  heart ! she’ll  be  too  glad  to  see  me  to 
say  anything.  Say,  how  are  you  going, 
Agnes  ? By  steamer  ?” 

Agnes  just  stopped  short.  4 4 What  day 
of  the  week  is  this,  Gus  ?”  she  said. 

“Friday,”  says  I.  44 And,  oh,  jolly! 
why,  the  very  steamer  we  came  on  goes 
back  to-morrow.  Are  you  going  by  her, 
Agnes  ? Say !” 

44 1 suppose  so,”  says  Agnes,  slowly; 
4 4 yes,  I must.  I can  not  stay  here,  and 
the  journey  by  land  is  so  expensive ; 
but — ” 

44  Why,  Captain  Floy  ’ll  be  no  end  glad 
to  see  you.  What’s  the  row,  Agnes?”  I 
said ; but  she  didn’t  answer. 

We  went  off  next  morning,  and  the  last 
thing  we  heard  was  Angelo’s  roars,  and 
the  last  thing  we  saw  was  Lil’s  face  grin- 
ning over  the  balusters.  Agnes  didn’t 
talk  much  on  the  way  down  to  the  Pine 
Street  wharf,  but  she  kept  turning  red 
and  white,  and  sometimes  she  smiled,  and 
more  times  the  tears  came  into  her  eyes. 

When  the  captain  saw  us,  it  was  as  if  a 
great  light  broke  all  over  his  face  like  sun- 
rise. “Are  you  going  back  with  me, 
Gus?”  he  said,  but  he  only  looked  at 
Agnes. 

44  Yes,”  I said,  44  we’re  going  back,  me 
and  Agnes.  Aunt  Rose  was  too  many  for 
us.  And  the  brats.  That  Lil’s  a oner,  I 
tell  you  what !” 

“Lil?”  said  the  captain,  but  he  didn’t 
seem  to  care  about  the  answer,  only  look- 
ed at  Agnes  with  all  his  eyes. 

Agnes  she  was  turning  red  and  white 
as  fast  as  winking,  and  after  a minute 
Captain  Floy  said : 

44  Take  her  aboard,  Gus.  You  can  take 
your  pick  of  state-rooms,  for  you  are  the 
only  passengers  this  trip.” 

Then  he  pulled  his  cap  a little  further 
over  his  eyes,  and  went  on  overseeing  the 
men. 
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That  trip  wasn’t  half  as  much  fun  as  the 
other  had  been,  for  all  it  was  as  still  as 
still  all  the  way.  Mrs.  Severance  herself 
couldn’t  have  been  sick,  if  she’d  tried  ever 
so  hard.  I wasn’t,  and  I do  it  pretty  easy. 
But  Agnes  was  so  queer.  I didn’t  know 
what  had  come  to  her.  First  off  she  had 
to  go  and  tell  the  captain  she  only  came 
that  way  because  she  hadn’t  money  enough 
to  go  by  land.  Of  course  he  thought  she 
didn’t  want  to  go  with  him,  and  he  look- 
ed awful  sorry,  and  didn’t  come  near  us 
again  for  ever  so  long. 

“Agnes,  what  makes  you  so  queer  to 
the  captain  ?”  I said  once. 

Agnes  turned  all  red,  and  she  looked  at 
me  very  sharp  and  quick.  4 4 Am  I queer  ?” 
she  said.  “How?” 

44  Why,  you’re  not  a bit  like  you  used 
to  be,”  I said.  “You  don’t  even  look  at 
him  if  you  can  help  it,  and  you  are  so 
still  all  the  time.  Say,  Agnes,  don’t  you 
like  him  any  longer?” 

Agnes  was  looking  down  into  her  lap, 
and  she  didn’t  look  up. 

“Like  him  ? Yes,  I like  him,”  she  said. 

“As  well  as  you  used  to  ?”  I asked. 

But  Agnes  she  just  said  “Yes,”  and  no 
more.  So  then  I thought  maybe  he’d  like 
to  know  it. 

“I  understand,  Gus,”  he  said,  looking, 
oh!  so  kind  and  so  sorry ! “I  know  what 
she’s  afraid  of,  but  she  needn’t  be,  bless 
her!” 

I was  glad  enough  we  weren’t  going  to 
be  on  the  ship  as  long  as  we  were  before. 
We  ought  to  get  in  Monday  noon,  the 
captain  said ; but  something  happened  be- 
fore that.  Just  as  we  got  up  on  deck 
Monday  morning  there  was  an  awful 
clatter,  and  a clatter  that  you  don’t  know 
what  it  means  scares  you  ’most  to  death 
on  shipboard.  The  bell  began  to  ring, 
not  ting-ting , ting-ting,  like  it  does  when 
it  strikes  the  half-hours,  but  hard  and 
fast,  like  it  was  too  scared  to  stop.  Then 
the  sailors  came  flying  from  every  part  of 
the  ship.  For  one  minute  it  just  rained 
sailors — sprouted  ’em  too.  The  steward 
came  up  the  cabin  stairs  in  two  jumps, 
and  they  all  made  straight  for  the  pumps. 
They  pumped  like  mad  for  a minute  or 
two.  Then  the  bell  rang  again,  and  they 
rushed  to  the  boats. 

“ They  can’t  put  out  the  fire,  and  they’re 
getting  out  the  boats,  Agnes,”  I said. 

Scared?  Of  course  I was  scared.  So 
would  you  be.  Fire  at  sea’s  no  joke,  I 
don’t  guess.  Just  then  I caught  sight  of 


the  captain,  and  I grabbed  Agnes  and  put 
for  him,  dragging  her  along. 

“Captain,  will  you  take  care  of  us,  me 
and  Agnes?”  I said;  but  the  captain  he 
just  began  to  laugh. 

“What  a shame !”  he  said.  “I  thought 
you  had  been  warned.  It  is  only  the  drill 
we  have  to  go  through  every  fortnight,  so 
that  in  case  of  accident  there  will  be  no 
confusion.” 

4 4 And  there  is  no  fire  ?”  said  Agnes,  very 
slowly,  as  if  her  lips  were  stiff  with  cold. 

44  None  at  all,”  said  the  captain. 

Then  Agnes  she  just  sat  down  on  the 
pump,  and  turned  so  white  I thought  she 
was  going  to  faint.  The  captain  caught 
her,  for  she  sort  of  swayed  over,  and  said, 
“Run  for  some  water,  Gus.” 

When  he  caught  her,  though,  she  held 
herself  up  a little,  and  turned  a slow  sort 
of  pink,  and  quivered  her  eyelids,  so  I 
stopped. 

“Don’t  be  afraid,  Miss  Agnes,”  said  the 
captain,  in  a sort  of  choked  voice.  “I 
will  let  you  go  as  soon  as  you  can  stand.” 

44 1 am  not  afraid,”  said  Agnes,  softly, 
while  the  pink  kept  on  coming  back  to 
her  cheeks. 

“I  remember  the  distance  between  us, 
which  once  for  a moment  I forgot,”  he 
said.  4 4 Believe  me,  I will  not  grieve  your 
sweet  heart  in  that  way  again.” 

44  Won't  you  ?”  said  Agnes. 

That  was  all,  but  she  just  lifted  up  her 
eyelids  and  looked  at  the  captain,  and  the 
captain  he  started,  and  then  looked  down 
hard  at  her.  Then  she  jumped  up  and 
covered  her  face  with  her  hands  and  ran 
down  the  cabin  stairs.  The  captain  he 
looked  like  a man  in  a dream,  just  clean 
dazed.  He  rubbed  his  hand  over  his 
forehead  once  or  twice,  and  then,  all  of  a 
sudden,  he  broke  into  a smile  that  flowed 
all  over  his  face,  and  the  tears  jumped  into 
his  eyes,  and  then  he  just  turned  on  his 
heel  and  walked  away. 

Of  course  I asked  Agnes  what  it  all 
meant. 

“The  captain  has  been  helping  me  to 
find  my  latitude  and  longitude,”  she  said ; 
“or  else  I’ve  been  helping  him.  I’m 
afraid,  on  the  whole,  that  was  the  way  of 
it.  Dreadful,  wasn’t  it,  Gus  ?” 

44  Not  if  he  couldn’t  find  it  without  you,” 
I said,  wondering  what  she  made  such  a 
fuss  about  that  for. 

She  just  laughed  a happy  sort  of  little 
laugh,  and  said,  “Well,  he  didn’t  seem 
able.” 
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ON  our  way  to  Zandvoort  we  bad 
given  a few  of  the  morning  hours 
to  Za&ud&m,  but  I did  not  care  to  sen 
again  the  long  watery  avenue  oT  the 
place,  with  its  hundreds  of  wind  nulls 
fciall  a-blowing,”  nor  did  I wish  to  pay 
my  duty  visit  to  the  shop  of  Peter  the 
Great,  so  we  took  a good-natured  -look- 
ing boatman  at  the  ferry,  and  WO  flout- 
ed lazily  about  on  the  broad,  plat  id 
just  above  the  locks,  ami  peered 


river, 

into  the  queer,  old-fashioned  gardens, 
and  into  the  comic  summer- lioiises  by 
the  water’s  edge.  It  was  no!  indis- 
creet, as  there  was  no  notion  of  any 
one’s  privacy  being  studied  or  consid- 
ered in  the  matter  of  these  leaf  y bow- 
ers and  blooming  banks  of  hollyhock 
and  aster.  The  correct  thing  seemed 
to  be  to  enjoy  one's  self  as  publicly  as 
possible.  The  hedges  seemed  to  be 
made  low  on  purpose  for  the  neighbors 
to  step  over  and  take  part  in  any  fun 
going,  or  at  least  to  look  over  ftud 
the  others  enjoy  themsel  ves.  The 
trellis-  work  of  the  summer  In  biases 
was  invitingly  open  to  outside  gazers, 
and  there  were  little 
stef>s  and  landing-  j 

stages  handy  down  k 

at  the  water’s  edge,  /J 

where  boatloads  of  £m 

friends  might  draw 
up  and  make  them- 
selves at  home.  It  ■ ^ [ | 

did  not  seem  to  be  a M1  J \ £ : . 

place  where  the  spirit 
of  sport  ever  raged  on 
the  Waters.  I saw  no 
sign  of  any  one  show- 
iug  off  in  an  outrig- 
ger or  any  other  ra- 
cing craft.  The  boats 
— such  as  I actually 
saw— were  of  the  old-fashioned  broad-bot- 
tomed, safety -assn ring  sort,  highly  paint- 
ed and  glided,  and  scarlet-cushioned,  but 
not  sportive  in  the  least. 

Having  now  come  pretty  nearly  to  the 
end  of  the  list  of  things  to  see  in  and  about 
Amsterdam,  I began  to  plan  a jaunt,  by 
way  of  U trecht,  to  Arnheinc  and  then  along 
through  Brabant  on  to  Maastricht.  Of 
course  other  plans  were  thought  of  and 
weighed  in  the  scale,  but  the.  balance  was 
VOL,  LXIX  — No.  41*.— *4 


in  favor  of  Brabant.  Jacob  was  set  to 
work  to  look  up  bis  trains,  and  find  out 
any  tiling  of  interest,  and  prepare  gener- 
ally. We  found  that  we  could  spend  a 
day  or  two  at  Utrecht  with  great  profit, 
as  there  are  so  many  fine  things  of  ar- 
tistic interest  in  and  about  the  place  gen- 
era lly. 

1 can’t  say  much  for  the  way  Utrecht 
“leads  up"  to  her  attractions,  from  the 
Amsterdam  side  at  least,  for  a more  unin- 
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strip  of  vOimtvy  I never  beheld,  make  you  i 

.It:  i&  £oq>i  'j  pUiyew  week  wllep 

t v»r{.  \ hm  i say  of  it  m n friend  said  of  ’ inn  wu*  m tin*  thk> 

jrds  Liiii  hte  lancdiij-pn  givt«&&  were  : the  sueeeAHfuI  rmud 

?-ut li*  r >hy.  of  — " Do  have  some  more  : jj  ‘ttwistou  their  par* 
u isn't  very  yno<h  hut  there's  lots  of  it/'  j increased'  m spe^l 
IJtm-hf  i*  gvtymui  bright  etiungh,  but  that  ■ though?  of  staying 
nujpression  may  have  beeti  partly  awing*  ; an  to  Aniheim  pi 
in  the  Jimnotonons  prelude  la  il,  uni?  p*m-'j  As  this  row  ihetva 
Iy  to  the  hie t that  it  wiair  iparksiilnjv  [ ^omthtmioii  with 
There  is  a large  nnd  curious  vanal  run  1 -.eon id  easily  catch  ; 
*&mj£  th^owu / with  a - " ~ 

t wuAstbry  Vjiiay  .alongshle  it 


k in  d v if 

I t mmml 


1,  and  lots  of 


„,  r 

euhn\  ami  plenty  of  possibilities  in  the  to  itm  gorged  iuu.  whose  hurried  Iptei, 

< way  .of  sketching.  There  was  a lively  siiemeil  r$vi?i\  0mI  in  taftre.  tmr  /mom, Amd 
feb  market:  at  a bustling  corner  of  itt  and  we  sped  do  our  wnittng  Wid  jtesh  tu 
ibt  re  uuisi  have  hern  a mi raculons  catch  luma  I should  havr  enjoyed  the  duy- 
nj t praWtis  ami  shrimps  the  day  before,  tight  view  of  the  edutiiry  snon 

somew here  near  D tree bh  l n'eve^ssaW  such  speeding  through.  It  looked  in.  the  dim 
an  nyerihw  of  thcim  The  very  dixryW.m  t wilight  to  be  of  u more  varied  ehiwuu.fr 
redolent  and  pink  with  them,  /TJiey  omri  ihan  thai  we  came  past  in  the  early  moity 
he  very  indigesHMeio  Dutch  fWk.mh^r  or  | oil**, ,; 

many- -would  have  died  that  day,  judging  / Amheim  struck  nif-  as  cool  and  Owh 
front  the  freo  and  vm.vi  hired  oon^umpihyU  a>i(S  eahn  after  I be  racket  of  tJlroehi 
of  iheiii  hy  ihh  general  populate.  They  The  liot^d.  of  a different  stamp, 

Were-  catyvnUr  f hem  away  in  paper  sacks,  It  was  {p  n good  Hague  Imtehwvith  n 
and  id  their  wide  ‘breeches  pickets  with/  .landlord  welcoming  you  in  good  sound, 
ipht  any  sank,  It  seamed  to  h&  only  CH^  , 3&h4i$U&UiT$R  t-lKt  fHat^AnU  Ar^rc1  .nyom 
very  finicky,.  mhl  svitji  4nj«  of 

h>  klUf  and  thos&  not  hungry,  \sim  fonk  the  Imigfthi&i  -w  tltaf  ong  e^itld  mAke 
• * l V be  (ore  en  tin  g t li  ein . A ^nVdr^m^ 

long  fatiguing  iuavket  day  will  somehow  i ^ »ut  of  Duteh  h>r  iln-  rnouient.  The  hotel 


701 


ARTIST  STROLLS  IN  HOLLAND. 


wa»s  not  in  the  heart  of  the  town,  but  just  j decided  tone  of  the  hosiers’  startling  goods, 
on  the  upland  slope  near  to  the  Rhine.  ! he  can  always  keep  Iris  coin  pretty  intact 
After  our  quiet  little  nicely  served  dinner  j about  him  in  these  places.  If  one  has  to 
we  felt,  so  refreshed  and  washed  clean  of  1 be  thought  a foot  in  any  given  direction, 
“the  toils  of  the  day  and  the  din  of  the  j he  is  safer  from  temptation  if  his  foolery 
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fair,1'  that  we  took  our  soothing  ^^^d.:b6jnthtngs^a$athetic.  The  tempting  shops 
and  fcirol led  out  into  the  peaceful  star-lit  —nay,  even  the  towns  containing  such- 
air.  are  fVw  and  far  between,  when  once  one 

The  shops  of  A rnheim  were  still  ablaze,  has  left  the  Hague  and  Amsterdam  behind, 
and  inviting  the  passer-by  to  indulge  in  all  Arnheim  is  a very  wealthy  and  exelu- 
sorts  of  articles  of  luxury  and  superfluity,  si ve  town,  with  many  costly  and  imposing 
I never  saw  streets  of  shops  tilled  with  $o  residences  therein  (that  is.  the  new  part  of 
many  things  I never  hope  to  covet  as  I it).  There  is  little  of  Dutch  character  in 
ha  ve1  remarked  in  some  of  the  Dutch  towns  any  of  the  various  orders  of  mixed  arehi- 
of  minor  import.  I f one  is  happily  indif-  tecture  that  one  sees  ; the  houses  and  villas 
ferent  to  the  splendid  hut  splurgy  nicer  are  mostly  modern,  like  the  fortunes  of 
Hchaum,  or  qu aimed  by  the  show  of  fat  the  owners  The  prevailing  style  is  the 
confectionery,  or  undated  by  the  poUm-  French  private : hotel  of  the  provinces,  hut 
tious  and  hollow  jewelry,  or  scared  by  (he  with  certain  classic  variations.  One  isixey- 
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eloquent  clatnpr 

^/"l^feaUlijg;  earilfon  minute**: 

;$tee  smmi  were  r&tk*x  damp 

ami  odorous,  us  well  .\jfe  impressive  and 
grand,  and  after  a certain  lime  the  dump 
and  the,  M •whiffs'  seem  to  }.ncm^  mid 

(,w  out  of  all  proportion  to  One-inal 

i mpressi  fyp%ss& ; tefi  & narrow  over- 

shadowed streets.  and  sought  (he  great 
square  near  b}\  It  >vas  a fine  open  spa-r. 
with  borders . Qt  'ttiQe&r  fthhfft  it ) itjrijtl  Some 
good  pi  d hou^^-hOth|^  V &$■' 

ornate  UuQ  I could  make  /^ul^in^th^.dTO- 
halMurlit,  hut  at  y?&&  All  open  ami  .fresh, 
and  evideiitly  T liter  nugrkete 

are  held  here.  stud.  to-mornne  w*  wUi-'ao^ 
a 4.  wait  in  ;p>o  - 

tieiie^;;'r  ^coh  ;kepf  avolo^i.xhqg-  /or  the 
present  de^eHu.q  >;>f  ftp:  'sqmiccv 

evidently'  disappointed  with  m-y  tepid  n4- 
miration  of  the  li  swell  quarter*  of  (he 
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the  like  of  for  quaintness  in  fine  weather, 
scurrying  groups  of  figures  with  ^cling- 
ing draperies*  swishing  with  the  wet. 
There  are  always  friendly  porch  ways 
to  get  under  and  out  of  it  yourself;  or 
sometimes,  better  still,  one  can  find  a con* 
vcuient  cafe  “giving  on’1  the  biggest 
crowd  ou  the  square;  there  may  be  an 


wavered  in  snaky  reflections  on  its  slowly 
swirling  tide. 

“On  such  a night  stoo<l  Dido, 

With  a willow  iu  ltcr  hand.11 

I thought  of  a certain  broad  river  miles 
and  miles  away*  and  iu  less  than  two 
minutes  began  to  turn  sadly  homesick. 


roncii  ok  thk  m.rn/8  oousk,  arnukim 


unoccupied  table  by  the  window  nearest 
the  street,  and  by  ordering  a few  cups  of 
coffee  and  a cigar  you  have  & splendid 
chance  to  sketch  for  hours  unbotliered. 
We  often  did  this,  as  we  got  rest,  refresh- 
ment*  and  shelter  all  at  the  same  easy 
rate.  And  the  waiter  will  not  mind  you 
if  you  tip  him  with  a few"  mixed  metals 
of  the  coinage.  I once  Isnight  a new 
sketch-book  (in  fact  we  were  always  buy- 
ing new  sketch*  books,  Abbey  and  I,  the 
Dutch  paper  is  so  enticing  and  cheap), 


4iTake  me  away,  Jacob.  This  will 
serve  for  our  first  evening  at  Arnheim." 
There  is  nothing  like  a cozy,  well-kept  ho- 
tel to  neutralize  a tendency  to  home- 
sickness. Ours  was  most  comfortable 
and  amusing.  The  landlord  knew  Jacob 
like  a first  cousin  (us  usual),  and  there 
was  uo  lack  of  attention  and  kindness. 

Next  day  was  somewhat  showery  and 
blowy.  We  wen  tout  ail  the  same,  and  en- 
joyed it.  There  are  certain  effects  and  in- 
cidents out  in  the  rain  that  one  never  sees 
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beg*an  to  suspect,  also,  some  dreadful  flash 
of  humor  in  the  by-gone  builder  of  the 
house  in  thus  making  him  support  his 
character  of  arch  fiend.  Anyway,  joke 
or  no,  there  they  were,  the  j>oor  devils, 
and  had  been  for  centuries,  grinning  un- 
der their  load  of  ponderous  arch  for  their 
sins.  The  good  people  of  the  town  were 
in  no  way  disposed  to  treat  the  effigies 
with  scorn  or  contumely;  in  fact,  they 
had  given  them  every  kindly  can*  that 
images  could  expect.  Each  longe nduring 
demon  had  ju.st  had  the  fresh  ointment 
of  healing  putty  jammed  into  his  gaping 
wounds  and  cracks,  and  his  parched  and 
scaling  hide  treated  to  a salve  of  fawn- 
colored  paint;  and  both  the  devils  and 
the  archway,  and  even  the  whole  house 
front,  shone  again  from  the  effects  of  that 
restoring  agency.  I stood  under  the  porch 
and  sketched  it  and  various  other  things, 
and  managed  to  imprint  a large  blotch  of 
fresh  fawn -color  on  my  shoulder,  and 
that  was  about  all  the  awful  impression 
the  house  of  the  demons  made  on  me.  It 
has  a long  and  grisly  history.  I went 
into  it  no  further  than  the  various  guide- 
books could  take  me.  It  seemed  veiled 
in  more  mystery  than  I had  time  or  de- 
sire to  fathom  just  then  I shall  always 


and  I stood  by  the  window  of  the  shop  to 
try  it  on  u passer-by.  The  obliging  book- 
seller offeml  me  a chair,  and  1 sat  in 
that  window  bay  all  afternoon,  and  half 
filled  that  book,  and  bought  a few  more. 
Rainy  days  are  the  best  for  going  into  a 
crowded  Dutch  market-place.  A railway 
station  is  a lovely  place,  too,  to  catch  the 
fleeting  types  of  costume  and  character; 
thc3'  sit  and  stand  about  at  your  mercy", 
waiting  for  their  trains.  One  has  only"  to 
get  a corner  seat  and  his  back  well  jammed 
in  a corner,  so  that  he  can  t l>e  overlook- 
ed, and,  my  word  for  it,  there  is  good  sport 
to  be  had. 

The  evil-reputed,  grim  “ Devil's  House"' 
stands  in  the  square  just  hack  of  the  ca- 
thedral. I was  prepared  with  my  most 
sympathetic  shudder,  after  all  the  tales  1 
had  heard  of  it  We  had  come  upon  it 
unawares  to  me,  and  I found  myself  walk- 
ing in  ami  out  under  the  archway  trying 
to  catch  a bit  of  over  the  way,  and  be  out 
of  the  rain.  My  hit  finished.  I began  to 
look  about  me  for  the  first  time,  and  I 
then  began  to  suspect  that  the  huge,  hide- 
ous caricatures  of  the  “mortal  enemy/’ 
each  holdi  ng  a mim  of  overhanging  door- 
wav  on  his  wicked  horned  head,  and  grin 
ninga  grin  of  acute  suffering,  rather  than 
menace  to  affright  the  average  child  of 
man,  was  the  '"‘-arch  - fiend ” himself.  I 
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useful  to  nte  6h  that  djij  of  dpi&sfc  and  fipn  before  the  lost.  There?  ;ro<cs  scarcely  a 
damp,  I tikdiUi  there gather  in  the  jxtf*  fright  giwa.  fir  vwn  the  most  modest 
turwjuv  * passer  by  when  the  figures  hap-  ! iaiarfet,  or  roUmi&  light  blue  umbrella  to 
petted  to  be  worth"  White,  which  wa*  m>t  ■■  gK-fc  a bit  of  poml  <o  the; color  <>f  (hi?  «krW* 
oftet'K  There  is  not  much  in  th*  way  of  ; \y  .tm*v\\r%  groups  srnakmg  IhVie  way  ‘to 
distinctive  dress-  to  be  noted,  especially  | church  or  buck  from  it. 
among  the  ’.natives.-  Down  almig  the  I Down  by  the  Hrm\  however,  there  were 
quays,  among  the  sailor  folk,  % few  stray  ] the  hkmtabte group*  -of  Bumkiy  anglers, 
mar* mri  from  far-rdf  Zeeland  or  Dai k&  *:  Ra*ht  nor  hkih  nor  fear  of  scandal.  awWl 
land  may  enli  ven  the  scene  but  most  of  : them  hr  the  least.  They  seemed  a *ocia- 
the  otlters  fail  fuiMrelyv  feten  the:  street >:  b|e ,set • amtirig.;  themselves  $ ibttv-  was  no 
urchin  i*  far  too .. efctwo o i h;n rn ) to  invite  a peeking  out  » retired  spot,,  and  each  self- 
second  glance.-  The  market-place  had  a j tehly  try  hu*  fe  lure  away  In*  neigh tors 
few  rustics  of  an  aoorsing  pattern  from  1 gudgeon  They  got  /closely'  together  in 
the  smTOundiug-  country,  but  at  the  best  j pleasantly  arranged  groups,  ami  .c  halted 
.n^iUhig  with  ilia  most-^rdiuar^v;  &hd  laUgtel  and  ladtgied  each  prhrr^ 

in  n ZcHdamt  -market'  to wxi.  lines,  ami  Ited.euorrnot^ly,  «<*  doubt,  about 

Tlte  iiit^f  day  >ras  tu4  ouJy  nuuy  uguin,  the  itoh  they  caught  ‘A  ito  oi-h^eday/'  and 
but  it  wm  ^imcloy  v aud  though  that  <hiy  ! scared  to  rather  enjuytbr  hud  th^n 

. f . . .•  .it  i * •»  ._  * v -.■  • i :+  ".'  Vi.,.'.'.. . % .1  • j . .:  . . r_. 


is  rattier  ju.  restless  than  u y^tful  one  in  ; Now  and  again  .ihr;'s*Hi  would  '*trhggJe. 
the  I*ow;  CkxMptri^;  hrmging  odi ' gay  5 throFigli  tite  s3iif!tug  steins  <)f’Vh'^Ttev-iu^:'. 
groups.  pf •;holi.<laA^cladi;  people,  sporting  - turn  to  golden'  iur/e  the  vatjmr  frotn  tik  ^ 
the*?; behold;- family  plate,  in  their  lilruy  slow  dumcoloml  strewn,  and  light  up 
4&ee  m<t  ] ^ntli  a wan  blush  thy  and  y^il^yr 

their  a^vpk  ihrpats  abd  #vripi|ing  In  their  ■ trees  itcross  the  river,  on  the  iki 
msy  ct'ii^v  fidy  somcho’vv  most  of  the  ; meadows  beyondJ • TheMcenc  was  * good 
1>eople  socirn^t K»  think'  such  gaild^  ‘‘had  j hackgmuiul for  the^ager groups  ordshers 
fonn/Vand  only  iiiade  a parade  of  mber  ■ with  thfeir  waving  rods  at  every  atigle 
black?,  or  sad  grays,  and  jackets  of  thefa^h-  j agai  n&t  the  sky  and  water. 


Go.  2 
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wanted  me  to  drive  out  into  the  coun- 
try to  some  wood  or  “ bosck,”  but  I 
too  keenly  remembered  a certain  drive 
through  a certain  Prince's  Wood,  on  a 
damp  autumn  day,  to  wish  to  try  such 
joys  again.  He  then  suggested  the  old 
town  of  Nymegen.  On  that  very  day 
they  would  celebrate  with  all  their  re- 
maining vigor  the  closing  carnival  of  a 
week’s  kermesse. 

Alas!  I had  a too  sorrowful  remem- 
brance of  just  such  a powwow  at  Pur- 
merend,  the  year  before,  to  spring  to  this 
proposal  at  once.  A year,  however,  is  a 
long  time  to  harbor  animosity.  I had 
often  laughed  during  it  over  some  of  the 
wild  scenes  of  that  long  rackety  night. 
Months  afterward,  while  “deep  in  the 
velvet  sinking"  of  a luxurious  couch  near 
to  a gilded  ball-room,  I watched  the  twink- 
ling flash  of  dainty  satin  shoes,  mingled 
with  the  larger  and  more  sustaining  ef- 
fort of  manly  patent-leather,  “chasing 
the  weary  hours  with  flying  feet,"  to  the 
strains  of  the  Coldstream  Band.  Sudden- 
ly there  came  the  wild  refrain  of  that 
pandemonium  of  a fair  at  Dutch  Pur- 
merend — “Le  Beau  Nicholas."  I could 
but  smile  a smile  of  kindly  greeting  to  it. 
I could  hear  the  lusty  Dutch  voices  shout- 
ing, howling,  hurling  out  the  words  in 
broken  French : ‘ ‘ Nicko-lar ! NEEK-o-laar ! 
Ah-ah-ah/"  that  rent  the  maddened  air  all 
that  wild  night.  How  lovely  it  seemed 
now  as  it  spun  about  the  swishing  coat 
tails  and  lace  frillings  in  that  swift  “gar 
lop."  And  to  think  of  how  these  wildly 
prancing  North  Dutch  revellers  had  tried 
to  splinter  the  floors  with  their  great  clogs 
to  every  salient  note  of  it ! 

It  was  not  far  to  Nymegen ; we  could 
be  there  in  time  for  luncheon,  and  then 
see  the  town  and  such  of  the  kermessing 
as  we  liked,  and  then,  if  need  be,  escape 
the  terrors  of  the  inevitable  midnight 
racket  by  taking  the  train  to  Bois-le-Duc. 
I felt  that  I was  not  doing  quite  all  my 
duty  to  Arnheim,  for  I had  heard  that  the 
surrounding  country  is  simply  delightful. 
I consoled  my  conscience  with  a short 
mem. : “ Do  this  place  another  time  earlier 
in  the  season."  And  then  we  gathered 
our  belongings,  and  trained  off  to  festive 
Nymegen.  It  was  not  very  far,  but  it 
seemed  hundreds  of  miles  away  in  differ- 
ences of  character  and  people. 

There  was  not  the  same  form  and  prim- 
ness, the  same  devotion  to  starch  and 
brilliantine,  or  even  to  clothes-brush  and 

Digitized  by  Go  ole 


hair-brush,  in  Nymegen.  Perhaps  it  was 
hardly  fair  to  remark  these  things  with- 
out crediting  the  good  folk  of  Nymegen 
with  a whole  week's  “jubilation."  The 
town  itself  looked  messy  and  “traipsed," 
with  clinging  greasy  mud  of  a sandy  yel- 
low. This  sad  condition  of  things  also 
needs  an  apology,  and,  I might  say,  a sigh 
of  regret  for.  They  were  laying  shoyel 
and  pick  and  blasting  powder  to  the  an- 
cient walls  and  ramparts  of  the  town. 
Bastions  and  towers  and  gateways  and 
moats  were  disappearing  in  dust  and  mud. 
They  were  toppling  over  their  ancient  and 
honorable  defenses  into  the  weedy  ditch, 
and  filling  in  the  stray  holes  with  any 
extra  rubbish  to  give  it  consistency  and 
flavor,  and  then  smoothing  it  all  nicely 
down  and  planting  wispy  trees  and  set- 
ting out  some  chilly  iron  seats,  and  flat- 
tering their  stupid  but  honest  souls  with 
the  idea  that  the  new  boulevard  they  were 
making  would  break  the  hearts  of  the 
modernizing  burghers  of  Arnheim  or 
Bois-le-Duc. 

It  was  a splendid  day  for  fleeting  effects 
of  light  and  shade,  for  wind-blown  move- 
ment and  unstudied  action.  How  the 
vivid  umbrellas  were  fluttered  about,  and 
the  beribboned  caps  and  gay  kerchiefs 
flapped  in  the  breeze ! and  how  jolly  and 
good-natured  they  all  were ! — not  a little 
tangled  and  battered  and  high-tinted  aft- 
er their  week's  hilarity,  some  few  of  them, 
but  still  even  these  seemed  to  have  a good 
stock  of  endurance  left.  Whenever  the 
pulse  of  revelry  was  likely  to  beat  a little 
slowly  there  was  always  ready  a fresh  in- 
flux of  new  blood  to  be  let  into  the  veins 
of  fun.  The  train  we  came  by  was  brim- 
ming over  with  a merry  crowd  from  the 
country  round,  eager  to  let  out  its  rich 
flow  of  pent-up  animal  spirits  wherever 
the  revels  might  seem  to  lag.  The  re- 
freshment booths  were  full ; there  was  not 
much  noise ; every  one  seemed  quietly 
laying  in  a supply  of  “motive  power" for 
the  midnight  fandango,  or  to  repair  the 
lost  tissue  wasted  in  the  whirling  fray  of 
the  previous  night.  The  choice  spirits 
of  Arnheim  and  the  roistering  lads  and 
lasses  of  Bois-le-Duc  had  evidently  come 
in  force  to  dance  for  the  palm  of  endur- 
ance with  what  was  left  of  the  revellers 
of  Nymegen.  There  was  a fine  touch  of 
the  old  fire  of  mediaeval  rivalry  of  town 
and  town  in  it  all;  but  it  was  rather  sad 
and  sinful  on  the  whole.  I felt  as  if  I 
had  gone  knowingly  out  of  my  way  from 

Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


peaceful,  quiet,  prim  Arnhcim  on  purpose 
to  be  shocked.  The  only  concession  I 
could  well  make  to  any  outraged  sense  of 
propriety  was  to  get  out  of  the  thick  of 
the  revellers  as  soon  as  I had  satisfied  a 
modest  amount  of  shocked  curiosity.  We 
went  to  art  excellent  and  quiet  place  for 
lunch— the  Hotel  Boggia,  in  the  market 
square,  the  landlord  speaking  excellent 
English. 

After  that  we  strolled  around  the  outer 


fringe  of  the  fair,  and  into  some  of  the  old 
churches  and  some  of  the  civic  buildings 
in  the  by-squares.  The  old  town -hall  is 
very  picturesque,  and  is  mostly  uninjured 
in  its  best  portions  of  ancient  work.  The 
old  houses  in  the  street*,  are  very  nu- 
merous and  good  ; in  fact,  some  of  them 
strikingly  so.  The  town  slopes  upward 
from  the  river  Waal  to  what  is  quite  a 
notable  hill  in  these  parts.  We  mounted 
this  up  a straggling  tree-shaded  street  to  a 
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fair  “ outsight”  looking  over  miles  of  lev- 
el river-laced  country.  There  is  an  old 
watch-tower  on  this  hill  of  rather  good 
lines,  and  generally  picturesque.  We  sat 
on  a convenient  bench  by  the  tower,  and 
looked  down  upon  the  tree -shaded  river 
and  town.  Nymegen  was  seemingly  rich 
in  parks  and  gardens,  and  the  whole  pan- 
orama was  warmed  and  gilded  with  the 
bronzed  tones  of  the  October  foliage.  The 
distant  hum  of  the  fair  seemed  like  the  buzz 
of  some  great  hive  of  bees,  and  it  was  far 
more  restful.  There  was  a certain  sense- 
enchantment  being  lent  to  the  murmur  of 
the  far-off  throng  by  the  wide  intervening 
stretch  of  russet-leaved  tree-tops.  There 
was  a promise  of  something  to  note  down 
by  the  river-side,  where  a couple  of  large 
ferry-boats  were  plying  to  and  fro  from 
the  other  shore  with  more  revellers  for 
the  kermesse.  We  wended  our  way  to 
the  river  to  see  about  it.  Naturally  the 
boats  were  not  things  to  enjoy,  but  the 
passengers  were,  many  of  them,  a rare 
treat.  I regretted  to  note  that  a few  had 
already  been  “ treated,”  and  not  wisely, 
but  too  well.  They  were  all  happy,  how- 
ever, and  good-tempered  even  to  a fault,  if 
one  may  find  a slight  error  in  their  ways. 

The  Dutch  are  so  genial  and  industri- 
ous and  “decent”  generally,  that  one  can 
afford  to  come  upon  a kermesse,  especial- 
ly if  he  goes  out  of  his  way  to  it  now  and 
then,  and  look  at  the  jovial  side  of  their 
picturesque  carouse,  much  as  Teniers  and 
Brouwer  did. 

The  ferry  amused  us  until  it  was  time 
to  ramble  over  to  the  station,  along  the 
sad  line  where  the  ancient  donjons  and 
ramparts  were  grovelling  in  the  fosse 
before  the  coming  steam  tram  and  the  as- 
phalted promenade.  The  train  had  just 
arrived  from  some  near-by  town,  gorged 
with  jubilant  kermessers,  and  as  they 
streamed  out  of  the  station  and  went  pran- 
cing townward,  I was  tempted  to  chant 
with  the  old  cynic  in  the  comic  opera: 

(Aloud:) 

“ Happy  villagers,  dance  away  !’* 

(Aside,  wttk  glee:) 

“ Too  much  exercise  brings  on  cramp, 

Fits,  convulsions,  sudden  death !” 

It  was  a quiet  ride  to  Bois-le-Duc,  or 
“s’Boseh,”  as  you  might  say  if  a na- 
tive. We  arrived  at  the  Golden  Lion 
just  in  time  for  its  “ dobble  tfofe,”  as  Jacob 
fondly  hoped  we  would.  That  worthy 
had  not  been  enjoying  the  day  at  all.  I 
fancy  that  by  dint  of  showing  the  ker- 


messe to  the  wandering  tourist  too  often 
he  was  getting  aweary  of  it  himself. 

Although  a quiet  place  is  usually  grate- 
ful after  the  turmoil  of  a fair,  I must  say 
that  Bois-le-Duc  is  too  much  of  a change. 
The  silent  church-yard  would  not  seem 
very  cold  and  lonesome  after  an  hour  or 
two  of  the  chill,  stagnant,  lifeless  air  that 
hung  over  and  about  us  on  that  sad,  grew- 
some  evening. 

The  squeak  of  the  fiddles  and  the  gen- 
eral racket  still  sung  in  my  ears;  perhaps 
I should  have  been  glad  of  the  buzzing 
echo,  as  it  kept  my  thoughts  from  being 
loaded  down  by  the  all-prevailing  gloom 
of  the  ancient  inn.  It  was  old  enough, 
but  it  had  been  robbed  of  all  the  charm 
that  comes  of  antiquity.  It  was  a senile, 
weak  old  inn,  with  foolish  stairways  and 
doddering  dim  passages,  clean  enough  and 
tolerably  well  kept,  and  the  people  suffi- 
ciently willing  and  attentive ; enough  of 
everything  except  the  charm  that  should  go 
with  its  “period.”  When  the  sad,  serious 
table  d'lidte  had  run  its  courses,  the  de- 
pressed guests  produced  their  damp  green 
cigars  and  favored  us  with  a generous 
stifle  of  acrid  smoke.  They  meant  it  all 
kindly  and  socially  enough,  but  we  did 
not  care  to  join  in  the  general  reek.  The 
chill  outside  air  was  as  near  the  point  of 
complete  saturation  as  the  rain-gauge 
would  go  without  a deluge;  however,  we 
ventured  out  into  it  for  a change  of  at- 
mosphere. There  was  a brilliant  caf6 
open,  and  in  there  we  turned  to  take  our 
coffee,  and  to  see  such  life  as  might  be 
stirring.  The  waiter,  as  a delicate  com- 
pliment to  me,  brought  a London  paper 
weeks  old.  I read  it  all  with  an  approach 
to  wild  joy.  We  then  sought  our  chilly 
inn.  Jacob  had  had  the  happy  fore- 
thought to  order  a fire  in  the  great  ram- 
bling bedroom,  and  as  we  opened  the 
door  it  was  worth  anything  as  a cheering 
surprise.  We  sat  down  before  it  for  an 
hour  or  two,  and  Jacob  actually  wrarmed 
to  himself  again,  and  told  me  a few  “ bon- 
ny chokes”  as  a pleasant  wind-up  to  the 
dreary  evening. 

The  next  day  was  a kind  of  market-day 
for  butter  and  eggs  and  other  good  things 
from  the  fat  farms  about.  The  sun  was 
dispersing  the  clinging  mists,  and  things 
generally  were  emerging  from  the  chill 
dullness.  The  streets  were  alive  with 
movement  and  color,  and  pleasant  with 
busy  chatter.  Jacob  was  beaming  as 
brightly  as  the  rosy  morn  itself.  He  had 
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freshness  seemed  to  have  gone  off  every- 
thing. The  dew  had  dried  from  the  hems 
of  the  manifold  and  ample  skirts  of  the 
dairy-maids,  and  their  crisp  produce  seem- 
ed wilting  under  the  blare  and  heat  of  the 
throng.  I hastened  away  before  the  first 
crisp  impression  on  my  memory  wilted 
also. 

There  was  an  odd  corner  of  the  market- 
place for  “antiques”  in  the  shape  of  odds 
and  ends  of  all  sorts  of  dejected  rubbish. 
All  of  it  had  been  carefully  sorted  over  by 
the  keen  eye  of  the  small  experts,  and 
there  was  nothing  left,  even  for  the  most 
simple  and  confiding  beginner  in  bric-&- 
brac.  There  was  much  clanging  and 
booming  of  the  many  church  bells  every 
few  minutes,  which  reminded  us  that  the 
splendid  old  cathedral  was  far  better  worth 
our  seeing  than  the  turmoil  of  the  butter 
market.  I remembered  that  we  were  in  the 
very  thick  of  the  cream  of  Catholic  Hol- 
land, in  the  capital  of  Brabant  itself, 
which  has  always  been  the  stronghold  of 
the  faith  in  the  Netherlands.  All  through 
Protestant  Holland  the  great  churches 
and  the  cathedrals  are  generally  the  most 
bare  and  uninviting  temples  that  one  can 
imagine,  but  here  they  seem  living,  fer- 
vent things.  There  is  no  mistaking  the 
spirit  of  devotion  and  earnest  faith  one 
sees  here  on  every  side,  whether  one  be- 
lieves in  it  or  not.  There  is  always  some 
grand  old  music  to  hear,  and  generally 
something  picturesque  and  impressive  in 
the  way  of  ceremonial  to  see.  It  was 
pleasant  wandering  in  and  out  as  one  list- 
ed; the  great  baize-covered  door  was  al- 
ways swinging  to  and  fro,  and  crowds 
meandered  in  and  out  as  if  the  church  was 
part  of  the  highway.  The  church  itself 
is  one  of  the  most  important  in  size  and 
architectural  claims  of  any  of  those  of  the 
Netherlands.  It  is  not  so  very  old,  as 
churches  go,  being  built  in  the  early  fif- 
teenth century,  but  it  looks  so  crumbled 
and  mumbled  by  nibbling  Time  that  one 
would  not  be  surprised  (except  judging 
from  its  style)  to  hear  that  it  was  many 
hundreds  older.  The  stone  of  which  it  is 
built  is  so  soft  and  sandy  that  it  seems 
powdering  away  at  every  blast  of  wind. 
There  are  some  very  good  bits  of  wood 
and  stone  carving  inside,  but  there,  too, 
the  stone  is  gradually  being  dusted  away 
by  the  very  action  of  the  air  upon  it. 

The  people  who  were  thronging  the 
place  took  my  interest  almost  entirely 
away  from  the  building  itself.  They  went 


about  their  devotions  as  if  they  gave  their 
whole  being  up  to  what  they  were  doing. 
From  out  the  dimly  lighted  fane,  filled 
with  musky  incense  and  the  thrill  of 
young  singing  voices  and  deep  organ 
tones,  into  the  sunny  air  again. 

We  wandered  out  toward  a park-like 
place  and  sat  under  the  tall  trees.  We 
were  on  part  of  the  old  battlements  com- 
manding a sweep  of  the  surrounding 
country  for  many  miles.  It  was  a low, 
swampy  waste,  too,  most  of  it — so  low 
and  watery  that  for  many  of  the  rainy 
months  of  the  year  it  will  be  like  a vast 
shallow  lake,  entirely  surrounding  the 
town.  It  was  then  fairly  dried  up,  and  I 
hear  they  have  done  much  to  drain  it  in 
late  years.  It  was  all  very  picturesque 
and  agreeable  in  arrangement  of  pool, 
canal,  and  river — a joy  to  the  soul  above 
fears  of  malaria.  There  are  some  good 
old  gateways  and  parts  of  the  old  de- 
fenses still  standing,  and  I really  fancy 
that  as  yet  they  are  unthreatened  with 
improvement.  The  town-hall  is  a good 
worthy  edifice,  with  no  direct  claims  on 
our  gratitude  for  anything  in  the  way  of 
delightful  architecture. 

We  turned  off  from  the  mart  down  to  a 
long  tree-lined  quay.  There  was  a good 
show  of  movement  and  traffic  up  and 
down.  Bois-le-Duc  is  not  a “dead  city,” 
evidently.  We  sat  down  on  a shaded 
seat  for  a while  to  watch  the  unloading  of 
a brick  barge.  This  work  was  being  done 
by  a gang  of  about  twenty  lusty  women. 
They  had  to  run  up  and  down  a rather 
steep  incline  from  the  low-laden  boat  to 
the  top  of  the  high  embankment  with  a 
creel  of  bricks  that  would  have  winded 
many  a stevedore.  They  did  not  seem  to 
mind  it;  they  even  wasted  their  useful 
breath  in  superfluous  laughter  and  chat- 
ter; their  rosy  faces  were  smirched  with 
the  inharmonious  raw  reds  of  brick  dust; 
but  they  were  happy.  I was  allowed  to 
sketch  them  in  peace,  for  a wonder.  They 
were  too  busy  to  wish  to  look  on,  or  even 
to  shy  a section  of  brick  in  our  direction. 
It  was  a scene  of  picturesque  and  often 
statuesque  poses  of  strong,  striking,  but 
mostly  unlovely  movements. 

If  a Watteau  nymph  could  come  to  life 
and  step  from  her  sylvan  groves  in  her 
glow  of  satin  and  snow  of  filmy  lace  to 
this  scene,  how  her  peach-and-cream  flesh 
would  shudder,  her  arched  eyebrows  and 
her  violet  eyes  hide  behind  her  azure  fan, 
when  she  heard  that  these  were  but  low- 
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bbs&es  t*t  ex* 
thor  temple;  and  a 
broad  blade  of  chased 
*?old  get  with  aswojU 
of  bnUiaht*  went  ncro&s  tile  fomHe&d. 
miii  <>v^r it ^1T^^o»wjAg{  ^F  old  JPl<&j»b 

isii  la<)e.  daebb  eu^igtal  tb^m  in  5\vc.‘ot 
ti#  at*  aiul in  ru>  linn*  they 
vn*re  hUer/dumeme:  snuff  and  on  the  lawt 
i>t  tarots.  I was  mekientuUy  nferm]  to 
by.  I bin:  a lid  jay  e&ibng  exnhumah  and 

mystery, 

iifydabbty  We  all  i><>t  oh  dellirhtfMih  Ui 


A HrAT^fe»  CKt>SS* 


lO.pivsh  itMdr  ii!  flnbaml  teavcs.  > tot. lb  my  ';  shmv  us  {he  ! biggest  dairy  - Farm  m the 
to  desire  in the  way .. 'O.F -VAOttntry-:  Jacob  olk'ihfd  lliut they  lvad 
The  ordinary  &hnv  tXTdli  had  /or  me  two  hern  wn  a visit  to  a mimed  dauyditer  at 
advantages : it  wo  aid  tie»rf  y itvkyy  ” Boi^leDito.  nuii  it  tv$ig  t.iiuf  tbuc<  iiu1 

y$ath>n,  :uu|  I rVohfidf  look : nwjbt  Hie;  be-  job!  ludyhad  ever  been  so  far  fwm  home, 
.sides,  it  was  idtVj.M»(a\  and  rousr<n»ent!y  She  fortberinp!^  declared  Mud  it  would  bo 
» enter-  fyiiod  wt;  li  tbo  )*oo)dr  ot  the  cmhiu-  about  her  last  trip*  hs  she  did  not  care  for 
i »’v.  We  uearly  always  "Kent  **T,nn)  or  strange  countries  or  wav#*. 

fids v try-  reason .f  )$$$ c y • >3  was  of  eomitry 

always  n>  cerium  returns  the  better -For  it  throne h my  interest  in  our  fellow-  travel- 
—at -1.  fhbird  mt  wrfftvboak  the  ftUter  1 era.  Oreasmually , how  ever;  I wthdtl  look 
for  it.  In  ndr  srroiid class  eMm^n-tunad  out,  hut  them  would  bv  little  of  marked 
on  tfj«X  day  iJwtxi>  wits  n rfcitgbiful  hid  Variation  ii>om  the  usu^l.  Dutch  landscape 
rou  ble  She  in  f til  1 Hot  laud  hrathit^  The  cottage  were  not  so  fimifib 
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ishing,  ox  the  land  itself  quhv  so  fat  and  inch  scenes,.  Specially  in  .the.  waning 
fertile,  j4<  the  but  it  was  all  very  light  of  Dm*  afternoon.  just  a*  Hu*  crows 
pleasant  amt  • tidy.  The  fields  were  til  led-  were  wending  their  way  toward  the 
with  l^ork^rs,  innxlh  women,  of  course,  ‘ scraggy  wood.  The  streeHog  lines  of 
dl^rWg:  iUflyixi^;  fi&cWtvring,  wised  \l>Uvh-  Slapping  wings  aiul  their  hr*#$- 

mg*  etHtjiig  e^bb&geS.  I chial  note  ^cc ended  welt  ^tlt  fcht*  iinoa 

• :?iid  -sucking  dm  wwnoes,  We  waited  for  ] and  the  eolor  note  of  the  pieture,  Wn 
a gv>o<i  two  hours  at  it  Way 'station.  I for-  ; arrived,  at  Wyk/.the  over- the -river  sub- 
tint  U>  -Moie-rhv  mane.  1 struck  out  into  j lirl>  of  Mea^richt,  just  m Urn  sun  was  go- 
tUr  country  mads.  and  made  ;* . fvO  mites  of  ; big  It  gave  us  the  kindly  chance 

the  lusty  held  hands  who  lead  Ut&rit&dvvK  j of  seeing  the  finely  vsiried  outjmes  of.  the 

m easily  and  ii}  thfc  j 0^|:tvxt4itid,  €>f 

The  tonti&sipe  Itself  was  here  rather  more  j &n  evening  5 As  w,r  turned  to  go 

Belgian,  or  even  French  hi  eh^eter  U van  over  the  ;masrive  old  stone  bridge  we  gb| 
I>utph:  the,  dovr cottage*  with  t:hc: ; the /‘relative  valpe^7’  of  the  gray old 
thiitciied  4wf^v  th«!  jtglil  -yrSia^ y?: .- i SlS* ■ _ f ■ ' with  its  frihgh  belfries,  towem 
the  tuft  uf  sparse  foliage,  atop,  the  simper  i and  [miascte,  -ih  rumbling  roofs,  amt 
and  ^olbrs*!  of  flie  distant  tfhvineh  tmvws  sbarpagain^f 

otid  ^p^x^v  lhr  blue  blouses  .ol;  Thy/med',i.  ' 

tlto  elo se  caps  of  the  women wd  chib 
dheu,  were  good  eiimigh,  but  net  quite 
like  Holland.  The  many  way -side 
*h*dnes  and;^ife^  a differ- 

ent race  and  faith  lu  (lie  strong  ds^uiiV 
ant.  Tim  closely  vshaveu  parish  priest 
wits  ntx  ' itif reiiiie'di, '.  figjqrc:  aloVig  thg 
if iad,  listening  tr»  the  plaints  af  the 
poor,  giving  spiritual  couifort ..  patt lug; 
the  Unify  beads  of  the  ehildreu,  tyuvl 
going  on  his  various  :dttii£sw 

We  always  had  si  cheery  eethbn  Of'PUt4' 

*;■  GcMxl-cidy”  fwmi  therny  ainl  any  ire 
formation  or  pleasant  chat  in  f'micli 
that  we  toiglil  desire.  i was  iuakoig 
a sketch  of  a littfa  maid*  fitovu  *>«*  her 
knees  suiting  Irnrh#  for  the  rabbits  ftt 
home,  when  the  good  cup & strayed 
it pon  the  ^rintev  &infbmkun  n^hrriri''ih; 
the  pmeeedhi^  on  far  m to  hid 

the . tft&id  'to  k££|V  & hide  4 u jet , and  he 
wcnihl  have  favored  u4  with  Imr  fandfy 
history  if  t hild  had  tihiri;;-  pototod 
out  his  ehntyh  fifito  .y 

knot  of.  Hxife  •‘d.rag^ling ' if&r&  :*54an4^* 
enurieHee  in  ilt?:v  hf  ;4^h^iri^ ;:  . T 

.made  a 

to  i ii  vestjgttth-:  thill:  yil  it  l^nk^d 
so  illled  with  jx/^si in  >k{*f<rhinc: 
matter.  We  had  nikuy  rhaug#^  of 
scene  on  that.  day.  It  \ms  riot  a)tl 
^miiing  landseiv|ve  and 
fields.  Wet  pulsed  by  hiihri-  yif  hog 
and  swanip.  -stun ted  forints  of  d wnfi 
birch  an/1  scraggy  pinih .^Vre$;'cif 
rich  peat  landr  with  group*  of  the  dig- 
ge*rs  hiboring  in  the 
and  looking  as  if  fhyy  fikr  • 
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dim  and  .blurred  with  liar  smoke,  was  re-  j that  the  apostles  would  have  done.  . a*  <'/**-.v 
fleeted  iii  1 ti»-  tawny  stream  that  runs  past  : did.  '" 

it.  Iliad  fis>t  much  time  to  admire  if  A j The  old  town  is  far  more  German 
hotel  -omnibus  eoniiuetoc,  chilled  with  • Flemish  in  it*  architectural  h-.u’-um  tiiaa 
waiting  at  the  station,  is  usually  impelled  , Dutch,  The  people  are  far  Ik-hutd  too 
with  a strong  desire  to  show  the  unevpeot-  j Hollanders  iti  cleanliness  and  other  jj§|$ 
ed  giiest*  to  ids  hotel  landlady  as  soon  a#  rjtialitl^  TTie  odtsfde  view fit  ihFlwwk, 
possible,  It)  did  not  tbfc»5  us  long  to  se6  the  old  walls  and  the  gardetis = sMyiug 
our  roddi?,  order  a late  ditiiior,  and  rush  down  to  the  T-iyer,  the  quaint  .shipping-, 
out  again  to  see  the  lust  of  the  tx»sy  -light  and  all  that,  are  quite  worth  | roina  t*» »■». 
before  it  faded  -Ut  ashen  gray  among  the  The  old  churches.  and  the.  one  ohi 
roofs  and  spires  of  the  old  capital  of  Lem-  called  ’*  De  Helpoortc’  we  n-rr  pidur 
b«tg.  We  first  sought  the  great  square  esquei  hut,  for  all  that  it.  has  to  . stunt  pf 
to  sen  the,  cathedral,  said  U?  have  l>een  strictly  Dutch  character,  the  skeWher  m 
eoihritrwred  in  the  days  of  the  Ryrnaf »..««■-'■'  that  direction  had  hotter  keep  k*  Haarlhw, 
rupaikou  The  jxmderoMs.  mas»s  of  epu-fr*-"  Aliddelburg,  and  ftoldreeht  For  *11 TW 
hlihg  sfot«hf»rtni  iiS  R'«<?  Vttlk  of 'the combined  good  q fm  tides  of  a find  old  \rftv 

Aidatidfeh  bg-iyiLkuch  as  edvttjX'hek  hu'U*^ 


4«tte'wetty'Uti:U0» UiefaaUion’al.Xif^£iapt:  . 

hut  it  looks  more  like  » great  work  of  tie-  1 ahi ppi ngi,  people* fho» nd  about, 
fense.  a citadel  rather  than  »-duitvh.'  Th«  ■ I . should  say  that  Dordrecht  would  (ale 
lute-additions  to  it,  during  the  fifteenth  and  ; the  medal  I.  fair,  would  have  gone  tiico 
sixteenth  cento  riVs-.ifcre  those  that  give  it  its  j.  again  on  my  way  home.  fur  at.  Iasi  I twar*J 
ewiesiastical  character,  On  the  wide  open  { of  my  long  'straying’  companion  of  hoi 
square,  lined  with  spreading  shade  trees,  tear  as  being  there  among  a set  of  iwni 
are  held  the  fairs  and  kennesse  revels.  It  j sketchers  stopping  at  the  \*  "White 
was  at  one  time  {lie  rat  bedra  t gwhetofy.  | Euf.  nfy  dwp  lime-  yv»$  vp,  and  I made  die 
but  many  yeais  ago  they  quietly  flagged  ; j interesting  bit  of  Count ry  iwiwrsru  M«u& 
thedead  over  wit])  their  own  gravestone*^  j frieht  and  Flushing  a ssK-riilee  tejtay  «<•»•!« 
and  made  the  place  what  it  is.  Here  the  { tube  at  home.  1 parted,  with  the  faiififul 
old  mediaeval,  pageants  and  pt'oet'.ssion*  ‘‘  Jacob  at  Robsgudaaf.  It  wap  all  j rtxtlii  do 
occurred,  and  here  daring  the  days  of to  prevent  hiio  from  straying  with  oiedowfe 
conflicting  creeds  and  .faiths  '«hFliMthiojp-^.’*'to.  tobk  shoor  you  Idtir  dr 

tiaus  bum  each  other,  quite  persuaded  right  boat.*'  ".'i'  ''.'’V. 


ligitize.2  by  CjQ< 


mm 


TMVHUHi  HIS  I'llWT  tug#, 


KiNcs  roLU<:i.;  K 

THERE  w»s  « time  when  'fiwl  Sviv.-  'Ti'4«  earliest uT'Ki**^ 

the  Kiii?''  was  tin*  fmtfwiat  5»nfhfm  R»r  rrs’G>*ia  of 

Amufica  as  well  as  E'iiuIrmI.  Then  >-»me  T Vjijii y Cimrch,  tu  the  ycni?  LTC.,  whop  tint 
the  difiHjr*  to  ” Hall  Columbia  C The  J rector  ^ht  »'Hiik>tis  urn’ <lmviv?i.lo  Wait 
Chaus'*'  was  irlifcit'il  flmvt.ly  in  th«i  Iumiu'  upon  Lori)  ( onilmry , Uicri  Omi'Mior  of 
<»f  bvirnhi.i';  which  is  nmvtakipK ,?t&  prnubr ' this  kHinV  wjmt 

place  iu  Skm  York  as  ibc  mi4.r<>pwijtaii  part,  of  “tin?  KiuCVi  hVini.-.".  then  v,ai<al 
University.  Until  17X4.  "Co)  n ut^H  i a,"  i.u  Trimly  I'/i.ir.  l,  |u.ir?  brou  ii<!evifioil  for 
as  tin-  coilcKK  iiiini  now biwint  it.  etas  eitUeti  ( ihy  peopvwrsi  eulliop- 

Ktrisr’s  Tim  aiifjAvtsf  iTors  «ot  >$on 

wit  h ftp  ' thin?  SH'tiiS  tn  have  )>ccn  tlppe,  lilt  1746, 

lorblv  «t  d.th  of  tk*'  ftUtvst'  isiatiis  ' avlwii  ;*n  in;f  wax  ‘pavseil  " for  raisin?  the 

-A  ,Vo«;fi?er  : sttip  .nf  tyy  a public  lotfitcy  for  this 

<ff  n lotsiov  .suv;,»viy  the  .Hfraju),  Ltmjfou,  .md  towuril  th<)  fmunlin?  of  a volk-iie 
»cj4  is.  ;n  i).s  iooile-4  way,  also  a n>l4m  i\  ithiii  the  *imi * " By  .1.7*1,  £3443  }**.  lm<J 
politan  . university.  ; bw a;  coift imh:  I . .<•  I bc.-Tipi-oscS  of  ivvolleg-e; 

lit  LKiX  -v<,  il  l -45 
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forms  led  him  finally  to  lhelV&y*r- 
•hpok,  v^hich  caused  bis  conyeisiuti  UT. 
Eipiik?»pji»py.  Hi*  enforced  ?*>y  $££  to 
England  for  the  ]>Urf>Ose  of  $0p£ 
orckit led  brought  him  into  r>:ntt;*«o. 
i$Slk  the  in osl  cultivated  of  the  i-WC 
Jisk  clergy,  and  their  letters,  $ti  (1  ex- 
hiintvi$hi)-A;  the  very  high  e^te^ii.and 
regard  they  erAerlai  (ohI  for  hitn. 

Reluming  after  an .^U^re-  of  tm 
UKmih^  be  settled  down  feim  parish 
w mrk  "•  M?»  two  twms  Tvere  fewfl*  tft 
ffSTuruJ  Jl#i;  Wish  tag' them  to  V 
thoroughly  educed:  he 

to  educate  them  hjutstdf.  *md  for  tln‘iir 
ad  vaijlage^  a^  well  as  h hv-nwh*  he  took 
also  as  pupils  the  sons  of  .sev  eral  me 
ileuieit  of  New  Ykrk  ta/hj  Afha&y 
At  fbeUgeof  Uiirteeu  )0a!civ43f  liis^QM 
: . , wjtS  admitlcd  C-QUeg* 

XtekijgU  ^ hy  tin? 

fouiidei^  of  College,  I>  db|ii> 

sou  was ;v% 'loath,  muojtv^  b&fo.t«d- 
eollege*  And  uotle^e  life.  b>  Jcare  da* 
Rtemry  -ease  and  culm  repose  < 


joasmy. 


gity  aiid  the  vsdnity  of  the 
The  dread  of  this  di&tfc**  was’  itself  a 
disease  with  llot?  :w<crthy.  gyuilerimu. 
and  ^em£  almost:  b^  to  uM)f 

to  \ln v\  who  h~*rgei  v.  hM  & dreadful  sceur^e 
this  was  m tiw  early  of  New  York 
H ipi^  full  iiuali 

f 1 ill  <•  It  it'  wrltt'i-l/ii-i/'iW  it'rtiiir.  * vl  ' *«  ALrwi 


SJtSO  8 TOtLEOB. — From  »n  OM  i-rlot. 


Church.  The  charter  also  provided-  that  I dents  who  then-  constituted  Kill's  Col- 
thVfroveraorsyiou]d  i)utvkeiu>ltt^%*‘toeX' | lege.  /Their  tiaroes.  .-were  'V'er* 

.elude  any  Person  of  a ay  religions  Dunom-  planch,  khwn»^  Philip  Wit 

ination  whatever  fro xn  equal  Liberty  «rtd  Cortlandt, 'B<ibOr!.  Boyurd.  Bnnmei  Pro 
Advantages,  ot  from  any  of  the  Degrees,  liinrstep,  Hewy  Crageav, 

Liberties,  PHyileges,  Benelits,  or  Iimituni-  ami  Joshua;  ‘RhkhttoL 
ties  of  the  said  College.  on  Account  of  his  class  was  submited.  lm  younger  sor.  was 
particular  Tenets  im  Mutters  of  Religion.”  j empio^d  ^-any&kmfAtitf.  o'- 

President  .Johnson,  also,  in  hw  first  ad-  \.  In . 1755,  Trinity 'Church  granted  Uribe 
vertisemeuv  in  the  New  York  G#2*tiet  of  • college  a piece  of  ground  lm  the  West 
June  3,  i«Yt,  Saul.:  ;.■ I 'Ward/’  bounded  hy  Church.  Barelav,  and 

“'A ml  k ’«  the  daily  «oVs.,„»  it.  the  College,  I /S  M ^ 

Morning  ami  I'.vethuj*,  it.  is  proposed  that  it  ' 'f 1 <50U^,tl‘*tl  that  the  lyesi. 

sli<uil<l  or*  linn rily  co?> *»*!-.  <>t  *>u<:h  a ciiii^cti^Ti  ' tvms.uuu  lil w&ys.  b&  % ot  ibo: 

Li>^fi«..rr^^  aml  rriri^oe  LCuir^.v  Episcopal  Cluiroh,  atid  that-  ih*  ’’oU*ge 
%\f  ibe  ^fa’uroli  M -aro  for  tiio  mwt  \ prayed  sbotfld  from  the  Fmyet- 

■ tout  :H«iy  St  riptureH,  *u4  such  »Am|book;  T.hc  • the* $$yn  of 

&&mvl  Mfi  by  flie  Trustee??  ft*  b<i  m ft**?  Uvst  , tea  shillings,  and  art  annual  of  a 

Manner  expre^ ive  of  our  c^u«iMb*v€lu^tiiAij'»-  J pepper 


I’k  Jr  ^u^eeted  fet  the 


Ijfera 


coppf; f ; ck< / ^ « on  r i vn g *, 
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of  the  judges  of  the  Supreme  Court.  Re-  | 
sides  the  sixteen  ex  officio  governors*  the  | 
following  twenty -four  gentlemen  had  J 
been  appointed  : Joseph  Murray,  Henry 
Beekman.  John  Watts,  James  De  Laneey, 
Oliver  Do  Lanoey,  David  Clarkson.  Joseph 
Robinson,  Joseph  Reade,  Leonard  Lispen- 
ard  (whose names  still  live  in  the  names  of 
our  streets),  Benjamin  NicolJ  (a  step-son  of 
President  Johnson),  Archibald  Kennedy, 
Josiali  Martin,  Paul  Richard,  John  Cru- 
ger,  Henry  Cruger,  William  W alien,  Phil- 
ip Yerplanck,  Frederic  Philipse,  James 
Livingston,  William  Livingston,  John 
Livingston,  Nathaniel  Marston,  Joseph 
Haynes,  and  Abraham  Lodge.  They  held 
their  first  meeting  May  17,  1755,  and  June 
3 adopted  the  college  seal  now  so  familiar. 

The  governors  decided  to  build,  for 
college  purposes,  a **  lime  house,  " 180  feet 
by  30 . T w<  > pi  a ns  w ere  presen  ted . W i tl  i 
reckless  liberality  they  selected  that  which 
had  a cupola.  This  cupola  was  long  sur- 
mounted by  a copper  crown,  still  to  be 
seen  in  the  library  of  Columbia  College. 
Sir  Stratford  Canning,  who.  under  the 
name  of  Lord  Stratford  de  Redelift’e.  was 
for  so  many  years  all-powerful  at  Con- 
stantinople, and  who  was  himself  a scholar 
of  King's  College,  Cambridge,  was  shown 
this  Old  crown  of  our  King's  College  by 
Professor  MeVickar  in  1820.  Turning 
gravely  to  the  professor,  he  said,  4 v You 
should  preserve  that  crown  carefully,  sir, 
for  you  republicans  will  by-und-by  need  a 
crow  tl  " It  was  determined  to  locate  the 


| college  building  4 4 in  the  skirts  of  the  eityj1 
I on  the  land  granted  by  Trinity  Church, 
j and  the  first  stone,  with  a suitable  inscrip- 
tion,* was  laid  on  the  23d  of  August,  1756, 
by  the  Governor,  Sir  Charles  Hardy,  the 
bluff  old  sea-captain,  who  next  year  was 
made  Rear-Admiral  of  the  Blue.  When 
he  came  first  to  the  province  the  enemies 
of  the  college  tried  hard  to  win  him  over, 
but  he  decided  in  its  favor,  and  emphasized 
his  decision  by  presenting  to  it  £500, 

In  November,  1755,  President  Johnson’s 
younger  son  went  to  England  to  be  or- 
dained. and  Mr.  Leonard  Cutting,  a grad- 
uate of  Eton  and  of  Oxford,  took  his  place 
as  tutor.  In  September  following.  Presi- 
dent Johnson  received  the  terrible  news 
of  his  son’s  death  by  small -pox  in  Lon- 
don, and  the  appearance  of  that  disease  in 
New  York  city  drove  him  to  Westches- 
ter. He  left  the  thirty  pupils  in  the  three 
classes  in  charge  of  Mr.  Cutting,  to  whom 
Mr.  Daniel  Treadwell,  a graduate  of  Har- 
vard College  was  added  as  an  assistant, 
with  the  title  of  Professor  of  Mathematics 
and  Natural  Philosophy. 

The  president's  enemy  did  not  desert  him 
even  in  his  rural  ret  reat,  for  in  March,  1758, 
lie  wrote,  with  grim  humor,  to  his  son: 

**  The  young  fellows  here  purposely  take  the 
#iimilI-pox  so  much,  that  I Iwdieve  we  can  not 
be  any  longer  safer  here  thau  at  town.” 


* When  the  old  college  was  torn  down,  la  185*, 
this  eonaer  stone  was  preserved,  and  it  is  now  care- 

fully imbedded  in  the  wall  of  the  college  chapel 
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But  in  running  away  from  small-pox 
he  had  invited  more  insidious  danger,  for 
his  wife,  to  whom  he  was  tenderly  at- 
tached, died  on  the  1st  of  June,  1758,  of 
consumption,  following  upon  malarial  fe- 
ver contracted  in  Westchester. 

As  it  had  already  “ been  decided  to  hold 
the  first  Commencement  of  the  college  on 
the  21st  of  June,  and  President  Johnson 
was  desirous  of  having  his  students  make 
a good  appearance,  he  turned  resolutely 
from  his  domestic  grief,  and  set  himself 
seriously  at  work  to  prepare  for  this  occa- 
sion. The  graduating  class  numbered 
eight,  and  the  two  tutors,  Cutting  and 
Treadwell,  with  eleven  other  gentlemen, 
were  admitted  to  the  degree  of  Master  of 
Arts.  ”* 

The  second  Commencement  of  the  col- 
lege, in  1759,  was  necessarily  private,  only 
one  student  being  admitted  to  the  degree 
of  Bachelor  of  Arts.  How  lonesome  Epe- 
netus  Townsend  must  have  been! 

In  the  records  of  the  college  are  some 
quaint  remarks  about  certain  of  his  com- 
panions who  began  their  college  life  with 
him,  but  afterward  left  him  in  the  lurch. 
Of  one  it  is  said  that  “ in  his  third  year  he 
went  to  Philadelphia  College” ; of  anoth- 
er, that  “ about  the  middle  of  his  second 
year  he  went  into  the  army” ; of  another, 
that  he,  “after  three  years,  went  to  mer- 
chandise”; of  another,  that  “after  about 
two  years  he  went  privateering”  ;t  and  of 

• Beardsley’9  excellent  life  of  Dr.  Johnson. 

f Privateering  was  at  this  time  fashionable  on 
both  sides  of  the  Atlantic.  The  Manual  of  the  Com- 
mon Council  for  1870  gives  a list  of  those  engaged 
in  privateering  from  the  port  of  New  York,  which 
includes  the  names  of  almost  all  the  best  families 
in  the  city. 


another,  that  “after  three  years  he  went 
to  nothing.” 

Meanwhile  the  college  building  “was 
going  on  vigorously,”  and  soon  afterward 
the  Board  of  Foreign  Missions  granted  the 
college  £500. 

In  the  fall  of  1759  President  Johnson 
again  ran  away  front  the  small  pox,  this 
time  to  Stratford.  Returning  to  the  city 
in  May,  he  found  that  his  long  absence  and 
the  loss  of  his  “best  tutor”  had  been  a seri- 
ous detriment  to  the  institution.  Several 
of  the  students  withdrew,  and  the  future 
was  gloomy.  All  his  energy  was  needed 
to  recover  from  these  losses,  and  get  back 
the  confidence  of  those  who  had  grown 
lukewarm. 

The  college  building,  three  stories  high, 
“in  a delightful  situation”  near  the  river, 
was  so  far  completed  that  he  moved  into 
it,  and  “set  up  housekeeping  and  tuition 
there,”  being  the  first  to  live  in  King’s 
College,  as  he  had  been  the  first  to  live  in 
Yale  College,  “a  little  more  than  forty 
years  before.”  The  officers  and  students 
also  began  this  year  (1760)  to  mess  in  the 
college. 

In  May,  1762,  Dr.  James  Jay  was  made 
solicitor  for  the  college  in  England.  This 
arrangement  brought  nearly  £6000,  in- 
cluding a special  donation  of  £600  from 
his  Majesty  George  III.  About  this  time 
also  Mr.  Joseph  Murray  bequeathed  his  es- 
tate of  £9000  to  the  college.  This  helped 
to  furnish  the  library  already  started,  Rev. 
Dr.  Bristowe,  of  England,  having  previ- 
ously bequeathed  his  own  library  of  1500 
volumes. 

At  the  fifth  Commencement  Dr.  John- 
son was  carried  to  the  chapel  in  a close 
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I teen ' day#  of  dlji;  eipt^UiC'e  . iv 

proper  AeHden nail  ilubi if  m list 
id  \vhudib#$haib 
always.  apfiewr  undess  be  intye 
leave  fiopt  liift p^ideat  *>r;.ftu 
tors),  under  the  twfr 

mUiug*  for  the  first. 
and  so  In  proportiQii  fdf  tHle- 
qaale  exerefee^b\T  Each  alib 
dept  iitUgf  ^ attend  and 

eymuitg  prayer&lp  the  college., 
and  also  plthl i.c  worship  on  the 
Lord's  Day. . , , under  penalty  of 
iody  pdbee  tor  ckutii  dniigsion,  or 
propoidminite  exerc^e* ’r  Thret? -quarter* 
of  an  hour  allowed  foi^  ln^kfust,  an 

hour  ami  a half  for  dinner,  and  from  even- 
ipp  prayer^  to  beddinie  for  rWre^iioh. 

Th&  j4  - fH>tifi  ..ff ri f?»;:. &F1&  :apt*M  t in 

books  to  reward  the  dUiyeat  Tardiness 
kt.  : sl  shall  bring  & fine  0< 

’ w ,t wb  ' / or  the  fiy&t  hairdibAr/1  four 

fojf  the  m*ei>>id,  eto*  are 

t*>  be  locked  Hi  10  Stmnrier  and  # in 

OonVing  iii  after  llns  shall  bring 

ope 

Otc.  Gretting 


4ivi.es  eot*pm 


carriage,,  throtigb  ffe&r  of  f he  #nnall  pox . 

Tfm  neXt  ye&y  the  d^aded  disease  seized 
u pop  m SvX’Qnd  ytlfe  f tlib  iliOl  her  of  his 
W\  fe' } y pit  d lie  r i<>sy  f *^i  ef led  t b 4 # 
weufjhm  of ' >l&  h>u&  d^&hnoti  to  re* 

#Tg?*  !>K  rfBipre^id^yiL  After  ccluyt*; 

;|w§  i^dyaititiOiiy  the  gby- 
hrrntrs  rnkdi  ' him  a yearly  pivushm  of 
riiueli  nmks  in 

ahr*y  With  ihbif  A> to th e thhu  tlieir  Wish- 

ts.  At  A}i$\mwv . .ISry.'j  wipter. 

3 qhn.sbn t esi ^iiaUvb  ;y»r*a^  tdf hhun e^id,  & ] a fine  of  sixpence  for  the  first  hour 
plan  was  adopted  fur  the  ost^ldiAhi>u?bt  | shilling  fur  the  seermd 
ni  ik  grammar  sehool  ri>  'vimeeUdn  with  through.  ilnV  cmllege  fence  or  over  it  shall 
the  enlk-yv  and  it  w opened  not  hon::  ; iulnir  tin*  same  penaUies. 
afterward  under  Hie  yhm-ge  of  Mr.  >bd  • ) In  1 Tith  a bvldning  ri)dAYiis  plaoed  upon 
tUevc - Cushing ;of  C'Lnrl.^KowTe  Mass.  ;' 'lire  eu liege,  probably  the  find  over  erected 

Oh  ih»  i Jt L of  April.  iTi\:>.  Ur.-  'bteyV  j ip  the, city.  Or»i vis  wvrd  nln*  givon  m 
•i-'jSiy  jli^' • ft  ••*■  ^ = :.r;‘ to:  t 

tXvfb.^tywMy  n%Wti  pmu»U/Tit  of  the  ijfd'. A ti«U  From  this  lone  rnust  lmTOalated  those 
h*g;v.  lb:  vva;^  thiTi  mmO/'  t weniy  ;e^ht  j-.run/jr  I'mdiuj.-:  .ami  syeanvures  tbai  fuse  m 
yfcut xv  «f  but  b?uS  been  highly  goodly  itiXennt  tfae  OoJlegv  Gmso.  and 

>5Uddm^d: |^v' . Thddj!^%V»s.hnp’  of  .^Atafee*-  - Abdderetl  imm  the  snnm.u4r  giui  so  many 
bury,  lueldy  VlmogOt  ot  !>v  {?resi<bnn.  g^uu-rafi  n>>.  <4  st u-hait.:-. 
vi-.-nixP!.,  and  had  been  ha- a y-ar*  Vyuir^.  ‘i'h:r  hi*st  ifiearea.  of  any  OMSK’  at  Gem- 
*)r  \ha\il  i ibh>sv\}>ii  \ ip  i lu:  ik  dirge  hb-neeinbiif  is  ha  ireA. 

Aube  2 iXb'frUm  trii£toefo  y ;I£»  JTivf.  twenty  four  ihmi^and  nem^of 

,r  Kwpifwf,  Th#i£  *i  tetter  f»f  inaukH  he  %7ntte  temi  v^iirte  gmreted  to  Ivfpg  * t\^tfyge  by 
i.i  to,>.  Rii-hi  H^ii’  ‘ Vidh/.fa  tli.i  tbf  hu-<  gian  the  proymce.  This  pnucoly  gift  was  ?m- 
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fortunate! v located  i»a  the  easierri  part  &f 
the  Shite,  arid  Has  ultimately  melnded  in 
lands  ceded  to  ttie  people  of  Verimnu, 
without,  any  compeu%tk>p  ’■>£ 
ing  made  to  the  call  ego.  The  of 

leasing  the  proper  ty  in  the  city  for  twenty 
one  yeans,  as  a} lo yrml  hr  churler,  seems  to 
hark been  begun  the  prfeyfpd**  fiW. 

In  17(H)  the  first  hiedical  cot'h^o  \ya$ 
founded  inider  the  aU^pi^M  pf  lving’s  Ctd- 
'.partly  in' ; pf thPeu * 
thusu^mj  aroused’  hyy&IS'  k>f  T>r. 

Bard  at  the  college  , 0>mp*eneenkud, 

Front  his  eloquorii  dl^>Ur^e  ^ifso  sprang 
oiiv  present  New  Tdj4c  HtfspihviV 

alias  Black 

Bpr^  no iv  pn^ccTed  i n ttmik' 

in  have 

been oymipOutml i t| J a 1 1 u ar;y%  ITtJ.uml 
24,  tf/P.  From  this  it  is 
exiderftilmt^^pmukB  of  mw progen- 
itors were  wx>ct c t i kt>  our  own. 

Th g f ol low  kp£  > oct i*ac in  will  sulhee : 

■ rejtrnigtndeil  |>uV»~ 
ihdy for ^ havlpg  rhUiB  through  •»•  hole  in 
the  thdi^g<v  i'Viir*e  «t  t wel  ve  b’eloek  4t 

tiigjli*  \V  ' , 

'*»  Jtity  9r  1 7P2.  -X>^— r dint 

w lip  had  gr.»h \i  \)xtjr.  tjm  jt’O  1 1 egy 
Fence  the  | * h>oy dj  j .i$£  The a (t ay , he?  vyix'ri ' 
the  tenor*  q!  :i  and  4 inbatles  were 
reprifwhi&6%  eei0iiH*d  To  mi  a) 

^u(ricilajrnml  ty*eh  to  tr£4t*bfte 

nun  Latin  four  page*  of  Ifc,  FthwfdW.* 

Charily  Sennoii.^ 

“ ■&&;<’$&, } 7'i^h~W^-:~y  ft tr  n o t portoim* 

Ing  lijk V.aentjfdn  h*  or 
dernd  by  yev  (mS'ediOg  vi^n/Oiem.  m tii* inh 
t hi>.L  idol  ^T*u  In  (f iiuishf te  hfd f «>f  the  ^ . ' 
idglu-ll  -Fhieuf  aC  V ^ tl  Lri alt  hy  ye 
hV^l-dtly  td‘  p$it  tilywl's*  )\ };'/  v i s* »;  / • y * *\' ' ; '/ 

I«,  W*  4Y  U^jn^i  ttmt  iuejiiOre. 

wood  «htH(ldlieused  itslued  vpOaJ  takih|t  *i  '0  \ 

its  phve. 

Piy-ihe  Tory  pmuhepi;. 

tricnlam!  m ITT L At  fhajf.  Im*  all  men  > ! they  drew  m'ur  bi>  resdjeucv>,  lion 
mimU  wrrr.  dix-piv  nioved  by  the  great  ! and  ly'ibvn  Trmip,  a fclhuv  snidei 
tpieMhiu  of  liir  Ih  voiatirm,  !Ji‘esuhvnt  • cendcd  ilie  si e]vs,  and  .fearful  lost  ii 
v'ooper  sided  with  the  mother  country,  \ n»om<  id  ^ urnajiau  ihey  ought  cu 
•talking  ;^i»l  wiitii*g  with  hi]  his  jKiwet*  1 sorne  . H^ipJton,  i>>  »u*h>r  la 

against  the  freedom  of  ihe  ruionies.  The  i t)of  pi^ide.u  i «vu»*  Uf  CMVipe.  liauii 
••  fc itU1  ^'i d tidigiKji iOi^: h;igl(6r.diHl'.}i Sjgb * ! ^-rih-d)  with- :groaf  eloqueyige^ -atiM.  h 

er  ogiunsr  MK*)|  duet  wipes,  if  won  finally  4^  \ iioii  ‘’.on  the  < :>  j v-:  y$  u:ripmjirietv  <>! 

tormimnl  .n>  I »e*]%t  n piftir  uieef  Uvg  in  Mm  ■ coud.u*  ’ and  ike  di.sgr;ev  they  \w*e«.  I 


^•'yTotii/g  ;IIumiiton  presently  cm^sctl 
s^drdk;  pi*  with  tiift  <ol Icgt*  pri^i* 
«sb<id&3i2^^il:-  '(ndfeve  at  Hi>f.  Uiot 
np  yyujiff*>  a ptpu  pontd  he  m si  rung  a 
)>amphJek»er.  In  one/  of  ilu?  periods  of 
the  excitement  & Hlierty  mob  appihacli^l 
the  collcgt?  wilh  ihc  purpose mf  lay iiig  yke 


Mi4i^ys  h mm 


* It  i-i  mteu^ri'ig  a*  home  tuul  M i.^ne  W"iii»;,ti..< 

tile  ^V- ithif\-v  ir\y\  rt;M  t'.v  *A:»>  .0  f.-'|MV  ir  (S,|  (fU>. 

ifV.il '{*xi  «-'t'rh  rvn  r'r.«<?^a-jTl  :>  tVn*0  hy r\'.r,:>f»  — > f,if  •>  jTJtf- 
ft  fp>fp’  aoO  altvf  ttav 

llivyor  of  aar  rh  y. 


HAMILTON  ADDRESSING  THE  MOD. 


save  him.  *‘  Iff'  craped  only  half  dress- 
ed over  the  college  fence,  reached  the 
shore  of  t he  Hudson,  and  wandered  along 
the  river- hank  till  near  morning,  when 
lie  found  shelter  in  the  house  of  his 
friend  Mf\  Stuyvesant.  where  he  remain- 
ed for  that  day,  and  during  the  night  fol- 
lowing took  refuge  on  board  the  Kintjfisk- 


er,  an  English  ship  of  war,  in  which  soon 
afterward  he  sailed  for  England/1 

Six  days  after  his  escape,  the  Rev.  Ben- 
jamin Moore,  an  alumnus  of  the  college, 
was  appointed  Pnteses  pro  tempore.  Ow- 
ing to  the  staid  of  alfairs  there  was  no 
public  Commencement,  but  the  degree  of 
Bachelor  of  Arts  was  conferred  on  seven 
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students,  that  of  Master  of  Arts  on  two 
alumni  of  the  college,  and  eight  students 
were  admitted. 

On  the  6th  of  April,  1776,  a message  was 
sent  to  the  treasurer  of  the  college,  signed 
by  Robert  Benson,  and  purporting  to  be 
from  a number  of  men  who  styled  them- 
selves “The  Committee  of  Safety,”  de- 
siring the  governors  to  prepare  the  col- 
lege within  six  days  for  the  reception  of 
troops.  The  students  were  consequently 
dispersed,  the  library  and  apparatus  were 
deposited  in  the  City  Hall,  or  elsewhere, 
and  the  college  edifice  was  thenceforth 
devoted  to  military  purposes  until  the  ar- 
rival of  the  British.  By  them  it  was  used 
as  a military  prison. 

They  crossed  to  New  York  on  Sunday, 
September  15,  1776.  On  Saturday,  Sep- 
tember 21,  a great  fire  broke  out  about  2 
a.m.,  and  raged  from  the  Battery  to  St. 


Paul’s  Church  and  the  college,  having 
been  “arrested  by  the  College  Green  and 
a change  of  wind,”  but  not  before  it  had 
destroyed  “four  hundred  and  ninety-three 
houses — nearly  one-third  of  the  city.” 

The  college  was  doubtless  used  for  mil- 
itary purposes  until  the  British  evacuated 
the  city,  in  November,  1783.  The  history 
of  Kings  College  ends  of  course  with  the 
evacuation,  and  no  establishment  of  learn- 
ing could  win  a higher  eulogy  than  that 
bestowed  by  the  Hon.  Benjamin  F.  Butler, 
who  stood  for  so  many  years  in  the  front 
rank  of  the  New  York  bar:  “The  influ- 
ence of  that  institution  on  the  literary 
character  of  the  State  was  truly  wonderful ; 
for  though  the  whole  number  of  students 
educated  in  the  college  prior  to  1775  was 
but  one  hundred,  many  of  them  attained 
to  the  highest  distinction  in  their  respect- 
ive professions  and  in  public  life.” 


A HOME  OF  TOMMY  ATKINS. 


JT  is  a bright  sunny  morning,  one  of 
those  rare  English  summer  days,  peace- 
ful and  calm,  the  blue  sky  broken  with 
fleecy,  drifting  clouds  casting  their  shad- 
ows on  the  purple  lieatlier-covered  hills 
and  tawny  sandy  valleys,  and  by  the  ev- 
er-changing masses  of  light  and  shade 
lending  even  to  the  monotonous  rows  of 
brown  huts  and  yellow  brick  barracks  of 
Aldershot  camp  something  of  color  and 
of  the  picturesque.  There  is  little  stir- 
ring in  the  straight  side  streets  running 
at  right  angles  with  our  road,  and  lined 
with  their  rows  of  huts,  intersecting  each 
other  with  the  regularity  of  the  squares 
on  a checker-board,  as  it  is  the  hour  of 
drill,  and  the  troops  are  out  on  the  parades 
or  off  at  musketry  drill,  and  we  can  hear 
now  and  then  the  far-off  reports  of  their 
rifles  or  the  distant  blare  of  a bugle,  while 
behind  the  white  tents,  gleamingbrightly 
in  the  sunlight  away  over  under  Peak 
Hill,  where  some  troops  are  lying  under 
canvas,  the  cloud  of  dust  rising  from  the 
“Dust  Hole”  betokens  the  presence  there 
of  the  artillerymen  at  their  morning  ex- 
ercises. We  pass  a guard-house  where 
the  sentry,  rifle  in  hand,  paces  up  and 
down  his  beat,  and  the  soldiers  of  the 
guard  sit  on  benches  on  the  shady  side  of 
the  hut,  lazily  dozing  or  sucking  at  their 
short  pipes.  Now  and  then  we  meet  a 
soldier  engaged  on  some  fatigue  duty;  a 


working  party  in  their  canvas  overalls, 
picks  and  shovels  on  their  shoulders, 
crosses  the  road;  a smart  hussar  orderly, 
his  busby  strapped  under  his  chin,  and 
trappings  clanking  on  his  horse’s  flanks, 
trots  by ; the  hum  of  children’s  voices  from 
the  school-house  near  the  married  soldiers* 
quarters  of  some  regiment  strikes  our  ears ; 
and  in  the  trim  little  gardens  about  the 
officers’  houses  a man  is  working  about 
the  flower  beds.  Passing  the  green  lawns 
and  w'ell-trimmed  hedges  of  the  officers’ 
club  grounds,  we  roll  over  the  bridge 
crossing  the  canal,  catching  a glimpse,  as 
we  do  so,  of  some  boating  man  leisurely 
sculling  over  the  smooth  glassy  surface, 
or  an  occasional  angler,  his  red  jacket  re- 
flected in  the  still  water.  Down  in  a 
pretty  green  valley,  relieving  picturesque- 
ly against  dark  masses  of  trees,  lies  an  in- 
fantry camp,  and  on  its  edge  some  of  the 
men  are  busy  about  the  earthen  ovens 
preparing  the  noonday  meal. 

As  we  turn  a corner  I catch  sight  of 
a body  of  troops  coming  toward  us,  their 
band  playing  an  almost  forgotten  tune, 
an  air  that  I had  often  heard  in  my  own 
country,  and  it  carries  my  memory  back 
to  the  time  when  the  sound  of  martial 
music  was  almost  as  familiar  to  Ameri- 
can ears  as  the  ringing  of  the  church 
bells.  By  their  dark  green  uniforms,  so 
dark  as  to  be  almost  black,  I know  them 
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to  be  riflemen.  They  form  one  of  the 
battalions  of  the  “ King's  Royal  Rifles/’ 
the  “Royal  Americans,”  raised  originally 
in  America,  and  which  served  there  in  the 
French  and  Indian  war,  still  proudly  tear- 
ing on  its  record  the  names  of  some  of  the 
bloody  battles  of  that  conflict,  the  result 
of  which  assured  to  the  British  crown  the 
possession  of  the  Canadas.  We  stop  as 
they  pass,  marching  with  a quick,  ca- 
deuced  step,  middle-sized  sturdy  fellows, 
their  Glengarries  cocked  rakishly  on  one 
side  of  their  heads,  their  sinning  black 
leathers  and  the  silver  ornaments  on  the 
officers1  trappings  gleaming  brightly  in 
the  sunlight.  There  is  a smart,  tidy  look 
about  t he  men  in  spite  of  their  hard  morn* 
mg's  drill  iu  the  “ Long  Valley/5  and  the 
consequent  powdering  of  yellow  dust  they 
have  received,  f watch  them  as  they 
wheel  oil*  the  road , moving  over  the  level 
surface  of  the  “Queen’s  Parade/'  now 
being  crossed  in  various  directions  by  re- 
turning battalions, winding  in  scarlet  lined 
and  glittering  columns  over  the  green 
turf,  while  the  air  is  filled  with  the  scream 


of  the  fifes  and  the  stirring  rattle  of  the 
drums.  As  it  nears  the  lines  of  huts  the 
battalion  halts,  and  a group  of  men,  who 
have  been  awaiting  its  approach,  ad  vances 
and  takes  position  facing  it.  white  at  a 
command  from  their  chief  the  officers 
sheathe  their  sabres,  and  leaving  the 
ranks,  form  an  irregular  semicircle  about 
him.  A measure  of  discipline  is  to  be 
enforced,  and  the  men  are  to  witness  the 
punishment  and  disgrace  of  one  of  their 
number.  The  man,  a sergeant,  a rather 
good-looking  young  fellow,  with  crisp, 
curling  blonde  hair  and  sunburned  face, 
seems  keenly  to  feel  his  position,  as,  under 
guard  of  a soldier  with  drawn  bayonet, 
he  stands  with  bowed  head  and  cap  in 
hand  facing  his  comrades,  while  the  adju- 
tant in  monotonous,  formal  tones  reads 
aloud  the  record  of  his  offense,  his  trial, 
ami  his  sentence.  Hardly  has  the  sound 
of  the  last  words  of  the  officer  died  away, 
when  the  sergeant-major,  with  a few  rapid 
cuts  of  Ids  knife,  severs  the  chevrons  from 
the  sleeves  of  the  culprit’s  tunic,  and  as 
the  badges  of  his  former  rank  drop  to  the 
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pipe-clay  ami  brush,  can  make  them,  proud 
of  their  position  and  of  their  profession, 
and  often  exercising  fully  as  much  au- 
thority over  the  men  under  them  as  the 
best  of  their  officers. 

A canteen  where  the  soldier 


gr ouud,  the  latter,  bringing  li is  hand  to 
his  forehead  in  salute  to  his  officers,  rap- 
idly marches  down  the  front  of  the  line, 
ami  returns  to  his  quarters.  It  was  a 
painful  scene,  and  seems  to  have  made 
an  impression  on  the  men  as  they  are  dis- 
missed and  move  silently  off  the  ground. 

My  friends,  stationed  at  the  camp,  re- 
ceive me  with  the  frank,  generous  hospi- 
tality of  the  English  officer,  and  their 
kind  and  friendly  treatment  soon  makes 
me  feel  thoroughly  at  home  among  them, 
free  to  come  and  go  as  I please,  and  to 


can  pur- 
chase at  moderate  rates  many  of  the  little 
luxuries  of  life,  libraries,  reading,  smoking, 
and  recreation  rooms,  are  attached  to  the 
large  barracks  at  Aldershot.  Here  theat- 
rical performances,  often  of  considerable 
merit,  are  frequently  given  by  the  men, 
and  the  soldiers  can  always  rely  upon 


ON  THfc  CAMP  GROUND. 


make  rny  acquaintance  with  Tommy  At- 
kins at  rny  leisure,  All  branches  of  the 
service  are  represented  here— -engineers, 
artillery,  “horse,  foot,  and  dragoons/’ 
and  all  the  varied  types  of  character  in 
the  army  are  to  be  met  with,  from  the  lit- 
tie  drummer- boy  born  in  the  service  to 
the  hardened  non-commissioned  officer  of 
a dozen  campaigns.  Magnificent  types 
of  the  soldier  these  latter,  as  they  pass 
through  the  streets  with  ringing  strides, 
straight  as  arrows,  neat  as  soap  and  water. 


the  generous  support  of  their  officers  in 
their  amusements.  The  theatre  or  music 
hall  at  the  Royal  Artillery  Barracks  is 
generally  well  attended  almost  any  even- 
ing, and  a good  “song  and  dauci/’  man 
enjoys  no  mean  degree  of  popularity 
among  his  comrades. 

But  it  ivS  in  the  innate  love  that  all 
Englishmen  hear  for  athletic  sports  tiiat 
u Tommy’*  comes  out  in  his  full  glory, 
aud  his  officers  do  not  disdain  to  meet  him 
on  equal  grounds  at  cricket,  foot  ball,  and 


A BATBING  POST. 


other  out-door  games.  Di  ff eren  t branches 
of  the  service  frequently  meet  in  friendly 
rivalry,  and  many  a match  is  plaved  on 
the  grounds  of  the  officers'  club  between 
teams  of  various  regiments  or  corps,  se- 
lected from  among  the  officers  and  men, 
irrespective  of  their  military  rank.  It  is 
not  an  unusual  .sight  to  see  a game  among 
the  officers  umpired* v by  some  veteran 
non  -commissioned  officer,  skilled  in  all 
the  intricacies  of  the  national  game  of 
cricket. 

The  most  interesting  of  the  purely  mar- 
tial sports— if  I can  use  the  word  in  refer- 
ence to  what  forms  part  of  the  drill  of 
the  cavalry  and  mounted  artillery — are 
the  exciting  contests  of  sabre  v.eV8U$  sabre, 
or  sabre  versus  lance,  and  the  like,  when 
some  rival  u rough  - riders”  are  pitted 
against  one  another.  One  can  easily  im- 
agine how  the  tournaments  of  old  appear- 
ed, to  see  these  active  fellows,  mounted  on 
their  line  horses,  which  seem  to  sympathize 
with  and  enter  into  the  spirit  of  their  rid- 
ers, as,  clad  in  stout  leather  tunics,  their 
heads  protected  with  strong  wire  masks, 
they  charge  down  on  one  another,  cut- 
ting, thrusting,  and  parrying,  retreating 


and  pursuing.  Hard  knocks  are  given 
and  received  with  apparent  good-humor, 
though  I doubt  not  that  long  habits  of 
discipline  restrain  many  an  honest  fel- 
low’s temper  when  his  blood  is  up.  It  is 
rough  but  manly  work,  and  one  does  not 
wonder,  on  seeing  what  training  they  go 
through,  that  the  British  horsemen  are 
renowned  for  their  courage  and  dexterity. 
Another  sport  in  which  the  nerve  and 
coolness  that  go  so  far  toward  making  a 
good  cavalier  are  displayed  to  great  ad- 
vantage is  tout-pegging,  introduced.  1 fee* 
lieye,  into  the  British  army  bv  the  native 
cavalrymen  of  the  Indian  service.  The 
player,  armed  with  a light  bamboo  lauce, 
puts  his  horse  at  full  gallopoverthe  course, 
and  strikes  with  his  lance  head  a tent  peg 
protruding  a few  inches  out  of  the  ground, 
into  which  One  end  has  been  firmly  driv- 
en. See  how  firmly  yet  lightly  the  sol- 
dier sits  his  horse,  body  bent  forward, 
lance  couched,  thundering  forward  at  the 
top  of  his  horse's  speed.  Lower  down  on 
his  charger's  neck,  a tighter  clasp  of  the 
legs,  nearer  and  nearer— the  exact  moment 
must  be  rightly  chosen —a  slight  turn  of 
the  wrist  of  the  practiced  bridle  hand — 
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smooth  waters  of  the  canal,  now  in  dis- 
use, is  a pleasure  not  soon  to  be  forgotten. 
Gliding  between  its  pretty  banks,  with  their 
overhanging  fringe  of  bushes  and  beds  of 
water -weeds,  one  would  scarcely  realize 
that  one  is  really  in  the  midst  of  a vast 
camp,  with  all  its  busy  bustle  of  military 
life,  were  it  not  for  the  occasional  redcoat, 
asleep  in  the  shade  of  some  group  of  trees, 
or  idly  angling  in  the  still,  calm  waters. 
We  pass  a group  disporting  in  the  water, 
and  the  scarlet  coats  hanging  on  the  trees, 
over  the  other  heaps  of  clothing  scattered 
about,  show  plainly  enough  that  it  is  com- 
posed of  soldiers. 

There  are  miles  of  pretty  walks  about 
Aldershot,  through  lovely  country  lanes 
or  past  sleeping  ponds  of  water,  up  to  the 
purple,  fir-topped  Fox  Hills,  or  along  the 
Hog’s  Back  on  the  road  to  Guildford,  past 
little  way-side  inns,  old  vine-covered  cot- 
tages with  latticed  windows  and  blooming 
flower  gardens,  quiet  country  churches 
in  the  centre  of  a little  colony  of  grassy 
graves,  marked  with  moss-covered  stones, 
green  hedges  with  wide -spreading  yew- 
trees  and  scarlet-berried  holly. 

And  now  the  quiet  of  the  summer  sea- 
son, with  its  round  of  drills,  parades,  in- 
spections, and  all  the  daily  recurring  epi- 
sodes of  the  life  of  the  camp,  is  broken  by 
darkening  thunder-clouds  of  war,  sweep- 
ing up  in  gloomy,  threatening  masses  and 
flashes  of  lurid  lightning  from  the  east- 
ward of  the  political  horizon. 

Marching  orders  from  the  Horse-Guards 
have  arrived.  Aldershot  is  in  a state  of 
excitement  and  bustle,  preparing  and  mus- 
tering the  forces  for  departure  for  the  seat 
of  war,  and  Tommy,  ever  ready  for  a fight, 
or  a change  in  the  monotony  of  his  daily 
existence,  is  filled  with  enthusiasm  and  ea- 
ger for  the  fray. 

It  is  between  three  and  four  o’clock  in 
the  morning,  and  the  gray  light  is  just 
stealing  through  the  mist  of  the  gently 
falling  rain,  as  I stand  in  the  Farnsbor- 
ough  station  listening  to  the  distant  cheer- 
ing and  the  plaintive  strains  of  “Auld 
Lang  Syne,”  which  betoken  the  approach 
of  some  departing  regiment.  A long  line 
of  railway  carriages  and  horse  trucks, 
their  wet  tops  glistening,  and  the  black 
smoke  from  the  locomotive  curling  over 
them,  stands  in  readiness  alongside  the 
platform.  Some  porters  are  engaged  tak- 
ing off  the  tarpaulins  that  have  covered  a 
little  pile  of  luggage,  and  are  stowing  it 


away  in  one  of  the  vans,  and  the  station- 
master  and  his  assistants  are  hurrying 
about,  busy  in  their  preparations  for  the 
reception  of  their  freight.  Up  the  station 
road  two  horsemen,  trotting  rapidly  along, 
loom  up  through  the  mist;  further  behind 
them  we  can  see  a dark  mass  moving  slow- 
ly toward  us,  and  the  sound  of  the  music 
grows  louder  and  more  distinct  as  the 
troops  come  forward  and  halt  on  the  brow 
of  the  hill  above  the  station.  They  are 
cavalry,  and  as  the  leading  squadron 
breaks  from  the  column  and  marches  in 
through  the  gates  we  see  that  they  are 
hussars.  The  men  are  clad  in  their  cam- 
paign dresses — dark  blue  serge  blouses, 
white  sun  helmets  and  “puggarees,”  well- 
filled  haversacks  and  canteens,  untanned 
leather  boots,  carbines,  and  sabres.  Their 
saddles  are  packed  in  heavy  marching  or- 
der, and  there  is  a decidedly  business-like 
look  about  both  men  and  horses.  They 
dismount  and  form  their  horses  into  line, 
unbuckle  their  sabres,  and  together  with 
the  carbines  place  them  on  the  ground  in 
their  rear,  and  immediately  commence 
the  business  of  embarking.  One  by  one 
the  horses  are  led  forward,  and  driven, 
pushed,  and  forced  into  the  trucks.  Grad- 
ually the  inclosure  about  the  station  is  fill- 
ing up.  A general  officer  with  his  aide 
and  a couple  of  orderlies  has  arrived,  a 
brake  filled  with  officers  who  have  come 
to  bid  their  friends  farewell  drives  up,  and 
here  and  there  a poor  soldier’s  wife  with 
tear-stained  face,  perhaps  two  or  three 
tow-headed  children  clinging  to  her  skirts, 
sobs  on  the  shoulder  of  some  stalwart  fel- 
low. The  scene  becomes  livelier  as  the 
awakening  day  sheds  fuller  light  on  the 
busy  crowd,  and  troop  after  troop  enters 
the  station  as  the  horses  of  the  preceding 
ones  are  put  on  board  the  train ; bundles 
of  hay  and  forage  for  the  baiting  of  the 
horses  during  the  journey  to  the  coast  are 
handed  into  the  cars  from  the  heavy  wag- 
ons of  the  Army  Service  Corps,  luggage 
is  stowed  away  under  the  seats  in  the  car- 
riages, or  corded  firmly  under  the  tarpau- 
lins on  the  tops.  Near  the  first-class  car- 
riage at  the  head  of  the  train  the  officers 
are  smoking  a parting  cigar  with  their 
friends,  sergeants  and  corporals  and  busy 
orderlies  are  moving  about,  and  the  men, 
picking  up  their  weapons,  are  falling  in 
again  preparatory  to  embarking  in  their 
turn.  The  colonel  is  receiving  a few  part- 
ing directions  from  the  general,  a fine, 
aristocratic,  middle-aged  gentleman  with 
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streaming  eyes 
and  more  thoughtless  of  the 
soldiers  are  cracking  their 
parting  jokes.  The  colonel  touches  his 
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1 of  liis  last  owner's  family,  with  whom  be 
j still  remains,  being*  dead,  ami  none  of 
those  among  them,  to  whom  old  Charles 
has  been  a life-long  servant  and  friend.  I 
might  almost  say  necessity,  knowing  any- 
thing about  the  names  and  dates  of  rare* 
aud  race-horses,  which  are  given  exactly 
as  he  remembers  them.  Nothing  through 
out  has  been  altered  in  any  way  except 
to  make  the  details  as  consecutive  and 


rpiLL  following  au to  b 1 ograph  1 e ai  narra- 
I five  has  been  taken  down  almost  ver 
batim  from  the  lips  of  its  hero,  an  old 
negro  man,  who  has  dictated  or  told  the 
whole  of  it  with  absolutely  no  help  but 
his  own  memory".  He  does  not  read  at 
all,  or,  of  course,  w rite  either,  though  he 
once  knew  his  alphabet,  and  there  are 
none  of  his  contemporaries  alive  in  this 
part  of  the  coun  try  , alt  t he  older  members 
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the  dialect  as  intelligible  as  possible,  and 
perhaps  it  may  be  as  well  to  add  here  the 
facts  necessary  to  complete  his  story.  He 
does  not  exaggerate  in  any  way  his  life 
in  Virginia;  he  was  the  favorite  and 
trusted  servant  of  Colonel  Johnson  during 
his  whole  career  with  him,  was  in  charge 
of  first  one  training  stable,  then  another, 
and  for  several  years  was  employed  with 
the  entire  care  of  valuable  race-horses  and 
stud-horses,  which  he  took  from  place  to 
place  and  course  to  course  in  Kentucky, 
among  others,  as  he  mentions,  Monsieur 
Tonson  and  Medley.  At  such  a dis- 
tance from  his  master,  and  unable  even  to 
read  his  letters  of  instruction  himself,  he 
yet  discharged  his  duties  excellently, 
keeping  long  accounts  in  his  head,  and 
handling  the  large  sums  of  money  which 
were  constantly  passing  through  his 
hands  with  scrupulous  accuracy  and  care. 
All  these  facts  about  him  are  gathered  from 
letters,  family  tradition,  and  the  direct  re- 
port of  his  masters  to  the  writer’s  mother, 
all  of  which  confirm  his  own  perfectly 
literal  and  impartial  statements.  When 
purchased  by  Judge  Porter,  of  Louisiana, 
he  was  at  once  placed  in  charge  of  a ra- 
cing establishment  where  there  were  nev- 
er less  than  twelve  horses  in  training,  and 
which  kept  forty  or  forty-five  men  and 
boys  constantly  employed.  It  was  a po- 
sition of  much  care  and  responsibility,  for 
there  was  a race-course  on  the  plantation 
which  was  a favorite  centre  for  turfmen, 
and  Charles  was  called  upon  to  train  horses 
for  this  or  that  gentleman  so  frequently 
that  he  was  compelled  to  establish  a sys- 
tem, and  undertake  so  much  and  no  more. 

Aiter  Judge  Porter’s  death,  in  1843, 
Charles  remained  in  his  new  home  in  the 
service  of  his  late  owner’s  brother,  who 
left  him  where  he  found  him,  as  head 
trainer;  and  in  that  position,  travelling 
every  spring  and  autumn  to  one  course 
or  another  as  the  horses  went  to  fulfill 
their  engagements,  he  continued  until  his 
master’s  death,  and  the  consequent  break- 
ing up  of  the  racing  establishment,  re- 
duced him  to  the  less  glorious  level  of 
family  coachman,  and  general  “boss”  of 
everything  in  the  way  of  horseflesh  on 
the  place.  During  the  war  he  never  left 
his  mistress,  who  was  alone  on  the  planta- 
tion during  the  whole  period,  for  a single 
day,  and  since  its  close  he  has  been  the 
constant,  never-failing  factotum,  adherent, 
and,  as  he  calls  it, 4 4 ’pendence”of  the  whole 
family. 
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About  ten  days  ago  the  writer  said  to 
him : 4 4 Uncle  Charles,  I want  you  to  come 
in  this  evening  and  tell  me  all  you  can 
remember  that  ever  happened  to  you,  from 
the  very  beginning,  and  let  me  see  if  I 
can  hot  write  it  down  so  that  people  can 
read  it.  You  have  told  me  so  many  things 
about  when  you  were  young,  I want  to 
put  it  all  down  together  in  black  and 
white.”  The  old  man  was  deeply  interested 
at  once,  and  when  he  fully  understood  the 
object  in  view,  his  pride  and  delight  ex- 
ceeded all  bounds.  He  went  off  to  his  own 
house,  which  is  quite  near,  and  for  the 
rest  of  the  day  refused  to  speak  or  be  spok- 
en to,  on  the  plea  that  he  was  “study- 
in’.”  In  the  evening,  at  what  he  calls  ear- 
ly candle-light,  he  appeared,  arrayed  in 
his  Sunday  clothes,  and  it  being  a warm 
night  in  June,  the  feeling  of  self-respect 
must  have  been  genuine  indeed  which 
compelled  him  to  put  on  a plush  waistcoat 
reaching  nearly  to  his  knees,  heavy  white 
velveteen  trousers  ending  in  a pair  of 
shooting  gaiters,  the  whole  surmounted 
by  a long  black  frock-coat,  a spotted  silk 
cravat  of  vast  size,  and  a small  jockey’s  cap. 

It  was  a brilliant,  clear  evening,  and  his 
own  cabin  not  two  hundred  yards  off,  yet 
he  carried  a blue  cotton  umbrella  of  the 
very  largest  size.  In  this  costume  he 
has  presented  himself  every  evening  since 
for  the  seances  whose  results  are  given 
in  this  sketch,  although  during  the  day 
he  works  about  the  place  in  an  airy  suit 
of  guinea  blue  much  better  adapted  to 
the  weather.  In  spite  of  his  eighty-four 
or  five  years,  Charles  is  an  extremely 
active,  hard-working  man,  always  busy 
at  carpentering,  gardening,  shoe-making, 
or  44  horse-doctoring,”  in  which  branch  of 
medicine  he  is  a great  authority.  His 
third  wife,  whom  he  married  after  he  came 
to  Louisiana,  is  still  living,  and  has  three 
grown  children,  who  are  of  little  assist- 
ance or  profit  to  their  father.  But  he 
has  a nice  little  homestead  of  five  or  six 
acres,  with  a cabin  on  it,  which  he  has 
almost  entirely  built  himself  within  the 
past  two  years,  and  he  has  already  plant- 
ed the  place,  of  which  he  only  two  years 
ago  became  owner,  with  fruit  trees  and 
vines  and  shrubs  of  every  description. 

De  fust  thing  dat  I remembers  of  is  de 
little  town  of  Pocahontas,  ’crost  de  river 
from  Petersburg,  en  Virginia,  an’  ef  you 
sarched  dat  whole  town  troo  from  eend  to 
eend  you  couldn’t  ha’  lit  down  on  no  big- 
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ger  little  yaller  rascal  dan  me  when  I fust 
begin  to  take  good  notice  of  myself.  Dat 
I was ! A rascal,  hide  an’  hyar,  sho’s  you 
born.  My  father — dat  is,  I hear  folks  say 
dat  was  my  daddy,  an’  he  ’lowed  so  his- 
self;  but  mammy  she  lived  with  Aunt 
Mary  Stevens,  an’  ’cept  fur  her  being  his 
full  sister  she  neber  let  on  no  more’n  dat 
—he  lived  en  a good,  large  house,  an’  he 
was  a sea-farrin  man,  a mighty  light 
mulatter;  he  looked  like  one  o’  dese  yere 
Mexikin  somebodies.  His  wife  an’  chil- 
len  staid  right  dar  all  de  time,  an’  I ’vid- 
ed  my  time  ’twixt  dar  an’  Aunt  Mary  Ste- 
vens’s, whar  mammy  staid  when  she 
warn’t  out  home  at  ole  Marster  Enoch 
Vaughan’s,  what  she  belonged  to,  an’  I 
took  a spell  o’  stayin’  out  dar  sometimes. 
Mammy’s  name  was  Sally;  father  his 
name  was  Charles  Stewart;  he  was  free, 
an’  so  was  all  his  folks.  I lived  amongst 
’em  all,  jes’  as  limber  an’  mischievious 
as  any  little  ’coon  dat  eber  stole  com. 
Colonel  Enoch  Vaughan’s  place  was  two 
miles  from  town,  on  de  heights  near  Ma- 
jor Butts’s,  ole  Gin’ral  Harrison’s  father- 
in-law.  I neber  knowed  which  I liked  de 
best:  to  hear  de  white  gen  lemen  out  dar 
tailin’  ’bout  de  rebelspishonary  wars,  an’ 
all  de  elymenfs  dat  tuk  place  when  dey 
was  fightin’  agin  the  British  mens,  or  to 
set  en  de  chimbley-corner  en  my  daddy’s 
house  an’  hear  him  a-tellin’  an’  narratin’ 
all  about  dem  whalin’  vyages  he  went  on, 
whar  de  fishes  has  got  calves,  an’  gives 
milk  same  as  cows,  and  cuts  up  dat  fat! 
dar  ain’t  no  hog  ever  wallered  in  de  mud 
dat  could  give  a drap  for  a bucket,  even 
countin\  wid  one  o’  dem  almighty  fat 
critters.  He  was  mighty  good  to  me,  an’ 
I kin  ricolleck  now  how  it  was  share  an’ 
share  alike  wid  his  yother  chillen,  an’  how 
his  sister,  Aunt  Mary  Stevens,  was  allers 
givin’  me  cake  an’  clo’s  an’  candy. 

You  see,  de  ole  Colonel  Vaughan  died 
when  I was  a baby-child,  an’  de  ’state  was 
sort  of  all  sproshered  [mixed]  up,  so  dey 
jes’  left  me  at  my  daddy’s,  an’  he  tried  time 
an’  agin  to  buy  me;  but  dey  wouldn’t  sell 
me,  nor  hear  about  it.  Well,  arter  I 
was  goin’  on  ’bout  ten  or  ’leven  year  old, 
my  young  mistis,  Miss  Lizzie  Pace,  what 
used  to  be  Miss  Lizzie  Vaughan,  dat  I done 
fell  arr  to  when  her  pa  done  died,  she  got 
broke  en  conserkerwenz  of  her  husband 
losin’  money — something  I neber  could 
unnerstan’,  kase  I allers  heerd  he  neber 
had  none,  nohow — an  ’so  my  daddy  he  was 
gone,  an’  dey  jes’  up  an’  sole  me  en  my 


tracks  ter  Colonel  William  R.  Johnson. 
De  Napoleon  of  de  Turf  was  de  name  he 
went  by  from  Dandy  to  Queen  o’  Sheba. 
Lord ! he  was  a great  man,  sho  enuff.  Ef 
he  didn’t  hab  more  stables  an’  more 
horses  1 De  place  where  he  lived  was  a 
mighty  fine  farm  an’  house  named  Oak- 
land, jes’  eighteen  mile  fum  Petersburg  an’ 
twenty-two  fum  Richmond;  but  I neber 
staid  dar — no,  sir.  De  Colonel  he  jes’  dash- 
ed his  eyes  ober  me— I was  monst’ous  lean 
an’  peart  fur  twelve  year  ole — an’  says  to 
some  of  de  quality  dat  was  a-settin’  ’long- 
side:  “ Here’s  a light  weight  for  my  New 
Market  stables,  an’  Arthur  Taylor’s  hand- 
ling. Do  you  know  a horse  when  you 
see  one,  boy?”  “Yas,  sir,”  I says;  “I 
knows  a horse  fum  a mule  jes’  as  far  as  I 
kin  see  ’em  bofe  walk.”  Dey  all  larfs  at 
dat,  an’  de  nex’  thing  dey  gives  me  some 
new  clo’s  all  fixed  up,  an’  I was  samt 
down  to  de  great  big  training  stables  my 
new  marster  owned  at  New  Market,  an’  I 
was  set  to  wuk — de  fust  wuk  I eber  done 
sence  I was  foaled — to  rub  down  Reality, 
own  sister  to  Vanity,  what  was  owned  by 
Colonel  Allen.  De  head  manager  of  de 
stable  den  was  a Englishman  named  Ar- 
thur Taylor,  an’  dough  he  only  had  eight 
horses  en  trainin’  at  dat  time,  dar  was  a 
big  force  of  boys  an’  men  at  wuk  on  ’em, 
two  boys  to  each  horse,  an’  another  white 
man  second  in  charge,  named  Peter. 
Jehu!  how  we  did  wuk  on  dem  horses! 
Dey  was  John  Stanley,  sired  by  Sir  Harry, 
imported  by  Harry  Haxall,  Esq.,  an’  dar 
was  a Sir  Archy  gray  filly  dat  I can  re- 
member well  kase  she  warn’t  no  ’count  till 
she  was  four  year  ole,  when  she  jumped 
ober  creation.  We  had  another  dar  be- 
longing to  Collyer  Minn,  named  Moses, 
half-brother  to  John  Stanley  by  Sir  Harry. 
v How  I did  love  dem  horses  1 It  ’peared 
like  dey  loved  me  too,  an’  when  dey  turn- 
ed deir  rainbow  necks,  all  slick  an’  shinin’, 
aroun’  sarchin’  fur  me  to  come  an’  give 
’em  deir  gallops,  whew-e-e!  how  we  did 
spin  along  dat  old  New  Market  course, 
right  arter  sunrise  in  de  cool  summer 
mornings  1 In  dem  times  New  Market 
was  ’bout  de  head  place  in  de  Nu-ninted 
States  fur  horse-racin’,  an’  all  de  gen’le- 
men  fum  far  an’  near  used  to  come.  No- 
body dat  was  anybody  staid  away,  an’  it 
was  a fine  sight  when  de  spring  an’  au- 
tumn races  come,  I tell  you.  My  marster 
was  de  picter  of  a fine  ole  gen’leman ; he 
was  a fa’r-lookin’  man,  with  thick  white 
hyar,  an’  eyes  dat  jes’  snapped  fire  at  you; 
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he  was  what  you  call  a plain  gen’leman, 
an’  didn’t  b’lieve  his  coat  an’  pants  was 
de  makin’  of  him ; he  treated  his  servants 
like  dey  was  de  prime  cut,  an’  dey  all  loved 
him.  He  was  a yearthly  gen’leman,  an’  ef 
dere  is  any  good  place  anywhere,  it  ’pears 
to  me  like  he  ought  to  be  in  it.  An’  as 
fur  horses,  ef  he  jes’  only  walked  by  a 
* horse  to  look  at  it,  he  could  tell  you  jes’ 
how  far  dat  horse  could  run.  Why,  dere 
was  a mar’  named  Clary  Fisher,  an’  a nag 
called  Bonnets  of  Blue,  dat  I raised  my- 
self, which  was  Reality’s  daughter.  When 
dey  was  runnin’,  de  ole  man  walked  by 
Clary  Fisher  an’  looked  at  her  fore-legs, 
an’  he  seed  a sign  in  one  of  her  fore-legs 
dat  she  would  lay  down  in  runnin’  a mile 
an’  three-quarters;  he  tole  Mr.  Crowell  to 
go  back  an’  bet  every  dollar  he  had,  an’ 
Mr.  Crowell  went  back  an’  bet  his  three 
plantations,  an’  won  de  wuth  of  ’em,  jes’ 
as  Colonel  Johnson  tole  him.  Den  dere 
was  General  Wynne  an’  Billy  Wynne, 
Billy  Badger  and  Sam  Badger,  John  C. 
Stevens,  Mr.  Van  Ranee,  an’  plenty  more 
what  used  to  fotch  deir  stables  down  to 
New  Market  ebery  spring  an’  autumn,  jes’ 
as  reg’lar  as  clock-wuk,  de  second  Tues- 
days in  May  an’  October.  Dem  was  de 
grandest  times  dat  eber  lived.  King  of 
Heaven  1 it  was  a sight  to  see  my  ole  mar- 
ster,  an’  yothers  like  him,  a-struttin’  up 
an’  down  wid  deir  shirts  all  frilled  an’ 
ruffled  down  de  front.  Why,  den  you 
could  build  a ball-room  as  long  as  fum 
here  to  de  stable,  an’  fill  it  wid  folks,  an’ 
ebery  one  of  ’em  de  real  stuff.  But  now- 
adays what’s  it  like  ? Name  o’  Heaven ! 
blue  trash,  red  trash,  green  trash,  speckled 
trash,  dar’s  plenty  of  ebery  qualinfication, 
but  nary  one  dat  washes  in  lye  soap  an’ 
dries  on  de  grass  widout  fadin’.  Why, 
dar  was  Otway  Hare,  Parker  Hare,  John 
C.  Goode,  Mr.  Corbin,  Mr.  Taylor,  Colonel 
Peter  Mason  (we  used  to  walk  our  horses 
ebery  evenin’  pas’  his  house),  John  Drum- 
mond an’  Allen  Drummond,  the  two  bro- 
thers dat  raised  Sir  Charles,  all  belonged 
to  the  New  Market  Jockey  Club.  Lord! 
how  proud  dis  nigger  was  when  dey  called 
me  “Johnson’s  Charles,”  an’  I used  to 
come  a-clippin’  down  de  track  en  a two- 
mile  heat!  De  fust  real  race  eber  I rid 
was  in  a sweepstake,  a mile  an’  a repeat, 
on  John  Stanley,  traiued  by  Arthur  Tay- 
lor, when  I was  ’bout  thirteen  year  ole, 
an’  weighed  in  at  seventy  pounds.  I was 
one  o’  dese  yer  fever-an’-ague  little  fel- 
lers what  ain’t  got  no  flesh  to  take  off 


nohow ; an’  ef  I warn’t  de  proudest  nig* 
gerl  One  of  de  horses  was  Mr.  Green’s 
nag  fum  Norfolk.  My  king ! it  skeers  me 
a’most  to  talk  ’bout  it  all,  it  looks  so  fur 
back;  it  looks  wicked  to  ricolleck  all  dese 
yere  dead  an’  buried  things.  It  seems 
kin’  o’  like  shakin’  up  de  speerits  too  hard. 

It  warn’t  long  arter  dis  here  fust  race 
when  I was  samt  down  to  Norf  Kyallina 
to  ride  fur  Mr.  Peter  Davis,  an’  dat  was  de 
fust  journey  eber  I tuk.  I went  all  alone, 
an’  when  I got  up  on  de  stage  at  Peters- 
burg in  my  new  suit  o’  store  clo’s,  wid 
ten  dollars  in  my  pocket  an’  more  to  come, 
I was  “high  come  up,”  I tell  you.  De 
stage  was  a high  flyer,  an’  I was  sorry 
enough  when  she  stopped  at  Warrenton, 
whar  I got  out,  right  at  Mars’  William 
Faulkner’s,  Colonel  Johnson’s  sister’s  son. 
A heap  o’  fine  folks  lived  ’bout  dar  besides 
him  in  dem  times — ole  Major  Dancy,  Bob 
Ransom,  Judge  Jones,  an’  Heyward  John- 
son, an’  John  Johnson,  besides  ole  Marma- 
duke  Johnson,  de  daddy  of  ’em  all,  what 
was  married  three  times,  an’  imported 
Diomed,  the  sire  of  Sir  Archy,  an’  one  of 
de  finest  horses — dough  dey  tell  me  he  was 
twenty-one  year  old  when  dey  fotched  him 
fum  England — dat  eber  knocked  de  wind 
in  de  face.  De  race  I rid  was  on  a nag 
called  Aggy-up,  agin  a chestnut  colt 
named  Scott,  by  Timoleon.  Dar  was  three 
o’  dem  Aggy  nags.  Dey  was  Aggy-up, 
Aggy-down,  an’  Oh- Aggy,  an’  dey  was  all 
three  sarnt  up  to  New  Market  to  be  train- 
ed even-tully.  I staid  down  dar  near  War- 
renton fur  nigh  on  to  six  months,  an’  den 
I got  a notion  to  go  home,  an’  I done  wept. 
Den  I staid  pretty  quiet  at  home,  dost  to 
marster,  trainin’  en  de  stables  under  Ar- 
thur Taylor,  an’  goin’  back  an’  forth  ’twixt 
de  stables  an’  Oakland,  or  Petersburg,  or 
maybe  Richmond,  wharsomeber  me  an’ 
de  Colouel  mought  be  livin’  en  residence 
at  de  time.  Ebery  spring  an’  autumn  I 
rid  stakes  for  him,  an’  ’bout  dese  years  we 
trained  Bonnets  o’  Blue,  Black  Star,  Jean- 
nette Lafayette,  Flyin’  Childers,  Betsey 
Richards,  John  Richards,  an’  Sir  Henry. 
John  Warlin  an’  me  was  de  two  best  light 
weights.  I kep’  down  to  eighty  pound. 
De  day  of  de  great  race  on  Long  Island 
’twixt  Eclipse  an’  Henry,  me  an’  marster 
an’  all  on  us  was  there  en  course.  My 
king ! what  a crowd  an’  noise  an’  screech- 
in’  an’  hallooin’  dar  was  dat  day  I When 
de  third  heat  come  roun’,  Arthur  Taylor 
rid  Sir  Henry,  what  John  Warlin  had  rid 
de  two  fust,  an’  ole  Purdy  he  jumped  on 
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Eclipse,  kase  he  ’lowed  dat  Sam  Laird 
couldn’t  git  de  jump  out  of  him  dat  he 
could.  Dat  same  time  I rid  de  stake  fur 
John  C.  Stevens  on  his  Young  Sir  Archy, 
an’  los’  it  by  jes’  eighteen  inches;  but  I 
made  my  three  hundred  dollars  an’  de 
fines’  suit  o’  clo’s  you  eber  see.  I tell 
you,  I walked  roun’  like  a ole  gobbler  wid 
a red  flannel  tail  tied  on  to  his  hind-leg 
when  we  got  back  home  agin.  By  de  time 
I was  twenty  year  ole,  ’bout  de  time  Van 
Buren  was  President,  marster  he  calls  to 
me  one  day,  an’  he  says:  “Charley,  my 
boy,  I has  layed  out  fur  you  to  hab  a sta- 
ble of  your  own  separate  ’pinting.  You  is 
ole  enough,  an’  done  seed  de  rights  of 
things  long  enough,  to  be  my  depritty 
yourself,  so  I is  goin’  to  send  you  ober  to 
my  stable  one  mile  fum  New  Market,  an’ 
I specs  you  to  take  everything  into  your 
own  keer,  an’  send  home  some  d’  dem  lazy 
scoundrels  dat  is  hidin’  out  dar,  too  thick 
to  shake  a stick  at,  an’  jes’  waiting  fur  me 
to  go  an’  scrattle  [scatter]  ’em  home.” 

So  sho’  enough  I went  to  de  stable  out- 
side o’  New  Market,  an’  dar  I was  de 
“boss”  ober  nine  little  niggers  an’  four 
big  ones,  ’sides  two  white  trash  dey  called 
“helpers.”  Wa’al,  I had  a nice  stable 
full  of  nags.  Dar  was  Medley,  an’  Slen- 
der, an’  Tariff,  an’  Arab,  an’  more  too, 
but  I disricollecks  de  oders  now.  Dat 
was  de  fust  of  my  turnin’  out,  an’  I tell 
you  I felt  so  fine  dat  my  own  mudder 
wouldn’t  ha’  knowed  me  fur  her  son.  I 
had  plenty  o’  money,  an’  nobody  to  say 
nothin’  to  me.  I jes’  had  to  train  an’  ex- 
ercise my  horses,  an’  send  ’em  up  when 
dey  was  wanted.  Wa’al,  arter  a couple  of 
year  pass  away,  I begin  to  think  ’bout  git- 
tin’  married.  I says  to  myself  dat  I was 
lonesome  en  dat  big  harnsome  cabin,  dat 
I was  well  off  fur  eberytliing  ’ceptin’  a good 
nigger  to  cook  an’  wash  fur  me,  an’  as  I 
neber  had  no  notion  o’  wastin’  victuals  on 
a woman  I didn’t  love,  or  pomperin’  up 
one  wid  love  an’  victuals  bofe  what  didn’t 
belong  to  me,  hide  an’  hyar,  I jes’  made 
up  my  mind  to  ax  Colonel  Burford  to  let 
me  look  ober  a lot  of  mighty  likely  young- 
gals  he  had  on  a place  not  very  far  fum 
whar  I lived.  It  was  a little  slip  of  a farm, 
dost  to  Rock  Spring  meetin’  - house,  an’ 
he  had  put  a whole  lot  of  South  Kyallina 
nigger  wenches  dar  till  he  could  git  ’em 
settled  on  his  yother  places.  I had  done 
looked  all  roun’  Chesterfield  County  all 
ready  to  pick  up  de  fust  dat  ’peared  like 
she  would  suit;  but  de  minute  I drove 


up  to  de  quarters  on  Colonel  Burford’s 
place  I see  de  gal  fur  me.  She  was  stand- 
in’  on  de  step  of  de  corn-crib  sharpenin’  a 
hoe,  an’  I seed  dat  she  was  as  strong  as  a 
mule  an’  as  sharp  as  pepper  seeds,  befo’ 

I lit  down  out  of  de  buggy.  I axed  her 
her  name,  an’  she  ’lowed  dat  dey  called 
her  Betsey  Dandridge;  so  I axed  fur  de 
honor  of  pursentment  to  her  daddy,  ole 
nigger  Dandridge  dey  called  him,  an’  by 
sundown  de  mahter  was  fixed  dat  I was  to 
git  Colonel  Burford’s  say-so  right  off,  an’ 
we  would  hab  de  weddin’  when  de  corn 
was  bent,  for  Scripter  says,  “ As  de  corn 
is  bent,  so  is  de  wife  inclined,”  an’  also, 
“Feed  me  wid  food  convenient  fur  me,” 
an’  ’bout  dat  time  de  summer  apples  would 
be  ripe,  an’  de  peaches. 

So  I started  oft  to  Petersburg,  but  while 
I was  huntin’  all  round  fur  Colonel 
Burford,  lo  an’  git  up!  what  does  I hear 
but  Sim  Jackson  a-tellin’  somebody  dat 
he  heerd  dat  Colonel  Burford  was  go- 
in’ to  sell  de  whole  kit  an’  bilin’  of  ’em, 
track  o’  land  an’  all,  to  Major  Isbam 
Puckett,  Esq.  So  I jes’  rid  ober  de  nex’ 
day  to  whar  ole  nigger  Dandridge  an’  his 
folks  was  a-waitin’  fur  me  to  come  an’  be 
’fianccd — what  dey  allers  does  up  in  Vir- 
ginny  befo’  de  marriage — an’  de  ole  gen- 
’leman  he  steps  out,  wid  his  ole  black  head 
a-shinin’  like  a Kentucky  walnut,  an’  says 
to  me,  “Why,  Colonel  Stewart,” says  he 
(kase  I had  done  tuk  my  marster’s  title), 
“we  espected  to  see  you  here  dis  momin’ 
sooner  dan  dis ; you  is  not  so  peryactical  en 
yo’  courtin’  as  we  had  espected.”  So  wid 
dat  I jes’  steps  up  an’  makes  him  a low 
bow,  an’  says  I,  “Mr.  Dandridge,  sir,  you 
will  allow  me  de  privily  of  observin' 
dat  I intends  to  be  ’fianced  to  yo’  darter, 
Miss  Betsey,  when  I gits  ready,  an’  not 
befo’ ; an’  let  me  tell  you,  sir,  dar  is  a heap 
o’  difference  ’twixt  axin’  a lady  fur  to  be 
your  spouse,  an’  buy  in’  a gal  dat  you  don’t 
know  de  price  of.”  Kase,  you  see,  dat 
was  what  was  troublin’  me.  I knowed 
Colonel  Burford  like  a book,  an’  could 
calkilate  on  his  sayin’,  “Wa’al,  Stewart, 
you  can  hab  Betsey  a year  or  so  fust  to  see 
ef  she  will  suit  you,  an’  den  we  kin  talk 
’bout  de  price,”  but  Major  Puckett  an’  me 
was  on  diff’unt  sort  o’  turns.  He  was  an 
old-school  Whig,  I was  one  of  de  new- 
school  ones,  an’  we  had  to  git  acquainted 
better  befo’  I could  tell  what  kind  o’  bar- 
gain he  would  make.  But,  hi  1 I needn’t 
ha’  bothered  none  ’bout  dat.  Jes’  as  soon 
as  I steps  up  to  him  en  Richmond,  whar  I 
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found  him  en  front  o’  de  Court-house,  an’ 
interjuces  myself  as  being  “ Colonel  John- 
son’s Charles,”  he  was  jes’  as  affable  as  a 
settin’  hen.  I seed  two  or  three  gen’lemen 
I knowed  well  a-standin’  by,  but  I didn’t 
ax  nobody  to  speak  fur  me;  I up  an’ 
speaks  for  myself,  an’  jes’  as  soon  as  I had 
sensed  him  wid  what  I was  sayin’,  he 
laughs  an’  says,  “Why,  Charley,  you  can 
have  her  jes’  as  she  stands  fur  three  hun- 
dred and  fifty  dollars.”  I tell  you  I was 
pleased.  Befo’  a mule  could  kick,  I 
jumped  round  to  Mr.  Jefferson  Balls’s  of- 
fice (he  was  Major  Puckett’s  brotner-in- 
law,  an’,  besides  dat,  he  was  de  money 
agent  for  Colonel  Johnson,  an’  dat’s  how 
come  he  was  my  agent  too).  I drawed 
out  three  hundred  an’  fifty  dollars,  fur  I 
had  made  a heap  dat  las’  year,  more’n  I 
could  spend  in  clo’s  an’  tobacco,  more 
spesherly,  too,  by  reason  dat  de  Colonel 
always  give  ’em  bofe  to  me;  so  as  soon  as 
I had  drawed  de  money  out  I jes’  hands  it 
back  agin  to  Mr.  Balls  for  Major  Puckett, 
an’  says,  “Dis  yere  sum  is  for  de  ackisi- 
tion  of  Miss  Betsey  Dandridge,  an’  all  de 
chillen  we  can  raise:  is  dat  so,  Mr.  Balls, 
sir  ?”  An’  he  arasers  “yes,”  an’  give  me 
de  papers,  to  hab  an’  to  hole  her  as  long 
as  she  behave  herself. 

So  jes’  as  soon  as  I could  I put  back  to 
de  Rock  Spring  farm,  an’  sho  enough  we 
was  married  at  de  ’pinted  time,  an’  I tuk 
her  home.  I had  de  best  kind  of  a house 
ajinin’  my  trainin’  stable,  an’  you  neber 
seed  de  like  of  all  de  grand  things  as  was 
gi  ve  t o us.  I hauled  home  three  cart-loads 
o’  weddin’  presents.  Sech  furniture  an’  fix- 
in’s  was  as  fine  as  dey  could  be.  Lord ! 
when  I look  back  to  dem  days  an’  think 
’bout  all  de  money,  an’  dogs,  an’  chickens, 
an’  ducks,  an’  geese,  an’  pigs  I had,  an’ 
whole  chists  full  of  fine  clo’s,  an’  more 
• chaney  dan  we  could  eat  out  of  en  a year, 
an’  de  Colonel  ready  to  hand  me  out  a 
hundred  dollars  ebery  time  I ax  fur  it,  an’ 
think  no  more  ’bout  ’em  dan  ’bout  spittin’ 
out  a chaw  of  tobacco ! I neber  did  treat 
none  o’  my  wives  arter  dat  wid  de  same  re- 
spex,  kase  I was  right  dar  whar  all  de  folks 
knowed  me,  an’  I had  a heap  more  truck 
dan  I eber  could  colleck  arter  I lef’  Virgin- 
ny.  I don’  kuow  perzackly  what  year  dat 
was,  but  it  was  somewhars  ’bout  eight  year 
’fo’I  married  my  second  wife  down  en  Ken- 
tucky, an’  I know  de  year  dat  happened 
was  de  same  year  Queen  Victoriore  tuk 
up  wid  Prince  Albert  an’  married  him, 
an’  made  sech  a talkin’  an’  palaveerin’  as 
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neber  was  heered  befo’.  Wa’al,  dar  I was 
married,  an’  I mought  jes’  as  well  espress 
my  disappintment  fust  as  last  Treat- 
ment makes  all  de  respex  dat  can  happen 
responseful  in  de  world,  but  a woman 
ought  to  tell  some  of  de  trufe  once  a day, 
ef  it’s  only  to  limber  up  her  tongue.  It 
was  a good  while  fust  befo’  I foun’  out 
what  make  all  Betsey’s  promises  an’  arn- 
sers  all  de  time  failin’  flat  and  flatter,  like 
bad  dough  or  mean  pie-crust,  but  when  I 
seed  how  ’twas,  I jes’  sets  to  wuk  to  see 
ef  I could  cure  her.  I tried  ’suasion  an’ 
finery,  birch  rods  split  fine,  an’  a light 
hickory  stick  ’bout  as  thick  as  my  littlest 
finger,  an’  I tried  makin’  her  kin  an’  my 
kin  dat  had  religion  pray  fur  her  at  de 
big  camp-meetin’.  But  it  warn’t  no  use. 

She  had  three  likely  arrs,  ’bout  a year  be- 
twixt ’em,  an’  I neber  had  but  dat  one 
fault  to  find  wid  her;  she  cooked  as 
good  biskits,  hoe-cake,  bacon  fry,  hominy 
mush,  an’  coffee  as  any  gal  i seed ; den, 
moreober,  she  could  iron  an’  wash  my 
shirts,  an’  keep  things  a-goin’  right  smart ; 
but  she  couldn’t  seem  to  tell  de  trufe  to 
save  her  life,  an’  it  got  to  be  so  dat  I jes’ 
made  my  mind  up  to  ’vorce  her  as  quick 
as  eber  I could.  In  course  an’  sartinly  I 
couldn’t  be  out  o’  pocket  for  no  sech  a hus- 
sy as  she  was;  an’  den  de  question  was 
wedder  it  was  wuf  while  to  keep  de  arrs 
an’  raise  ’em;  but  I says,  “No,  she  must 
ha’  come  of  a bad  breed,  an’  a colt  is  mos’ 
apt  to  take  arter  de  dam,  anyhow;  I bet- 
ter git  shet  of  de  whole  gang  of  ’em,  an’ 
try  a new  cross.”  Dar  was  a horse-dealer 
t’other  side  o’  Petersburg  by  de  name  of 
Jones,  what  had  de  finest  nag  I had  seen  in 
ayear  fursale  at  jes’  debery  pricelpaid  fur 
Betsey.  De  horse  was  named  Brown  Jim, 
an’  he  was  wuf  de  money,  I tell  you ; so  I 
jes’  says  to  Major  Puckett  dat  he  could 
have  Betsey  back  at  de  same  price  I paid 
fur  her,  an’  lowin’  fur  de  war  an’  tar  of  de 
four  year  I had  done  kep’  her,  I would 
throw  de  boys  into  de  bargain.  Wa’al,  I 
neber  was  sorry  fur  dat  ’vorcement,  no- 
how, an’  dat  autumn  de  Colonel  sarnt  me 
out  to  Kentucky,  whar  I had  Monsieur 
Tonson  and  Medley,  ’sides  Black  Elk, 
Glencoe,  Leviathan,  an’  yothers. 

Our  head-quarters  was  in  Paris,  Ken- 
tucky, an’  I staid  dar  a long  time,  an’  was 
jes’  as  happy  as  a king.  In  de  spring  an’ 
fall  of  de  year  I would  take  de  horses 
’bout  fum  jrface  to  place,  en  ’cordance  wid 
marster’s  orders,  an’  I was  jes’  as  free  an’ 
independent  as  any  gen’leman  en  de  land 
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I had  my  helpers  an’  jockeys,  grooms  an’ 
stablemen,  under  me,  nobody  was  ober 
me,  an’  de  squire  or  de  jedge  was  always 
somewhar  ’bout  to  read  marster’s  letters 
to  me.  I neber  had  no  book-lamin’  my- 
self, kase  I neber  was  willin’,  fur  I knowed 
my  brain  was  too  smart  for  to  stand  it. 
When  anybody  has  got  as  much  sense  en 
de  head  as  I had,  dey  must  take  great  keer 
not  to  be  foolin’  round  tryin’  to  stuff  more 
en,  or  de  fust  thing  dey’ll  bust  it  open.  I 
lef’  all  dat  fur  folks  dat  wanted  fillin’  up 
an’  patchin’  on  to.  Yes,  I was  mighty  hap- 
py at  Paris  an’  at  Bowling  Green,  whar  I 
staid  jes’  about  de  same,  ’vidin’  my  time 
’cordin’  to  de  horses.  Dar  was  a heap  o’ 
rich  gen’lemen  all  through  dat  country. 
Dar  was  Squire  Oglen,  whar  Monsieur 
Tonson  stood  some  time,  an’  was  showed 
in  the  State  Fair,  wid  me  standin’  along- 
side, an’  we  tuk  de  prizes  of  three  fifty- 
dollar  tankards.  Ole  Henry  Clay  was  al- 
ways aroun’,  an’  mighty  peart  an’  perlite 
de  ole  man  was,  too,  an’  knowed  a horse 
when  he  seed  him,  I tell  you.  His  son, 
Henry  Clay  junior,  dey  called  him,  he 
thought  dat  much  of  me  he  offered  Col- 
onel Johnson  $3500  fur  me  himself,  but  de 
Colonel  he  tole  him  money  couldn’t  buy 
me;  an’  he  made  jes’  de  bery  same  arnser 
to  Wade  Hampton,  what  offered  him  de 
bery  same  price.  I had  a heap  of  people 
after  me,  I tell  you,  an’  some  on  ’em  used 
to  beg  me  jes’  to  say  so  as  I wanted  to  go 
wid  ’em  an’  leave  my  ole  marster;  but  I 
would  neber  ’gree  to  dat  ar  scheme  wid 
any  of  ’em ; I was  too  well  off  fur  dat,  an’ 
I heerd  folks  say  as  how  “betwixt  a two- 
edged  sword  you  falls  to  de  groun’,”  an’ 
all  sech  say  in’s  as  has  sense  en  ’em. 
Whilst  I was  a-livin’  at  Paris  I foun’  anod- 
er  good  reason  fur  stayin’  jes’  how  I was 
an’  whar  I was.  I ’come  acquainted  wid  de 
likeliest-lookin’  an’  fa’rest-behavin’  light- 
colored  mulatter  gal  I eber  seed  in  my 
life.  Lord  I I tell  you  dar  ain’t  no  sech  nig- 
gers now  as  she  was ! An’  dat  genteel  an’ 
handy,  an’  sech  snappin’  black  eyes  an’ 
coal-black  hyar,  like  an  Injun’s,  an’  a 
pretty  slim  shape,  wid  sich  a smooth  light 
yaller  skin,  ’mos’  de  color  of  a ripe  pump- 
kin seed.  You  may  sarch  dis  world  ober, 
but  as  sho  as  de  Lord  is  de  secret  Jedge 
you  won’t  eber  find  any  ’oman  as  pretty 
an’  as  good  as  my  little  Kentucky  sweet- 
heart. Her  name  was  Mary  Jane  Mallory, 
an’  her  owner,  Mr.  Robertson,  tole  me  to 
marry  her  an’  welcome,  an’  he  would 
neber  say  nothin’  to  part  us.  She  had  a 


brother  dat  hired  himself  out  as  a lock- 
smith, an’  all  her  folks  was  nice,  pursent- 
able  pussons  nobody  could  be  shamed  by. 
So  I married  her,  an’  tuk  her  to  a little 
house  I had  fixed  up  near  de  stables,  an’  she 
clear-starched  an’  sewed  an’  ’broidered  an’ 
wukked  wid  de  hand-loom,  an’  made  more 
pretty  things  dan  I could  count.  She 
paid  her  marster,  en  course,  reg’lar,  so 
much  a month  fur  her  hire,  but,  lor’,  she 
neber  touched  her  airnin’s  fur  dat.  I had 
plenty  of  money  to  hire  as  many  wives 
as  I wanted,  but  dis  one  was  de  onliest  one 
I eber  did  want,  an’  so  it  was  easy  enough. 

I kin  see  dat  little  house  now,  wid  de 
big  white  bed,  all  clean  an’  sweet  an’  hung 
wid  ruffled  curtains,  in  one  comer,  de  cup- 
board full  of  flowered  chaney  an’  shinin’ 
metal  an’  glass  opposite,  an’  de  bright 
wood  fire,  piled  up  wid  hickory  an’  ash 
logs,  blazin’  on  de  h’arth,  an’  Mary  Jane 
settin’  in  front  by  de  candle  wid  her  fine 
white  sewin’  an’  her  pink  caliker  dress 
an’  slick  black  hyar,  lookin’  so  kind  o’  qui- 
et till  I speaks  to  her,  an’  den  you  kin  see 
de  fire-light  a-glimpsin’on  her  white  teeth. 
Arter  a while  she  had  a arr,  sech  a fine 
boy  it  was  a picter  to  see  him,  an’  as  smart 
an’  cunnin’  as  a little  ’coon,  an*  jes’  as  like 
his  daddy,  what  was  me,  you  know,  as  a 
ole  rabbit  is  like  a young  one.  Dis  was 
little  Johnny;  we  named  him  arter  her 
folks,  her  daddy  an’  her  brother;  an’  I 
kept  on  a-reckonin’  an’  thinkin’  that  arter 
a while  when  marster  samt  for  me  to 
take  Monsieur  Tonson  an’  Medley  back 
home  to  Virginny  I would  fetch  Mary 
Jane  and  Johnny  along  wid  me,  an’  show 
’em  to  my  folks  in  Petersburg,  kase  my 
mammy  she  was  livin’  dar,  an’  so  was  my 
brothers  an’  sisters  an’  a heap  of  kin,  an* 

I wanted  ’em  all  to  see  my  wife  an’  boy. 
But  it  was  ’bout  six  months  arter  Johnny 
was  bom,  an’  I was  jest  beginnin’  to  think . 
’bout  buyin’  Mary  Jane  in  good  arnest, 
so  as  to  be  all  ready  fur  de  time  to  start, 
when  I begin  to  notice  dat  she  liab  got  a 
mighty  bad-soundin’  cough,  an’  den  her 
mammy  says,  “ Why  don’t  you  eat,  dar- 
ter ? you  don’t  eat  enough.  ” An’  den  yoth- 
er  folks  say,  “What  make  Mary  Jane 
look  so  poorly  an’  git  so  lean  ?”  I was 
badly  skeered,  an’  I samt  for  de  doctor, 
an’  he  says  she  raus’  eat  a heap  an’  drink 
port-wine,  an’  ’muse  herself ; so  I takes  her 
to  see  a ole  friend  at  de  springs,  an’  I buys 
good  victuals,  an’  de  gen’lemen,  sich  as 
Squire  Oglen  an’  all  of  ’em,  sends  her  port- 
wine,  an’  de  doctor  gives  her  quinine  an’ 
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bark  an’  everything,  but  none  6f  it  was 
any  use;  her  time  was  come,  her  hour  for 
her  to  go  had  done  been  struck  in  heaven, 
an’  de  time  was  short.  It  wam’t  two 
year  arter  our  weddin’  when  I laid  her  in 
her  coffin,  wid  her  big  eyes  shet  foreber, 
an’  I neber  grieved  so  ober  anybody  in 
all  de  world.  She  was  jes’  as  fond  o’  me  as 
I was  of  her,  an’  it  did  ’pear  hard  luck  to 
lose  her  jes’  as  I was  makin’  up  my  mind 
to  buy  her  out  an’  out,  only  en  course  it 
was  a fortunate  thing  I hadn’t  bought  her, 
as  long  as  she  had  to  die,  kase  den  I would 
ha’  lost  her  an’  de  money  too.  Arter  she 
was  in  de  ground  it  jes’  ’peared  to  me  like 
eberything  was  different;  I tuk  a dislike- 
ment  to  Paris,  an’  I didn’t  feel  like  goin’ 
home  to  Virginny.  It  got  so  arter  a while 
dat  I got  de  squire  to  write  home  to  mars- 
ter  an’  tell  him  I wanted  to  go  to  some 
strange  place,  an’  marster  he  writ  back 
dat  “ef  I could  find  a owner  to  suit 
me,  dat  would  pay  his  price  fur  me,  I 
could  go,  dough  he  had  neber  expected 
to  part  wid  me  by  sale”  It  jes’  happened 
’bout  dat  time  dat  Jedge  Porter  fum  ’way 
down  en  Louisiana  was  in  de  Nu-ninted 
States,  an’  trabelling  aroun’  fur  plea- 
sure. He  was  one  of  de  Washington 
Sennyters,  an’  was  a great  jedge  (dey  said 
he  was  a great  jedge  of  de  South,  an’ 
could  make  laws  like  a book,  an’  I knows 
he  was  a great  jedge  of  a horse),  so  when 
he  come  to  Bowling  Green  him  an’  me 
got  acquainted,  an’  he  says  to  me  dat  he 
was  lookin’  arter  a head  trainer  fur  his 
stables  in  de  South,  an’  would  I like  to 
go  wid  him  ef  he  would  buy  me.  So  I 
tuk  a week  or  two  to  consider  de  mahter, 
an’  him  an’  me  had  a heap  o’  talk,  an’  de 
more  I thinks  to  myself  ’bout  stayin’  in 
Kentucky  widout  Mary  Jane,  de  more  I 
says  to  myself  dat  I can’t  on  no  ’count 
do  it. 

De  eend  of  de  mahter  was  I tuk  sech  a 
likin’  to  de  Jedge  dat  we  fixed  it  up  dis- 
away:  I was  to  go  an*  stay  six  months  to 
see  how  I liked  it,  an’  den,  ef  I didn’t  like 
it,  he  promised  to  send  me  back  home,  an’ 
ef  I did  like  it,  he  would  pay  Colonel  John- 
son $3500  fur  me.  Dat’s  what  I sole  for 
when  I was  young,  an’  I bet  dar  ain’t 
many  folks  wuf  dat  ’mount  o’  money  Norf 
or  South.  Arter  dis  bargain  was  made,  I 
went  out  to  Mr.  Robertson’s,  wliar  my  lit- 
tle Johnny  was  wid  his  grandmammy ; an’ 
Miss  Mary  Robertson  she  had  jes’  tuk  sech 
a likin’  to  de  little  feller  dat  she  had  him 
roun’  de  house  harf  de  time;  an’  now 


when  I went  up  to  de  house  wid  Mother- 
in-law  Mallory,  what  was  totin’  him  in  her 
arms,  he  reached  out  his  two  little  fisses  to 
her  as  quick  as  he  seed  her  a-settin’  on  de 
piazzy.  I tole  her  an’  Mr.  Robertson  all 
’bout  my  new  prospex,  an’  when  I was 
done,  de  ole  gen’leman  stretched  ober  an’ 
picked  Johnny  up,  an’  stood  him  on  de 
little  stool  by  him,  and  says,  “ Well,  Stew- 
art, I see  what  you  want  is  dis  little  man, 
an’  you  shall  hab  him  for  $150,  an’  not 
one  penny  more.  ” I tell  you  I teas  pleased, 
sho  enough,  an’  I paid  de  money,  an’  got 
de  receipt,  an’  wo  toted  Johnny  in  to  Bowl- 
ing Green  dat  bery  day.  You  see,  de  rea- 
son why  I neber  bought  him  befo’  was 
dat  I had  to  leave  him  wid  his  grandmam- 
my. An’  some  folks  is  so  cur’ous  dat  I 
wa’n’t  sho  dey  would  let  a free  nigger,  or 
rader  a nigger  dat  belonged  to  his  own  dad- 
dy, stay  on  de  place ; so  Mary  Jane’s  sister 
she  offered  to  keep  him  fur  me  till  I could 
send  fur  him,  kase  en  course  I couldn’t 
trabel  wid  a baby  like  dat;  but  I ’lowed 
to  send  fur  him  jes’  as  soon  as  I could  git 
settled.  An’  de  eend  of  de  mahter  was  I 
lef  him ; an’  I ain’t  neber  seed  dat  chile 
sence.  Wa’al,  my  new  marster  an’  me  we 
started  off  for  Louisiana,  an’  I ’clar’  to  Mo- 
ses I thought  we  warn’t  neber  goin’  to 
git  dar.  We  was  goin’  an’  goin’,  en  steam- 
boats an’  stages,  stages  an’  steamboats,  fur 
weeks  an’  days,  till  we  come  to  New  Or- 
leans. It  wam’t  as  big  as  New  York,  but 
dar  was  a sight  of  oranges  an’  banamas^ 
an’  more  oder  kinds  of  fruit  dan  I could 
call  de  names  of.  But  de  wust  of  de  place 
was  ef  you  axed  anybody  a question  dey 
arnsered  you  in  French,  an’  you  might 
screech  till  you  was  deef  befo’  dey  would 
let  on  dat  dey  knowed  what  you  was  talk- 
in’ ’bout.  I stood  dat  kind  o’  nonsense 
fust-rate  fum  white  folks:  ef  dey  couldn’t 
talk  no  Christian  langwidge,  I jes’  felt 
sorry  fur  ’em : but  when  it  come  to  a great 
big  fool  nigger  a-doin’  me  dat  way,  I jes’ 
hits  him  a lick  in  his  ole  black  jaws  dat 
shet  ’em  up  for  dat  day.  So  marster  an’ 
me  we  soon  left  New  Orleans,  an’  come  on 
ober  here  to  de  ’Takapas  country,  whar  he 
got  sech  a big  fine  plantation,  so  much  of 
it,  so  many  trees,  an’  de  fields  is  so  broad, 
an’  de  lakes  is  so  big,  I felt  kind  o’  skeered 
an’  lonesome  de  fust  week.  But  it  didn’t 
take  me  long  to  git  ober  dat  feelin’  when 
I seed  de  race-course,  de  stables,  an’  de 
horses  what  was  waitin’  fur  me  on  de 
Teche. 

It  was  de  prettiest  picter  of  a place, 
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an’  as  fine  a lot  of  horses  as  eber  I seed 
togedder,  twelve  of  ’em  always  en  train- 
in’, wid  more  brood  marrs,  outsiders,  an’ 
colts  dan  you  could  dream  ’bout  en  one 
night.  I had  a mighty  good  large  house 
at  de  top  of  de  stable  yard,  an’  my  bell 
rung  en  de  oberseer’s  house,  de  head  help- 
er’s, an’  de  stable;  besides,  I had  a boy  to 
sleep  en  ebery  stall.  I was  jes’  put  right 
at  de  head  of  eberything;  nobody  could 
say  nothin’  to  me  at  all.  Ef  I said  I want- 
ed di8}  I got  it,  or  must  hab  daf,  I got  it 
too.  He  was  jes’  as  open-handed  an’  gin- 
’rous,  but  he  wouldn’t  stand  no  foolin’ 
neither,  I tell  you.  Things  had  to  be  jes’ 
so,  but  dar  warn’t  no  naggin’  nor  scold- 
in’ ; it  was  jes’  stiddy  management. 

Arter  my  marster,  Jedge  Porter,  died, 
I belonged  to  his  brother,  Mr.  James  Por- 
ter, what  done  arred  [heired]  de  place  an’ 


de  niggers,  an’  ef  dar  eber  was  a good  man 
walked  en  shoe-leather,  he  was  one.  Dey 
tells  me  dat 

u*Twixt  de  saddle  an*  de  ground 
De  sinner  hab  salvation  found;** 

an’  en  course  we  all  knows  ’bout  dat  dar 
horse-thief  what  our  Saviour  done  pardon 
arter  he  was  hung  up;  but  I neber  had 
no  ’pinion  of  dis  yere  way  of  jumpin’  into 
heaven  ober  de  fence,  ’stid  of  goin’  right 
’long  by  de  road  an’  through  de  toll-gate, 
whar  St.  Peter  takes  do  pennies;  but  dar 
was  none  o’  dat  wild  kind  of  religion 
’bout  Mars’  Jeames.  He  was  good  all 
through,  both  outsides  an’  down  de  mid- 
dle, an’  him  an’  me,  an’,  arter  he  died,  his 
folks  an’  me,  we  jes’  went  on  peaceful  an’ 
happy  till  de  war  come  an’  rooted  ebery 
blessed  thing  up  by  de  roots. 


A PROVIDENCE  THWARTED. 


IT  was  after  ten  o’clock,  and  there  was 
work  to  do  at  home  that  ought  to  be 
finished  before  dinner,  as  old  Mr.  Willets 
knew,  “but  his  grist  wa’n’t  ready,  and  he 
couldn’t  start  before  it  was,  and  it  was 
kinder  pleasant,  too,  settin’  there— fellers 
passin’  putty  often,  and  men  gittin’  their 
loads  weighed  on  the  scales,  or  their  oxen, 
and  it  was  warm  out  there  on  the  south 
side  of  the  mill,”  as  he  explained  to  his 
wife  when  she  came  to  the  door,  on  his  re- 
turn home,  to  see  why  he  staid  so  long. 

Harlan’s  grist-mill  did  more  business 
than  any  for  twenty  miles  around,  and 
there  were  always  men  hanging  about 
the  door  meditatively  chewing  kernels  of 
wheat,  or  sitting  on  the  bench  that  ran 
along  the  side  of  the  mill.  It  was  quite  a 
social  luxury  for  the  farmers  of  the  region 
to  visit  it. 

It  was  a delightful  September  morning 
—a  golden  haze  hung  over  plain  and  hill. 
The  air  was  like  wine,  and  so  clear  that  the 
cock-crowing  from  both  neighboring  and 
distant  farm-yards  rang  sharply  on  the 
ear,  and  the  blue  jays’  cries  and  the  chirr 
of  the  chipmunks  were  to  be  heard  in  ev- 
ery direction.  The  dropping  of  the  yellow 
leaves  of  the  chestnuts  and  elms  that  over- 
hung the  mill-pond  kept  up  a soft  patter- 
ing murmur  that  made  it  pleasant  for  the 
farmer  to  listen  with  his  eyes  shut,  and  his 
hat  canted  over  them  to  keep  out  the  hot 
sunshine. 


Hearing  the  rattle  of  wheels,  Mr.  Willets 
straightened  himself  up,  and  looking  down 
the  road , saw  a man  driving  a poor  old  black 
horse,  harnessed  to  a shackling  buggy. 

Mr.  Willets  gazed  intently  after  him  as 
he  passed,  and  rose  to  his  feet  to  see  the 
last  of  him.  As  the  buggy  disappeared 
he  settled  down  again,  and  looking  around 
him  as  if  in  search  of  some  one  to  whom 
he  could  free  his  mind,  ejaculated,  in  a 
dazed  manner,  “I  swow!”  and  remained 
lost  in  thought  until  roused  by  the  ap- 
pearance of  a farmer  with  corn  to  grind, 
of  whom  he  excitedly  inquired,  “Say,  did 
you  meet  a man  just  now  cornin’  from  the 
Holler  ?” 

“ Don’  know  but  I may  hev.  Afoot  or 
drivin’  ?”  asked  the  farmer,  as  he  prepared 
to  get  his  bags  of  corn  from  out  the  end  of 
his  wagon. 

“Drivin’  a black  hoss— a reg’lar  crow- 
bate  ?” 

“B’lieve  I did”— slowly  getting,  one  of 
the  bags  on  his  shoulder  and  carrying  it 
into  the  mill.  Stopping  in  the  doorway 
on  his  way  back  for  another,  he  took  off 
his  hat,  and  taking  out  a red  handker- 
chief, he  wiped  his  head,  which  was  thin- 
ly thatched  with  sandy  locks,  and  said, 

“ Come  to  think  of  it,  I guess  it  was  Will- 
iam Lane,  wasn’t  it  ?” 

“ Why,  yes,”  rejoined  Mr.  Willets.  “ I 
know  it  was;  but  what’s  he  doin’  hero  f” 

“Why,  he  hez  come  and  bought  back 
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the  old  place ; that  is,  it  would  be  goin’  too 
fur  to  say  he’s  actually  bought  it,  for  he’s 
paid  very  little  down,  as  I understand  it; 
and  most  folks  as  poor  as  he  appears  to  be, 
should  say,  they’d  stand  a poor  chance  of 
ever  payin’  for’t;  but  you  know  the  fam- 
ily ; and  if  there’s  any  one  that  can  fat 
sheep  on  the  inside  of  a quarry,  probably 
he  can  do  it,  and  presume  he  will and  he 
shouldered  another  bag  of  com  and  start- 
ed toward  the  door. 

Mr.  Willets  followed  him  into  the  mill, 
and  twitching  his  sleeve,  said,  “Are  you 
goin’  to  wait  for  your  grist  ?” 

44  Depends  on  how  soon  it  will  be  ready. 
I might  wait  a spell,  but  I don’t  mean  to 
spfend  the  day.” 

“Well,”  drawled  Silas,  “ it  ’ll  be  ready 
so’st  you  can  git  home  by  dinner-time.” 

“ Well,  I’ve  got  too  much  on  my  shoul- 
ders to  wait  here,  and  I shall  take  the  mare 
down  to  the  blacksmith’s  and  have  her 
for’ard  shoes  set.” 

“I  don’t  care  if  I go  down  with  ye,” 
said  Mr.  Willets,  eagerly. 

“Oct  in,  then.” 

“Well,  about  William,”  said  Mr.  Wil- 
lets, “ how  d’ye  know  he  was  so  poor,  and 
how  come  he  so?  I knew  they’d  hed 
losses,  but  I’d  no  idee  how  ’twas  with  ’em. 
Hain’t  heard  anythin’  about  ’em  for  the 
last  five  year.” 

“Well,  William  he  told  me.  I was 
one  of  his  securities  in  buying  back  the 
old  place,  and  he  told  me.  I’ve  alius 
known  William,  and  liked  him — liked  him 
when  he  was  a boy,  and  when  he  come  to 
be  a man  I hadn’t  altered  my  idees.  It 
ain’t  my  way.  I s’pose  you  can  remember 
back  to  when  they  left  this  town,  fifteen 
year  ago.  William  was  fifteen  years  old 
then.  You’ ve  heard  how  the  old  man  went 
and  kep’  a hotel  to  Cleveland,  sold  liq- 
uor, and  made  money  accordingly.  It 
was  a trial  to  the  rest  of  the  family,  but 
they’d  alius  hed  to  put  up  with  his  ways, 
and  they  did  then.  Well,  he  bought,  or 
partly  bought,  a steamer,  and  traded  be- 
tween there  and  Detroit.  Did  an  amazin’ 
business,  and  picked  up  money  like  chips. 
But  I never  see  a family  go  down  as 
they  hev,”  continued  the  farmer,  drawing 
up  at  the  blacksmith’s  shop. 

Mr.  Gibbs  went  in,  leaving  Mr.  Willets 
to  follow  at  his  leisure.  9 

“ Anything  for  you,  Mr.  Gibbs?”  sung 
out  the  smith. 

“You  don’t  seem  to  be  drivin’  with 
work  this  mornin’?”  said  Mr.  Gibbs. 


“Yes,  I want  Sukey’s  for'ard  shoes  set;  I 
see  she’s  loosened  both  of  ’em;”  and  he 
went  out  again,  followed  by  the  smith, 
and  soon  had  the  mare  unharnessed,  and 
under  the  smith’s  hands. 

“S’pose  you  heard  that  William  Lane 
hed  got  back  onto  the  old  place  ?”  said  the 
smith. 

“Yes,”  briefly  responded  Mr.  Gibbs. 

“ Is  he  as  poor  as  they  say  ?”  said  one 
of  the  men. 

4 4 1 don’  know  what  they  say,  ” Mr.  Gibbs 
replied,  “but  he’s  poor  enough.” 

44  Well,  I presume  you  know  as  much 
as  any  one.  They  say  his  father  died  an 
awful  death,”  suggestively  remarked  an- 
other. 

“ Is  that  so?”  eagerly  inquired  MrTWil- 
lets. 

“Well,  yes,  they  say  so.  Ben  Nevins 
said  he  read  the  account  in  a Cleveland 
paper  at  the  time.  Paper  said  they  was 
consid’able  of  a temperance  movement, 
and  he  went  out  and  was  talkin’,  and  the 
men  was  tellin’  him  how  the  leaders  of  the 
movement  was  raidin’  on  the  bars,  and 
how,  likely,  he’d  be  visited  — purpose  to 
rile  him  up,  you  know — and  he  was  awful 
mad,  and  sez  he,  4 1 shall  sell  liquor  as 
long  as  I please,  and  the  Almighty  sha’n’t 
stop  me.’  And  just  as  he  got  that  out  he 
flushed  up  awfully,  and  fell  over  onto  his 
face  in  a fit,  and  they  took  him  home  and 
laid  him  onto  a table  in  his  own  bar-room, 
and  he  died  there  that  night — never  come 
to  a minit.” 

44  And  I presume  to  say,”  remarked  one 
of  the  men,  after  a silence,  44  that  his  wife 
mourned  for  him  as  much  as  if  he’d  been 
one  of  the  best  men  that  ever  lived.” 

44  We’ve  all  of  us  read  the  sayin’,  4 Rich- 
es take  to  themselves  wings  and  fly  away.’ 
How  true  it  is!”  remarked  Deacon  Harris, 
with  a sigh,  from  the  doorway,  where  he 
had  been  listening  unobserved  for  a few 
minutes.  Deacon  Jabez  Harris  was  a man 
of  fifty-five,  hale  and  well  preserved,  with 
an  ingratiating,  though  perhaps  what 
some  might  term  a sanctimonious,  man- 
ner, a shrewd  face,  on  which  always  hov- 
ered a slight  smile,  belied  by  the  hard  glint 
of  his  eye — a man  never  known  to  lose 
his  temper,  or  do  a generous  deed.  Look- 
ing about  him,  he  continued,  “Now  the 
way  that  man’s  accumulated  riches  melted 
away,  as  it  were,  in  a moment,  is  a series 
of  remarkable  providences  that  should  be 
a lesson  and  a warning  to  all  of  us.” 

44  That’s  so,”  assented  the  smith. 
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“Well,”  observed  the  deacon,  “I  asked 
William  how  it  was.  He  came  to  me  for 
help,  with  my  friend  Mr.  Gibbs  here” — Mr. 
Gibbs  bowed— “and  I said  to  him  that  I 
could  not  feel  free  to  aid  him  unless  I was 
convinced  that  this  loss  of  property  was 
not  due  to  laxness  on  his  part.  William 
told  me,  that,  beginning  with  his  sister’s 
death,  there  seemed  to  be  a fatality  follow- 
ing them.” 

“I  presume  some  of  you  have  heard  of 
the  eldest  son  falling  into  ways  of  sin  ?” 

As  he  waited  for  a response  from  some 
one,  Mr.  Gibbs  said,  “Yes.” 

“Just  so,  and  the  awful  death  of  the 
father.  It  seems  that  Mr.  Lane  died  in 
October,  and  the  lake  steamers  are  not  in- 
sured after  the  1st  of  November,  but  the 
captain  who  was  running  their  boat  was 
a self-willed  man,  and  loaded  up  at  De- 
troit for  a return  trip,  and  started  from 
port.  A fearful  gale  coming  up,  the  boat 
was  destroyed,  with  all  on  board,  it  being 
a total  loss.  And  now  to  see  how  the  provi- 
dences of  God  follow  up  the  doings  of  sin- 
ful men,  although  in  this  case  it  seems 
mysterious,  and  falling  on  the  innocent 
instead  of  the  guilty.” 

“ Providence  hez  alius  been  blind,  kind- 
er,” softly  remarked  Mr.  Willets. 

“The  following  December,”  resumed 
the  deacon,  “the  hotel  took  fire,  and  was 
consumed,  and  as  the  heft  of  Mr.  Lane’s 
means  was  placed  in  the  boat  and  the 
house,  they  were  left  comparatively  pen- 
niless.” 

“ What  they  livin’  on  now  ?”  asked  the 
smith— “the  widder  and  the  rest  of  the 
children  ?” 

“There  was  a small  portion  left,  on 
which  the  relict  and  her  younger  children 
will  get  on.  I understand  from  William 
that  he  has  established  them  in  a modest 
home  in  Cleveland.  There  seems  to  be  an 
impressive  lesson  in  these  dealings  for  all 
of  us, ’’said  the  deacon. 

“ I don’  know,”  said  one  of  the  men.  “ I 
was  just  thinkin’  it  didn’t  apply  to  any  in 
this  circle.  There  ain’t  any  of  us  that’s 
hampered  with  worldly  goods,  unless  it’s 
you,  deacon.  You  know  how  that  is  bet- 
ter than  I do,”  he  added,  slyly. 

“Well,  now,  I guess  you’ll  find  them 
shoes  all  right.  If  they  ain’t,  I won’t 
charge  you,”  said  the  smith. 

“Time  they  was,” said  Mr.  Gibbs,  as  he 
paid  for  them.  “It’s  past  twelve  now,” 
consulting  a large  silver  watch. 

“There  can’t  nobody  tell  where  this 


momin’  has  gone  to,  but  I don’  know 
but  what  it’s  been  pleasant,  too,”  said  one, 
as  they  all  rose  to  go  to  their  respective 
homes.  “It’s  alius  kinder  interestin’  to 
hear  of  your  neighbors’  misfortun’s, 
though  I don’  know  anybody,”  he  added, 
looking  through  the  door  after  the  dea- 
con, who  could  be  seen  just  entering  his 
house,  across  the  green,  “ that  sets  ’em  out 
in  such  a hard  way,  without  no  lightenin’ 
to  ’em,  as  the  deacon  doos.” 

“ That’s  so,”  assented  the  smith. 

William  Lane  had  always  wished  to 
return  to  the  farm,  and  was  now  free  to 
do  so. 

The  old  unpainted  house  standing  bn 
its  rocky  knoll,  with  the  great  elm  droop- 
ing over  it,  the  bouncing-bets  and  sweet- 
williams  on  either  side  of  the  front  door, 
the  old  well-sweep,  the  trout  brook,  the 
starved  meadow  that  lay  on  the  south  side, 
and  the  uncared-for  orchard  that  stretch- 
ed along  the  half-deserted  by-road — all 
were  dear  to  him. 

He  had  partly  forgotten  that  his  father 
had  been  hard  with  him  there,  and  rather 
remembered  the  freedom  of  the  farm,  the 
long  walks  through  the  forest,  the  trout 
fishing  and  woodchuck  hunts  with  old 
Towser,  and  fancied  that,  once  there  again, 
he  should  be  happy. 

He  was  very  poor;  a small  sum,  barely 
enough  to  buy  the  necessary  stock,  was  all 
he  had;  but  Mr.  Gibbs,  an  old  friend  of 
his  mother’s,  lent  him  most  of  the  money 
he  needed,  and  Deacon  Harris  furnished 
the  remainder.  By  the  time  the  early 
September  frosts  came  on  William  found 
himself  the  virtual  owner  of  the  place,  and 
set  to  work  with  might  and  main.  Long 
before  the  sun  rose  he  was  at  work,  and 
had  need  to  be,  for  with  one  man’s  help  he 
did  all,  both  in  doors  and  out.  William’s 
neighbors,  like  himself,  were  hard-work- 
ing men,  but  his  diligence  was  felt  to  be 
out  of  the  ordinary,  and  was  the  subject  of 
much  comment. 

Mr.  Gibbs  proved  the  best  of  advisers, 
and  aided  him  in  many  ways,  and  by  the 
time  two  years  had  gone  by  he  found  him- 
self getting  on,  much  to  his  own  satis- 
faction. After  serious  consideration  he 
sought  him  a wife,  and  offered  his  heart 
and*the  chances  of  life  on  a hill  farm  to 
Lizzie  Spencer,  a high-spirited  and  sensi- 
ble young  girl  in  a neighboring  town. 

All  went  smoothly  with  Lizzie,  but 
when  William  applied  to  her  father  and 
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mother  for  their  consent,  it  was  withheld. 
When  he  questioned  them  the  mother 
said  she  had  nothing  against  it,  but 4 4 fa- 
ther didn't  favor  it.”  The  father  openly 
offered  his  objections. 

4 4 The  reason  I don’t  wish  you  for  a son- 
in-law,  William,  is  because  I want  to  have 
nothing  to  do  with  your  family.  I know 
your  folks  through  and  through.  Your 
father  was  a man  that  never  hesitated  to 
do  a mean  thing  when  he  saw  a dollar  in 
it.  He  never  lmew  what  it  was  to  spare 
a man  he  had  at  his  mercy.  He  was  a 
hard  man  and  a bad  man,  and  what’s 
4 bred  in  the  bone’ — you  know  the  saying.  ” 

44  It’s  unfair  to  judge  me  by  my  father, 
Mr.  Spencer.” 

. “Well,  I don’t  know;  I don’t  trust  you. 
You  seem  fair  enough,  but  your  name  is 
Lane,  and  I never  heard  of  a Lane  that  I 
could  trust.” 

44  Then  you  forbid  your  daughter  mar- 
rying me  simply  because  I bear  the  name 
of  Lane.” 

4 4 That’s  reason  enough  for  me.  Lizzie 
will  do  as  she  likes ; every  one  must  marry 
to  suit  themselves;  but  I never  ’ll  give  my 
consent,  nor,  what  is  more  to  the  purpose, 
the  portion  I would  have  settled  on  her 
if  she’d  married  to  suit  me.” 

44 1 don’t  wish  the  money,  Mr.  Spencer,” 
William  replied,  with  a moderation  in  tone 
and  manner  that  rather  abashed  the  oth- 
er. “I  shall  be  able  to  get  on  as  I have 
done,  I trust,  with  no  one’s  help.  If 
Lizzie  will  marry  me  I shall  have  all  I 
wish.” 

When  the  alternative  was  placed  be- 
fore Lizzie  of  parting  with  her  lover  or 
her  fortune,  she  announced,  with  a spirit 
of  determination  that  matched  her  fa- 
thers, that  she  could  easier  do  without 
money,  hampered  with  conditions,  than 
William.  So  she  married  him,  and  they 
were  very  happy. 

William’s  lot,  he  found,  was  easier  as 
well  as  happier.  Lizzie  had  “faculty,” 
and  proved  a notable  housekeeper.  The 
food,  though  as  frugal  as  ever,  was  not  so 
monotonous  in  its  routine,  the  milking 
and  butter-making  f^ll  to  her  share,  and 
she  did  not  disdain  to  don  her  sun-bon- 
net and  “rake  after”  the  cart  in  hay- 
making. 

Affairs  prospered  with  them,  so  that 
they  laid  a little — a very  little,  but  still 
something— by,  toward  paying  for  the 
place,  and  the  only  drawback  to  their 
happiness  was  the  fact  that  Lizzie’s  father 


still  held  out  against  them,  and  never  vis- 
ited the  farm. 

As  years  went  by  they  were  blessed 
with  two  children.  The  little  girl,  who 
promised  to  be  as  pretty  as  her  mother, 
was  William’s  darling,  and  the  boy,  who 
had  the  blue  eyes  and  wavy  curls  of  his 
father,  Lizzie  fondly  hoped  might  grow  up 
to  be  as  good  a man  as  William. 

As  time  passed  on  William  still  work- 
ed as  untiringly  as  ever,  but  showed  signs 
of  losing  his  vigorous  strength,  and  Lizzie 
insensibly  fell  into  the  habit  of  thinking 
of  him  as  almost  an  old  man,  and  when, 
one  wet  September,  he  succumbed  to  an 
attack  of  rheumatism,  it  left  him  bent 
and  haggard,  and  discouraged  also.  The 
fields  missed  the  master’s  care,  and  much 
that  he  had  planned  to  do  was  left  un- 
done. The  neighbors  were  kind,  and  now 
and  again  lent  a helping  hand,  but  it  was 
the  busy  season  of  the  year,  and  they  had 
their  own  crops  to  harvest. 

Early  in  December  William  was  sent 
for  in  a great  hurry  to  go  to  Mr.  Gibbs. 
Lizzie  heated  a stone  to  keep  his  feet  warm, 
and  wrapped  him  up,  and  having  tucked 
him  well  into  the  sleigh,  hoped  the  ride 
would  do  him  good,  though  she  owned  to 
herself  with  a sigh,  as  she  watched  the 
sleigh  disappear,  that  William  looked  very 
old  and  feeble. 

Arrived  at  Mr.  Gibbs’s  house,  he  found 
his  old  friend  very  ill,  battling  for  his  life 
with  a severe  attack  of  congestion  of  the 
lungs.  As  William  entered  the  bedroom 
where  the  sick  man  lay,  his  old  friend  * 
lifted  his  fevered  eyes  to  his,  and  signed  to 
William  to  come  near,  and  as  he  took  his 
hand  began  at  once  to  address  him  as 
if  he  felt  his  time  was  short. 

“William,  I’ve  been  pitying  you  all 
along  this  fall,  but  I’m  the  worst  off  to- 
day.” 

William  began  to  express  his  sorrow  at 
his  sad  condition,  but  the  farmer  cut  him 
short. 

“I  see  you  feel  for  me,  but  I’ve  no 
time  to  talk.  But  your  affairs— that  note 
of  yourn  I hed.  I don’  know  but  I’ve  done 
you  an  injury,  spite  of  my  feeling  toward 
you.”  He  rested  a little;  then  went  on. 

“ I never  pressed  you  for’t.” 

44 1 know  that,”  said  William. 

“No,”  gasped  the  farmer,  painfully, 

44  ’n’  I hope  he  won’t.” 

“Who?”  inquired  William,  as  Mr. 
Gibbs  waited  to  gather  a little  strength. 

“The  deacon.  I hadn’t  no  choice, 
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William.  I thought  of  wife.  She  hain’t 
no  head  for  business— ’n’  the  deacon  hap- 
pened to  call  early  this  morning,  V he 
offered  to  take  the  note — V I didn’t  know 
what  to  do — ’n’  I let  him  have  it — the 
note  ’n’  the  mortgage.  He’s  a hard  man,” 
he  said,  anxiously,  as  he  noted  William’s 
look  of  apprehension;  “but  he’s  alius 
been  fair  with  me — ’n’  he  said  he’d  do  the 
right  thing  by  you — promised  he  would — 
’n’  I knew  I was  dying,  ’n’  I thought  of 
wife.” 

William,  seeing  how  troubled  he  was, 
urged  him  not  to  think  of  it,  and  remind- 
ed him  of  his  great  kindnesses  toward  him- 
self. 

“I  hev— I’ve  set  store  by  ye,  William— 
V I hope  I bain't  hurt  ye  now.  The  dea- 
con give  me  his  word,”  he  gasped  again, 
as  William  rose  to  leave  him,  after  bid- 
ding him  farewell. 

In  January  the  interest  fell  due,  and 
William  went  to  the  deacon’s  to  pay  it. 
Deacon  Harris  was  very  amiable,  and  in- 
quired in  his  most  affable  manner  after 
wife  and  children,  and  William  was  about 
taking  his  leave  with  a lightened  heart, 
— for  he  had  dreaded  lest  the  principal 
might  be  called  for— when,  as  if  an  after- 
thought had  struck  him,  the  deacon  said, 
as  William  opened  the  door  to  go  out, 
“ By-the-way,  William,  I hope  it  wouldn’t 
put  you  out  too  much  if  I was  to  ask  you 
to  pay  off  part  of  what  you  owe  me— say 
the  note  of  six  hundred  that  I took  of  Mr. 
Gibbs  to  oblige  him ; the  other,  for  three 
hundred,  that  I’ve  held  all  along,  can  lie 
longer.  But  I put  myself  out  to  take  it 
up  for  our  friend;  only  did  it  to  lighten  a 
dying  man’s  last  moments ; and  now  I feel 
the  need  of  the  money.  I should  like  it 
— say  the  18th  of  next  month;”  and  he 
smiled  benevolently  upon  William. 

William  turned  pale  as  he  answered 
that  he  was  afraid  he  couldn’t  possibly 
raise  it.  “You  know,”  he  said,  “what 
bad  luck  I have  had  this  year.  I can’t 
raise  it,”  he  said,  desperately;  “I  hain’t 
the  money,  and  can’t  get  it.” 

“I  think  you’ll  have  to  find  it,  Will- 
iam. It’s  a matter  of  necessity  with  me.” 

The  next  morning  William  went  out 
among  his  friends,  with  a faint  hope  that 
he  might  find  help,  but  it  was  a fruitless 
errand. 

Most  of  the  farmers  of  that  region  had 
all  they  could  do  to  live;  many  owed 
money  they  were  hopeless  of  repaying; 
the  taxes  bore  heavily  on  the  most  fortu- 


nate, and  although  they  would  have  been 
glad  to  have  assisted  him,  were  powerless 
to  do  so,  and  could  only  give  doubtful 
shakes  of  the  head  over  his  chances. 

When  William  had  applied  to  every 
one  likely  to  have  money,  and  failed,  his 
wife  suggested  as  a last  resort  that  they 
should  sell  their  sheep.  They  had  a fine 
flock.  William  had  begun  by  buying  a 
few  at  a time,  as  he  could,  and  now,  with 
the  natural  inerease  of  numbers,  he  count- 
ed them  by  scores.  He  had  taken  great 
care  of  them,  and  Lizzie  had  brought  up 
many  a poor  deserted  lamb  to  be  a credit 
to  the  flock.  Their  sheep  were  gaining 
them  quite  a reputation;  but  now  it  was 
decided  they  must  go,  and  William  went 
to  the  county  town  the  next  market-day. 

He  succeeded  better  than  he  had  hoped 
to  do,  and  came  home  quite  cheered,  to  be 
met  by  the  hired  man,  who  carried  him  to 
the  sheep-fold  to  “see  what  in  natur’  ail- 
ed the  critters.  He  thought  it  must  be 
the  distemper.” 

William’s  heart  sank  within  him  as  he 
glanced  over  the  poor  creatures,  and  sep- 
arated those  that  had  sickened  already — 
quite  a number — from  the  others. 

It  was  in  vain  that  the  men  worked 
over  them,  and  Lizzie  let  the  house- work 
go,  and  left  the  children  to  get  on  as  they 
could,  while  she  tried  one  remedy  after 
another.  In  the  course  of  a fortnight 
there  were  but  a poor  half-dozen  left,  and 
William  and  his  wife  looked  at  each  other 
in  despair. 

The  18th  of  February  came,  and  bright 
and  early  came  the  deacon.  Without 
appearing  to  be  aware  of  their  losses  (al- 
though he  knew  of  them  as  well  as  any 
one),  he  asked  William  if  he  was  ready  to 
pay  the  note.  On  William’s  answering 
“No,”  he  frowned,  and  inquired,  civilly, 
what  the  reason  might  be. 

“ I told  you,  Mr.  Harris,  that  I couldn’t 
raise  the  money.  I have  tried  every  way,  ” 
said  William.  “I  should  have  been  able 
to  get  it  if  my  sheep  had  not  died.  I hope 
you  will  not  be  hard  upon  me,  but  extend 
the  time  until  I can  find  some  other  way,” 
lie  added,  feeling  hynself  at  the  mercy  of 
a man  who  he  knew  meant  to  be  hard. 

“Extend  the  time!  That’s  what  a de- 
faulting debtor  always  wants,”  sneered 
the  deacon,  with  his  smile  quite  gone,  and 
his  small  eyes  drawn  together.  “You 
knew  the  money  was  due  to-day,  didn’t 
you  ? And  I warned  you  I must  have  it, 
and  I intend  to,  too.” 


Digitized  by 


Gck  igle 


Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


A PROVIDENCE  THWARTED. 


743 


Here  Lizzie,  who  had  been  listening  in 
the  next  room,  came  in,  to  see  if  her  en- 
treaties might  not  soften  him.  She  had 
always  been  called  “a  real  putty  girl,” 
and  she  had  not  lost  her  pink  cheeks  yet; 
she  had  brushed  her  glossy  hair  until  it 
shone  like  a chestnut,  and  put  on  a red 
bow  at  her  throat,  and  William  thought, 
as  she  came  in,  that  she  looked  charming 
enough  to  touch  the  heart  of  any  man. 

The  deacon,  who  was  very  gallant  to- 
ward women,  answered  her  “Good-morn- 
ing” very  graciously,  and  inquired  after 
her  health  and  that  of  the  children.  But 
when  she  came  to  the  subject  of  his  call, 
he  hardened  at  once.  As  she  said,  “I 
hope  you  will  not  be  hard  upon  us,  Mr. 
Harris;  we  will  pay  you  in  time,  if  you 
will  only  have  patience  with  us  now; 
we  have  been  so  unfortunate  this  year,” 
her  voice  trembled  so  that  she  stopped  to 
steady  it. 

44 That’s  bad  for  you ; very  sad  indeed,” 
said  the  deacon,  coldly;  “but  still  it 
scarcely  concerns  me.  The  question  is,” 
he  added,  sharply,  “can  you  pay  the 
money  ?” 

4 4 No,  ” said  Lizzie,  4 4 we  can’t.  William 
has  tried  every  way.” 

44  Just  so,”  observed  the  deacon,  settling 
himself  back  more  comfortably  in  the 
arm-chair  by  the  fire.  “I  supposed  you 
couldn’t.  All  that  I can  see,  then,  for  me 
to  do  is  just  to  foreclose.” 

“You  can’t  mean  it!”  exclaimed  Will- 
iam. 4 4 You  wouldn’t  do  that,  and  rob 
me  of  my  home.” 

“I  shall  do  it,”  rejoined  the  deacon, 
looking  from  the  husband  to  the  wife  and 
back  again,  with  evident  satisfaction,  “if 
the  money  isn’t  forth-coming  in  a week. 
It’s  more  consideration  than  I owe  you, 
but  Scripter  says,  ‘Thou  shalt  not  dis- 
tress thy  brother  without  cause,’ and  I‘ 
have  always  been  strictly  just  in  all  my 
dealings,  and  you  can  have  the  advantage 
of  a week.” 

44  Only  a week  to  raise  six  hundred  dol- 
lars in,  when  I haven’t  been  able  to  do  it  in 
a month!”  said  William,  in  despair. 

4 4 Oh,  Mr.  Harris,  be  merciful  to  us!” 
cried  Lizzie,  all  in  tears.  “I’ve  heard,” 
she  went  on,  as  well  as  her  crying  would 
let  her,  4 4 that  when  you  were  young  you 
had  a hard  time  to  get  on,  and  know  what 
it  is  to  be  pinched.  What  would  have  be- 
come of  you  if  any  one  had  treated  you  as 
you  do  us  ?” 

“Well,  Mrs.  Lane,  just  this  very  thing 


did  happen  to  me,  and  it’s  made  me  what 
I am.  I hope  the  discipline  will  prove  as 
valuable  to  your  husband,”  he  added,  with 
a bland  smile. 

“If  you  have  been  in  such  a place 
yourself,  then  surely  you  will  have  com- 
passion on  us  now,”  urged  William. 

“ Why  should  I ?”  asked  the  deacon,  as 
if  amused  at  the  absurdity  of  the  idea. 
“Now  I’ll  tell  you  something,  William, 
that  may  help  you  to  see  things  in  a 
different  light.  When  I was  twenty-five 
years  old  I had  bought  me  a farm  in  Exe- 
ter; I’d  had  my  time  since  I was  twenty- 
one,  and  had  laid  by  a little  something.  I 
didn’t  trifle  away  my  time  in  useless  pur- 
suits, as  young  men  now  do.  I never 
knew  what  it  was  to  take  a leisure  hour; 
all  my  energies  were  bent  on  paying  for 
my  farm. 

“Well,  I had  to  borrow  money,  and 
Providence  led  me  in  the  way  of  your  fa- 
ther. Your  father  always  had  money  to 
lend,  on  good  security,  and  he  let  me  have 
all  I wanted.  That  was  kind,  eh,  Will- 
iam f I worked  as  few  men  have  done.  I 
was  very  strong,  and  I put  my  heart  into 
it.  I was  engaged  to  the  prettiest  girl  in 
the  place,  and  I wanted  to  have  the  neat- 
est farm  and  the  prettiest  house  in  the 
county,  to  please  her. 

“ You  remind  me  of  her  some,”  he  said, 
turning  toward  Lizzie,  who  sat  by  the  fire 
plaiting  and  unplaiting  the  hem  of  her 
apron:  “I’ve  often  thought  of  it  when  I 
see  you  in  meeting. 

“Well,”  he  resumed,  withasigh,  after  a 
pause,  “ I put  all  the  money  I could  raise 
into  improvements;  I was  foolish,  but 
when  I’d  feel  worried  about  it,  as  I did 
once  in  a while,  and  speak  about  the 
money  to  your  father,  he  would  always 
say,  4 Go  on,  go  on ; I like  to  see  you  am- 
bitious about  your  place.  I don’t  care  how 
many  years  the  money  lies;  I’ve  no  call 
to  use  it ;’  and  so  I was  caught  in  my  own 
trap,  and  went  on.  I have  never  encour- 
aged you  in  any  foolishness,  have  I,  Will- 
iam ? 

“Well,  it  went  on  until  about  three 
months  before  I was  to  have  married,  and 
Eunice  was  working  her  wedding  gown.” 

“Eunice !” broke  in  Lizzie.  44 1 thought 
your  wife’s  name  was  Chloe.” 

“Yes:  I didn’t  marry  Eunice.  Mrs. 
Harris  is  an  excellent  woman,”  he  said, 
dryly.  “ I didn’t  marry  her  for  a pretty 
face.  However,  my  wife  is  not  concerned 
in  this. 
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“I  said  it  was  three  months  before  I 
was  to  have  been  married,  when  your  fa- 
ther came  to  me  with  a plausible  story, 
was  sorry  to  trouble,  but  he  wanted  the 
money,  the  whole  of  it.  He  wasn’t  so  easy 
as  I am  with  you,  William. 

4 4 There’s  no  need  to  go  into  particulars. 
He  wouldn’t  hear  to  anything,  but  took 
the  place,  and  I lost  everything— yes,  ev- 
erything,” he  said,  bitterly,  “for  Eunice 
wouldn’t  marry  a beggar. 

“ Well,  I had  the  world  to  begin  again, 
with  all  my  life,  up  to  that  time,  lost  to 
me,  and  I knew  whom  I had  to  thank  for 
it,  and  I took  an  oath  then  to  be  revenged 
upon  your  father. 

“I  never  had  a chance  with  him.  He 
was  too  sharp  for  me,  and  prospered  in 
everything  he  did;  but  when  you  came 
to  me,  William,  to  borrow  money,  I saw 
what  you  were — not  like  your  father  in 
smartness,  though  I know  you’ve  his 
meanness  in  you.  It  can’t  be  buried  so 
deep  but  what  it’s  there.” 

“Then  you  have  deliberately  ruined 
me  for  a mean  revenge  on  a dead  man !” 
broke  out  William. 

“ The  injury  is  a living  one,  William. 
I am  sorry  your  father  couldn’t  see  that 
I’ve  paid  myself  off,”  said  the  deacon, 
with  a world  of  gratified  malice  speaking 
through  his  eyes. 

The  deacon  paused,  and  noting  the 
looks  of  horror  that  both  William  and  his 
wife  cast  upon  him,  smoothed  out  his  face 
into  its  wonted  lines,  and  said,  dryly: 
“ What  have  you  to  complain  of  ? When 
a man  incurs  a money  liability  he  knows 
he  must  meet  it.  Doesn’t  the  money  le- 
gally belong  to  me  ?” 

“You  can  take  it  by  law,  but  if  the 
Christian  mercy  I’ve  heard  you  expatiate 
upon  in  prayer -meetings  has  a living 
principle  with  you,  you  would  extend  it 
now  toward  us.” 

“Young  man,”  said  the  deacon,  re- 
provingly, “religious  matters  are  one 
thing,  and  money  matters  are  another, 
and  I never  mix  them.” 

He  rose,  and  as  he  buttoned  up  his  coat, 
added:  “You’ve  had  your  notice,  and 
you’ll  see  thal  I shall  keep  my  word. 
Good-day  to  you.” 

There  wanted  but  one  day  of  the  sale, 
when  Lizzie’s  father,  having  some  business 
in  the  town  in  which  she  lived,  betook 
himself  in  good  season  to  the  place.  A 
fifteen-mile  drive  was  of  little  consequence 


to  his  smart-stepping  horse;  but,  when 
nearing  the  village,  Billy  cast  a shoe,  and 
he  turned  toward  the  blacksmith’s  to  have 
it  set. 

Driving  up  from  the  side  road,  and  stop- 
ping to  unham  ess  his  horse,  he  overheard 
the  conversation  going  on  just  within  the 
door  of  the  smithy. 

“Do  you  know  whether  it’s  likely 
there’ll  be  smart  biddin’  on  the  prop’ty 
to-morrow  ?”  he  heard  Mr.  Willets’s  voice 
asking. 

4 4 Don’  know, ’’responded  some  unknown 
person.  “ ’Tain’t  likely  anybody  11  have 
spunk  enough  to  bid  agin  the  deacon. 
Everybody  understands  that  he  intends 
to  git  the  place  into  his  own  hands,  I 
guess.” 

4 4 If  there  was  any  one  that  hed  money 
to  spare,”  one  added,  suggestively,  44 1 
s’pose  they  wouldn’t  lose  to  git  it,  and  let 
them  poor  creeturs  try  an’  buy  it  back; 
but  money  is  awful  scarce.  I know  ’tis 
with  me,  anyway.” 

Mr.  Spencer  stopped  unharnessing,  and 
listened  more  attentively,  wondering 
whom  the  men  were  talking  of.  As  he 
had  very  slight  intercourse  with  any  of 
the  towns-people,  and  did  not  take  the 
county  paper  (his  interest  lying  in  other 
directions),  he  had  not  heard  of  William’s 
recent  straits.  He  started  as  he  heard 
another  voice  say,  “I  never’d  thought 
that  the  last  of  the  Lanes,  as  you  might 
say,  would  come  to  this,  and  the  only  de- 
cent one  I ever  heard  of,  too.  William  is 
a first-rate  man.” 

44  That’s  so,”  assented  the  smith,  hearti- 
ly; 44 he’s  real  clever,  too;  and  so’s  his 
wife.  She’s  just  as  smart  as  a steel-trap, 
and  kind.” 

4 4 1 don’  know  any  one  I’d  go  to,  if  I was 
in  trouble,  quicker  than  I would  to  her,  or 
him  either,  ” said  another.  4 4 They’d  help 
you  in  a minute,  if  ’twas  so  they  could.” 

44 1 should  think  her  folks  would  step 
in  now  and  give  ’em  a hist.  What’s  the 
reason  they  don’t  ?”  queried  Mr.  Willets. 

“They  say  they  didn’t  favor  the  wed- 
din’  anyway,  and  hain’t  never  been  near 
’em.  Her  mother’s  been  dead  some  time, 
I believe,  and  there  ain’t  any  family,  ’cept 
her  father,  and  he's  as  hard  as  that  ham- 
mer that  Jones  is  strikin’  with.  That’s 
what  I’ve  heard,”  the  speaker  added,  cau- 
tiously. 

Mr.  Spencer  winced  as  he  heard  these 
speeches,  and  he  took  a step  toward  the 
shop  to  interrupt  them,  but  stopped  as  the 
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next  speaker  lifted  his  voice.  What  he 
had  heard  was  a revelation  to  him. 

4 ‘ I don’t  s’pose,  ” said  Mr.  Willets, 4 4 that 
there’d  anything  hurt  the  deacon  so,  as  to 
have  somebody  pay  off  William’s  note, 
and  let  him  keep  his  place.  He’s  awful 
hard,  the  deacon  is,  but  he  alius  keeps 
within  the  law;  so  he  can  take  it  well 
enough,  and  no  one  can  say,  4 Why  do  ye 
so  ?’ — ’ ceptin ’ Providence.” 

Mr.  Spencer  smiled  grimly  to  himself, 
and  taking  the  bridle  of  his  horse,  led  him 
up  to  the  door,  and  summoning  the  smith 
by  a nod,  asked  Mr.  Jones  if  he  would  see 
to  his  horse,  and  loan  him  another  in  the 
mean  time  to  drive  to  the  county  town, 
some  five  miles  distant — casting  sharp 
looks  around  the  circle  of  men  gathered 
in  the  smithy  while  he  spoke. 

The  smith  answered  in  the  affirmative 
to  both  questions,  and  Mr.  Spencer  was 
soon  seen  to  drive  off  at  a speedy  trot. 

As  Mr.  Jones  returned  he  was  accosted 
l>y  Mr.  Willets,  who  demanded,  excitedly, 
“Say,  who  was  that  man  ?” 

44  Hem  I well,  that  was  William’s  fa- 
ther-in-law, as  it  happens,”  said  the  smith, 
with  a grin,  at  the  dashed  looks  of  those 
around  him. 

“You  don’t!  well,  if  that  ain’t  the 
crowner !”  ejaculated  one,  as  all  united  in 
blocking  up  the  doorway,  in  their  anxie- 
ty to  see  the  last  of  him.  When  he  had 
disappeared,  Mr.  Willets  expressed  the 
mind  of  all  in  the  observation,  “Well  ! 
it  hain’t  hurt  him  none.  Perhaps  it  will 
stir  him  up  to  do  for  ’em.  He  could  if  he 
favored  it” 

Meantime  Mr.  Spencer  hurried  to  town, 
and  to  the  bank,  where  he  had  a comfort- 
able bit  of  money  laid  up,  drew  out  the 
necessary  amount  (having  privately  ques- 
tioned the  smith  as  they  fastened  the  lat- 
ter's horse  to  the  sleigh),  and  hastened 
back  with  it.  Avoiding  the  smithy,  he 
went  up  the  hill  to  William  and  Lizzie’s 
home.  As  he  neared  the  house  he  spied  a 
team  standing  before  the  sitting-room  door, 
and  conjecturing  it  to  be  the  deacon’s,  hur- 
ried in  through  the  back  kitchen. 

He  opened  the  kitchen  door  softly,  and 
looked  in.  There  stood  Lizzie  washing 
out  a few  things  at  the  sink,  and  sprink- 
ling the  garments  with  her  tears.  She 
looked  up,  and  saw  her  father.  “ Oh,  fa- 
ther!” she  cried,  and  giving  a hasty  wipe 
to  her  hands  with  her  apron,  ran  and  threw 
her  arms  around  her  father’s  neck,  and 
burst  into  tears  on  his  shoulder. 


Mr.  Spencer  was  distressed.  Lizzie  had 
been  a girl  that  never  cried.  “She  must 
have  broken  down  considerable,”  he 
thought  to  himself.  He  smoothed  her 
hair  down  once  or  twice,  and  said, 4 4 There, 
there!”  as  he  had  done  when  she  was  a 
baby.  Then,  as  she  continued  to  sob, 
44  Lizzie,  don’t  ye  know  you’re  jam  min’  in 
the  crown  of  my  hat  ?” 

Lizzie  immediately  withdrew  herself, 
took  the  hat  from  his  hand,  said,  with  com- 
punction, 44 1 am  so  sorry!”  and  began  to 
smooth  it. 

After  a moment’s  pause,  during  which 
Mr.  Spencer  noted  her  changed  appear- 
ance, he  said,  abruptly, 44  Who’s  in  there  ?” 
indicating  the  sitting-room  by  a gesture. 

4 4 William  and  the  deacon.  He’s  going 
to  sell  the  farm  to-morrow,”  she  said,  with 
another  burst  of  tears,  this  time  bestowed 
upon  her  apron. 

Without  another  word  he  went  across 
the  floor  to  the  door  leading  into  the  sit- 
ting-room, softly  lifted  the  latch,  listened 
for  a while,  and  entered,  closing  the  door 
after  him. 

Standing  by  the  stove,  with  one  foot 
resting  on  the  hearth,  was  the  deacon, 
while  William  sat  dejectedly  at  a table, 
with  his  head  upon  his  hands. 

Going  past  William  with  a curt  nod, 
Mr.  Spencer  addressed  himself  to  the  sub- 
ject in  hand: 

“Mr.  Harris,  if  I’m  not  mistaken?” 
The  deacon  bowed.  44  I’ve  never  met  you 
before,  I believe.  My  name  is  Spencer.” 

44  How  do  you  do,  sir  ?”  said  the  deacon, 
at  a loss  what  to  expect. 

“There’s  to  be  a foreclosure  sale  here 
to-morrow,  as  I understand,  to  satisfy  your 
claim.” 

44  Exactly,”  said  the  deacon,  in  his  silk- 
iest tones,  “unless  Mr.  Lane  here  can  pay 
me  to-day.  He  has  just  told  me  he  could 
not.” 

44  Just  so.  If  he  could , you’d  be  glad 
to  release  him  ?”  said  Mr.  Spencer,  dryly. 

The  deacon  had  no  choice  but  to  an- 
swer 44  Yes.” 

44  Very  well.  How  much  is  the  sum  ?” 

The  deacon  gave  it.  Mr.  Spencer  sat 
down,  extracted  a fat  pocket-book  from 
an  inner  pocket  of  his  coat,  and  slowly 
counted  over  a pile  of  bills  by  the  aid  of 
an  occasionally  moistened  thumb.  Secur- 
ing the  bills  between  his  knees,  he  drew 
out  a small  purse,  and  told  out  silver. 
Putting  up  purse  and  pocket-book,  he 
handed  bills  and  silver  to  William,  say- 
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ing,  briefly,  “Might  as  well  settle  with 
him  right  off.” 

William  looked  up,  scarcely  knowing 
what  was  meant,  and  Mr.  Spencer  forcing 
the  money  into  his  hand,  he  mechanically 
looked  it  over,  and  all  at  once  realized 
that  he  was  delivered.  He  was  about  to 
spring  up  to  express,  if  he  was  capable,  his 
thankfulness,  but  Mr.  Spencer,  checking 
him,  said,  quietly,  “Don’t  keep  the  deacon 
waiting  any  longer.  His  time  is  probably 
precious.” 

William  rose,  and  handing  the  money 
to  the  deacon,  received  the  note  and  mort- 
gage, reluctantly  parted  with. 

“Now  you’re  satisfied,  I presume,  Mr. 
Harris,  though  you  don’t  look  so  either,” 
said  Mr.  Spencer,  enjoying  the  other’s  looks 
of  discomfiture  and  rage.  4 4 As  I’ve  been 
the  instrument  of  Providence  in  delivering 
my  son,”  turning  to  indicate  William,  “ I 
propose  to  continue  in  that  capacity,  and 
give  you  an  honest  man’s  opinion  of  your 
dealings.  I’ve  never  been  an  eavesdropper 
but  twice : both  times  to-day.  Once  I heard 
reflections  on  myself  and  appreciation  of 
my  son  here  that  took  the  scales  off  my 
eyes,  and  let  me  see  where  I was  and  where 
William  stood. 

“I’m  a set  man,”  he  continued,  “but 
when  I’m  convinced,  I know  what  to  do, 
and  I made  up  my  mind  if  I could  make 
matters  right  between  me  and  my  son-in- 
law  and  my  daughter,  I’d  do  it,  if  it  was 
the  eleventh  hour. 

“ I’ve  been  hard  on  William.  I had  as 
much  reason  to  despise  his  father  as  any 
man  could,  and  I’ve  been  mean  enough 
to  let  that  feeling  stand  between  us  and 
make  us  all  miserable.  But— enough  said 
before  you.  I’ll  say  what  I hev  to  say 
when  you  are  gone. 

“The  second  time  I listened  was  to  hear 
you,”  pointing  a big  forefinger  at  the 
deacon,  his  voice  rising  with  wrath  and 
contempt,  “ making  yourself  out  to  be  the 
meanest  creature  that  is  on  God’s  foot- 
stool this  minit.” 

“I  have  not  overstepped  the  law;  no 
one  can  say  that,”  exclaimed  the  deacon, 
in  self-defense. 

“Not  human  law— no,  you  hain’t;  but 
Divine  law  says, 4 Thou  shalt  not  grind  the 
face  of  the  poor.’  You’re  great  on  Scrip- 
ter.  You’ve  read  that  text,  and  can  find 
it,  and  there's  plenty  more  just  like  it.” 

“I  gave  William  every  chance  to  re- 
deem his  place.  I extended  the  time  to 
him,”  said  the  deacon. 


“You  can  say  that,  but  you  know  it 
isn’t  so.  You  gave  him  no  chance.  Why, 

I heard  you,”  he  broke  out,  fiercely,  as  the 
deacon  was  about  to  speak,  “I  tell  you; 

I listened  at  the  door.  I heard  William 
here  pleadin’  with  you,  and  you  tell  him 
you’d  ruin  him. 

“For  six  hundred  dollars  you  meant  to 
rob  him  of  a home  he  has  all  but  killed 
himself  to  win.”  He  stopped  to  view  the 
look  of  baffled  malice  and  rage  that  made 
the  deacon’s  face  anything  but  a pleasant 
sight  to  see.  As  he  was  about  to  speak, 
Mr.  Spencer  stopped  him  with  the  remark: 

“ I haven’t  a doubt  but  you  are  capable 
of  speaking  of  this  as  a providential  dis- 
pensation, and  being  enough  of  a hypocrite 
to  ask  the  Lord  in  your  evening  prayers 
to  bless  this  ‘ visitation.’  ” 

“ He  owed  the  money.  It  was  a right- 
eous debt,”  said  the  deacon. 

44  You  didn’t  take  a righteous  way  to 
collect  it,  and  you  didn’t  want  the  moneyv 
You  claimed  it  because  you  saw  your  op- 
portunity to  ruin  him.  You  have  been 
planning  it  all  this  time,  and  would  have 
worked  it  out  but  for  my  stepping  in  at 
the  last  moment,  as  it  were — and  I really 
believe  it  was  Providence  that  led  my 
steps  this  morning — but  spoiled  yours, 
deacon,”  he  added,  with  a smile. 

“Don’t  you  offer  a word  in  your  de- 
fense! You  quit  this  house,  and  don’t 
you  ever  find  your  way  here  again. — 
William,”  he  added,  “I’ll  take  the  privi- 
lege of  showing  the  deacon  the  door.” 

He  waited  in  grim  silence  while  the 
deacon  put  up  the  money  and  took  up 
his  hat;  then  accompanied  him  to  the 
door,  and  going  out  after  him,  said,  in  a 
low  grunt,  that  no  one  else  might  hear 
him: 

“What  I ask  and  expect  of  you,  Dea- 
con Harris,  is,  that  you’ll  take  the  trouble 
to  just  mention  to  the  blacksmith’s  that 
there  won’t  be  no  sale  here  to-morrow. 
They’ll  understand  it,”  he  added,  with  a 
chuckle. 

“Now,  William,”  he  said,  as  he  went 
in  again,  44  the  deacon’s  gone.”  He  shook 
William’s  hand  heartily,  and  they  stood 
regarding  each  other  fora  little  in  silence, 
while  William’s  face  worked,  and  Mr. 
Spencer’s  eyes  shone  with  a suspicious 
brightness. 

There  were  no  words  spoken,  nor  were 
any  needed.  Each  understood  the  other, 
and  forgiveness  and  reconciliation  were 
offered  and  accepted  in  a look. 
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ar*caiie,  and gaHifch : Vegetables.  Thn  rosi- 
dn#  id  water,  after  many  a devious  wsm 
do  ring  and  ih .*■' enforced  by several  Ui r 
Mr I'RHis  Umt  rising  iiv  the  very  heart  of 
. A . the  eiiv . meander  through  its  sC i s aud 

‘V  gardens.  I*  timied  jo  to  its.  •oi%mal.eh4iti- 
net  duly  h>  perform  lik(e;.%ecA^oci'  for:‘  thy. 
h t*c  tend  fix  6Fik& 

it  is  this  ahermokw;  of  town,  and  ernm 
■->* • iy  -••»«■  MU  ton  ;/f  egy  Ufa  with  uU  the 

^ $ *»$&'.  ^iai,fni? awl  as.sixH;ytiou^  ot."  rural . .-sttr- 

roundings,  tJiar  forms  •■tfufc  of  the.  chief 
§5f|  |PP|fi^r.  -'  >'  atiru*  hoos  of  Monterey 

vtp;.  V ' ;:  * Mom  tlia ii  throe  decades  *nd  a half 

have  dapsed  Mure  i Jus  name ftps!  became 
*V'ej  ’ :l  f.yjjK  faifiou^  a?s  ^ns<xai|foi  \viilx  the  early  bat 

S - ^ ^ v ^ lie*  of  t hoM r x jean  war . t he  theatre  of  the 

gaiemt  #:qdoH*  wf  Worth  and  Tay  lor,  and 
1 now  by  a eunoujfv  ro-hiridenor.;  it Strain 

; '■f1^  ■ promiuentiy  ;;l>riu^b^  jVfildh;, 

thfc  invl-fniits,  a*  it  won*,  of  (hr  mov  •.» 
R^g_-  " vasem  of  Mexico  •-•-•a  me-v^mcnt  al.si.axsl. 

ydumounuml  in  its  ^ham^ter;  and  winch 
'"4^1  * threaten^  the  speedy  yet  peaceful  com 

ooiiqM'4^1  <if  the  country. 

; Zjf  Tb e 1 Clli  of  September  fafcl,  the  nn- 

y- ]£  b n od  red  j niyersary  ;6f  Mexican  independence*  tVas 
$k  ikffil  a:o  y ; eelebmtetl  at  Moiiterey  by.  the  foruml 

y*  no  t»  vmh  a <h  0*o  ] opening  of  railway  donmlunicatteif  with 
Rio  GouHe  i'Kb.v - j the  y titled  -States:;  ftir  the  fir^t  tm?r  in 


b’<M{tilul  city  of  | of  Mexico  haw  ho  vomvti'me  e?*joyi?d  * 
Monterey.  Here  tl«e  'detur  bed  .spui^  of  the  I i jailed  r;din  »ad  r<  yMem,  vooet  rueted  by 

* r Mot f>er 5fe.t^r>toim-r eatiy^)r^ ^ to  • Eit^libh  hatiS^.  v^i>i^4,  biityibe Axst 

hi  inn  thp  great  plahmu  of  ilie  f rc^d^riH  to;  '.noiHtJh '.  ’ oior^. 

leariog  but  a naiTovv  pa3h  through  whicir ■ ■'; ^ tbah ; ifyis  : ^ ^ • f ' 1 p 

>JI  fcfe  math  from  tti  e coast  and  Rio  <■} ra  n de,  j to  t|t^  past  year  .of  Am^riyan  uoh 

Jii.iriting'i;i>  oee  at  Monlerey.  winfUbrough  | lien,  kiiowo  m?  be  Her  meairV  ofromUtM- 
the  goa/ge  to  Saltillo  atui  the  group  ol  vhvu*  | iociitws.  Ujam  the  hluruay  *>:<:  cart  aud 
n":ti  vifivxi  m the  interior.  Fnaa  Hus  pius.s,  i.raia  of  by-gooe  lit  ail  the 

fjed  b5 couiHle^  H)J4iu tain  .'inteiipationaJ  it  ^ 

the  AiWy^  Juao>  a b^tutiful  ,«apifcittlly  • sjii phlaiyd';'  . gh^ej^iaeu t 

<4  rapid  erystal.  ami  ik^uo  UiCs 

from  the  ojchmiUiuis  even  in  the  hoft^Ol  Uajufnl  ^Orih ward  and  tn  no  ovrm  frum 
<layk  of  niidshmihe^v  Although  sic  j rtiug .( the  XViuj  tieri  o Hi  t tie  iiuerh^  The  ^u.spt  - 
i bo  chy  iti'a  scmicirclr  and  dose  along;  ch.o)  and  dihru-v  of  A i)K:drtri  at^nojdixu 
tbf*  fexst  fiiik  of  the  •^ierrsi?.It^  chamnH  is i ' itx  rtii: 

dry  pxeept  in  time  uf  h'r>hA.  every  )\?$y  i« xi u.  jr-ured  to  npe<i  up  eUe  r.pai,sei:y  xeM.le<l 
,*£it  wafer  blMiig  thvermf  from  above  iulo  ■ of  fin:  n ov.tb  U.»  foreign  eiMerprisu 

tbo  •)':(i)H  ins.  or  irriguLmy  ditcher  fhat  . vvloh:  die>  We  tv  yet  isu.date,d  from  the  eon- 
pOrnH’aKy  for  miles  Uie  frvldr  pbiii.O;  ni  . o-i' jttover  ,;;.ml  }»0|n.thir.i'.t'.?o  i*a  ih*:\r  own 
iiie  v«,{|e.y.  Here  me  thou^uuds  of  uen^s  c-errMry.  ii  i-  ^ ^igruiie-.yd  iV.ct  / V jdenen' 
.'*>£  -thfi  riobewt  lifudy,.  rrnjcb  of  »t  luvel^xs  a of  iho  £u;w  berjpr.f^bug,  i liit-f.  £he.;Ue 

v.  .dl  impt  la w tigiud  I'mitfuf  in  ms%r&y%U%'  'hroviry  ul  unh  ^ ndeLic*%  n hicli  co  tho 
Vr»tv  LXixr;N>vm^^  e;  ' ' * .'  ■>:'  •:  .'  y'T-.:‘  ‘y* 
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' til ' mte&its  timre  tJmu  . loaded  with  w<k*J  fttnri  tb#  taimpt&Sm  u>j 
liberty  or  even  national  prosperity,  -slipTild  til  only  their  long- oars  art1  visible,  to  §ft 
U>  signal tied  by  tiit  union  of  the  i svo  j>rin  imofl^valiHi.  ■gMussdhBtoh.od  jefrah  *i  tin 
eipail  ’of the- north*  witli  iiie  i^ilvvay  | snlwbs,  was  pm-  d<»wh  by  tin?  nybtagt 
sjjs tern  of.tii.n  United  States.  : Mexican  *vs  ttffc  natural  aumzewut  ;>f  11k 

f. /America t)  signs,  anjoog  which  ‘"salcwiu,T  (greenhorn)  at.  l^holdin^  fii^ 

figgi-ee  with  .»u^gtH?iiye  proitthteuce,  are  ! of  a cjwlitsaftioh  ^ 

displayed  at  various  points*,-  notably  on  tln>  to  anything  ho  could  ever  have  seen  hr 
pvineir>at  plaza,  and  English  is  to  -be  heard  s force  even  when  the  editorial  •rxoorv.ihr,; 
chi  the  io  •common  w ilk  the  vor- ; ht\gii&  to  jkeir  hhrd^oi  filtiijffj 

kmgufij.a  street  railway  HfeSjr  ft&sn  ; • series- "cf>p<>iuV:'tVfe/Ci3>-. :th,ey . si  ilk. 
ioaugvi  rated,  with  (lie  innovation  of  form*-  with  good- wuu red  sUmhvtn ; hot  whva  a-: 
ing  a freight  transfer  asyvell  for  iW  .nar^  j Last  a 

n>sv  gauge  ^-ars  of  the  Mexican  .National « r el  red  barx)  shell  adjoumr-d  hi  * 

$ op&ped,  ahd  wires  ! body  to  Monterey,  $fev»n  ito-f 

stretched  for  ligldmg*  ihe  city  with  the  i the  ltnig,-^hffp,riri|2r 
aleelritv  lfgbt  . Rbi  theSfc  UwbgS  a^fi*sJ£  i 

tfilmif ":'$&  the^  bke  Fresh  shoots  ' bias  hurled  by  thy  ’$tp%ir$i  them 

grafted  on  to  im  old  trunk,  must  have  time  y ad  tog  host  of  lyrofumuf:  Uctfeilfesh 
to  assimilate  with  the  tong  established  or- ; In  the  good  old  days.  when.  Tvx/*«-  oa*. 
fjfer.4>fihiRl^-  LNueypf -'libhd*. . Wive : sistef •; '$tofes • id f db 

Ever  Since  the  opemog  of  the  road  a 
;boii«tar* t , strain  of  ipv&- 

IrUv,  and  pi%^peetoi^>‘-'h^.  .\poiired'  yfrWh 
from  the  north,  etowding  tlie  1o 

suflfwHf  Ion.  i«l  taking  ahsolhta  pos^NS’ 
sion  ijff  the:  id  a&to  »ti  d of  puh: 

1 ic  first  - 1 ti  e < il  <1  i Jt  i ^ ~t ji  <>^<  * 

w&i*  : diid:  f AMit 'hei^' ' >V  i thfheif" 

filter?*',  hev£  ththh— 

webfj  ?|i^ppsbd  to  }m>k  .fttvaaiott 

tyntijieyiSjhrc^,  Ml  lK>stared  at  MerytdiiiVg 
they  ww/ftfim  it5liki|fS  it  tile  hurt'O* 

8'fcp:  .mn& 

vri*  at,  ihv  ^nnr' kf  dir  M Con- 

trfet;  fen;rr^  y : ^ --;i^- ' TAtoMAM - 


: $y$m:  ‘ ; 

geth or  hr  a •eotjmvindyv  of  iO&rcStS, 
tl^  ^old  San  Antonio  iximl.'"  thsit 
three  Imodr^d  hdU^  wovnid  - 
rogged  rriouhtaiiis  add  barrdo  'plu^'  $M 
desert  eemptry,  w^s  ^wept  by  txinvh  of  h\? 
a^.XtHhHiis,  apid  expired  te 
tud^  of  a yrlld.  fmntieh  Theh  Um 
of  goy;er»rpupt  a?  Monltn^^/,  jind ;S>ti 
^ Ptdo-^,  Sft)  l further-  to  tiO?  ?ind 

frrVpi  tjiat  dimcfctmi 


fsatab  itvcryi i n r»g  $$ 
atid  . viliiaiicip  khh'  iS>holry 


* A *crm  ,•/  ridi<Ji*k‘  ftt:d  t>lk\>q«v 
tlnbugVimn  illt  ^ 
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hud  known.  How  Wonderfully  has  the  I-  [fmnbtim- 4i'rmvujidfmH~raI  1 • have  a delight- 
current  changed  l Thb  populous,  ev»\r  fu Uy  fiire.ign  look.  Even  vhr-  imWrable 
restless  regions  of  the  N<xrth  have  again  i j Ue  ie  tortured  ia  & 

asserted  their  ah&Vpy&r  the  de^  by  twn  deploy 

same  •old  road,  now  bound  with  hantU  of  able  ^pmmeiis  of  hnm?!le«h.t  compared 
Art],  roll*  a returning  dood  that  thrown  is  with  which  Don Quixote's  Rog  in  utile  \r<*»> ... 
goon  to  s weep  ».\vi#y  evfry  vmtige  ctf  111#  fibbM  Steed,  ^re  pw.ifiou.nend  u niqua,  a*  they 
past.  undmjbfed-ly  are,/  But  when  fityg  levud  i.s 

Hontofey*  the  cnpikil  Of  Ndevo  L«xiiy  / .ffUiOjbe4.  travel  le*  us!*ev$il  iftfo  tine 

an4  wetwvi>ali«  of  nptthm)  Mexico,  is  , shaded  pf \$i&  ^Ifdrbide"’ tfr 

picturesquely  situated  in  *1  sort, of  amphb  kf  Monierey,"  wi.rU  its  ^ioorisli  arched  col 
theatre  t|i4r  huge,  on^adesr ^od.^hrt-^artl- . JBfKd/wilh  ttioffa 

rugged  forms  •towynh^' . over  it  in  every  | $ff- 

rtjmsUorj  save  the  liOftTi.  wheie  the  valley  Monf^.i^y  gnh  perk  apk,  a little  more  tiffed 
widens  out  into  the  .great  plaids  lying  adored  ihaiv-  they,  'may  be  a d^y  or  iv>*;<> 
the  distance*  Akrng  wUeii  Jjie  noveUy  fcas>  UltS-u 'Wotta; 

the- mutbero  vista,  beyond  the  green  vai-  ae  ay  We  might  almost  say,'  ‘ Un  imtfr- 
ley  of  ?he  arropv wnl  the  gcniie  foot- h rife  or  two  Inter/*'  for  one'  t/f  th**r  hosbduvs 
crowtHjd ^itlV  svml  is  in  the  ^nyeht  «>f  t.Ii<^ C*pu 

su  h«H>an  e xtends  %U*i  mam  range  chipo^,  aj:td,  however  romantic  thesituay 

•of  4h^/'S1ierii,ai..iibre.  •'ftarifced  on  either  $ido  lion,  the  ),w  sUme  ^j^ttfoore<} 

by  Hi^\'VyddvdeUi^|4ed  peak*  of  La  Mii  m and  window  less,  ntford  but  sorry,  guest 
and  Silica  it  he  Mitre  umi  Saddle).  boVh  chambers*  Buried  m their  depths,  a lamp 
inojjli  ^ppropriwiely  named.  ;u  is  made  er-  is  nefAssaty  even  at  mid  tlay:  however* 
idetil  a gUiiHie.  'The  S terra  proper  lifts;  -as  th«  artist  ohi^^^  tUey  are  just  the 

itself  in  thnry  di^tinrt  elmbiH,  one  serrated  thing  for  a convention  v>f  fduitogmpher** 
line  above another.  until  they  fairly  serm  where  each  would  hj*Ve  his  own  "dark 
to^ skyywuli  the.  simmurr  waiii''  without  e&tra  trouble  i#  expetige; 
clouds  drifting,  :Uzily  l>rdow:  Especjajfy  Brought  Uy  the  new  milroad  wdhiij  a 

w - ' ''■  f ; 1 / ' / ; ; -*  :.  > 1 

\ ^ . ‘ • { . _ . 't  ..  y^-y*-:* , 

wh<«j>  the  rising  . ~ . " ; -1. :. : - ■■  : • ! f ',y  ’ y Vi.  - ‘ 

uiiate  of  ' *' 

in  gating  down 

apy  of  ill!  j$#a£  I*EO«niVK  JiTOA-ti  M!M. 

reny i^nd  y^y’./V'^y  •-:••  ; .y  v .■/ 

indeed  ll-  erijryj 

■y ? » ’ *! f • f o w hours ^ i ra v e ) of  this  UniUnl  SUatcg, 
is  ry^v  tw*foi>.  rhe  eyes,  ilis'^nco  Ueiiig  ftl  Monterey  Is  yet  es.seutaaUy  as  strange  .atul 
moH  by  iho  mreiied  utinos-  j foreign;  **&  if\tlt^:;fetPO^J 

phenf  of  the  Atfamic  mil  ml  between,  and  it  tve^y  In  tho 

To  the  u.evv  eoju**r,  ^speeiaily  if  eseap-  heart  of  .Vruiaiusian  Spain.  ZSiot  only  am 
ing  tUiy  ri^rs  of  a Norfh^rp  wi^fer,  the  &e*perj\  amhdiHMnre,  Uuigt^ge,  very 
the  :tU%i Migid  |i  M>»u?t  r.o;  a scene  pic»ore>»vn«%  'tmt  the  varied-  dre^  and  cu^ 

The  uanx>w  iSUmU,  willy  Z 1*>>M  pf  thy  a??  f^xtyrhplificd  it)  the 

1 1 1 f A4 f missive  m^tnir^y  ddt  dftUy  paoor^ivne  of  street  life,  are  even 
TOtff^dy/ ^phtwtpel^i  lioutk-^  )tfdii  bUidfro tiiori*  ^'vy^ud  hry  a sourer  of  in- 

nnd  :^i^^^.Crb»rvu<4  with  iron  gnttiugs:  iorqA.  Ut  the  oe^'e^’niter.  The  be!}?*  of  the 
the  ^ nf  lowhgni^  at  th^ ;;  ndnierimii.  chUmlW  still  keep  tip  their 

stre«0  eerie  r v w tapped  U>  their  vfm'ti*  c-mt muni  ittugic  thmuglKmt  the  day  ; Uit 
gaudy  aera/nyaml  shadrrd  by.  vth»*  shovel-hatted  padre*  ami  other  en- 
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signed  members  of  the  priesthood  who 
formerly  constituted  the  most  picturesque 
figure  of  Mexican  street  life,  have  disap- 
peared before  the  laws  of  reform,  togeth- 
er with  the  convents  and  monasteries  that 
gave  them  shelter.  While  the  Church 
has  thus  gone  to  decay,  the  State  is  flour- 
ishing at  its  expense,  for  soldiers  are  to  be 
met  with  everywhere,  and  uniforms  are 
as  common  as  in  the  strongest  garrisoned 
towns  on  the  Continent.  Hardly  to  be 
distinguished  from  the  regular  troops  are 
the  city  police : clothed  in  a sort  of  un- 
dress uniform,  and  a little  brief  authority, 
armed  with  a rusty  old  Toledo  in  lieu  of 
the  regulation  locust  club,  they  are  a veri- 
table terror  to  evil-doers,  and,  in  truth,  a 
most  formidable  body  of  men.  To  them 
it  is  due  that  Monterey  is  to-day  the  most 
quiet  and  orderly  of  cities;  indeed,  more 
so  than  most  towns  of  its  size  in  the  United 
States.  Then  there  are  the  cargadores , or 
porters,  who,  numbered  and  licensed  like 
drays,  of  which  they  are  the  only  substi- 
tute, may  be  seen  bending  under  the  most 
tremendous  burdens.  Provided  with  only 
a straw  pad  to  protect  the  head,  they  will 
move  piano-fortes  and  other  heavy  arti- 
cles of  furniture  from  one  end  of  the  town 
to  the  other,  and  this  with  apparent  ease, 
and  for  the  most  trifling  compensation. 
Another  interesting  character  is  the  sere- 
no,  or  night-watchman,  who  is  always  go- 
ing about  with  a lantern,  though,  unlike 
his  famous  predecessor,  looking  for  a dis- 
honest man.  In  storm  or  calm,  through- 
out the  long  watches  of  the  night,  his  shrill 
voice  may  be  heard  calling  off  the  hours, 
with  the  monotonous  concluding  formula 
of  “*/  toio  es  bueno'1  (and  all  is  well) — a 
custom  brought  down  through  force  of  tra- 
dition from  the  old  Moorish  times  in  Spain, 
when  every  city  was  an  armed  fortress, 
and  its  inhabitants  lived  in  constant  dread 
of  being  surprised  by  the  turbaned  moslem. 

The  market-place  is  a scene  of  bustle 
and  animation  that  is  as  amusing  as  it  is 
novel  to  Northern  eyes.  Here  may  be 
found  a little  of  everything  that  enters 
into  the  every-day  economy  of  Mexican 
life — economy  indeed,  where,  as  here,  each 
necessary  is  doled  out  by  the  tlaco  and 
cuartillo's  worth,  (the  eighth  and  quarter 
of  a shilling).  Patient  donkeys,  laden 
with  every  imaginable  commodity,  even 
to  milk  cans  slung  in  panniers,  stand  dis- 
consolately about,  their  long  ears  lapped 
down  in  utter  despondency,  while  scores 
of  hucksters  cry  their  various  wares  in  a 


Babel  of  tongues  that  at  times  threatens  to 
drown  the  sonorous  voices  of  their  long- 
eared rivals.  Oranges  from  Linares,  ap- 
ples and  peaches  from  Saltillo,  eggs,  each 
wrapped  in  corn  husk,  with  vegetables  of 
all  sorts  from  nearer  at  home,  even  pot- 
tery and  singing- birds,  are  all  brought 
burro-back,  packed  in  little  crates  of  the 
carrizo  cane.  Of  the  pottery,  many  spe- 
cimens would  attract  attention  from  the 
devotees  of  the  late  ceramic  craze:  while 
mostly  of  simple  Indian  workmanship, 
some  few  patterns,  especially  those  brought 
from  Guadalajara,  in  the  interior,  are  of 
beautiful  design  both  in  moulding  and  or- 
namentation, and  would  rank  as  real 
works  of  art  anywhere. 

We  have  alluded  to  the  picturesque  as- 
pect of  Monterey  street  life,  but  to  see  it 
at  its  best  one  should  select  the  harvest 
season,  wrhen  the  sugar  is  being  market- 
ed, and  country  provincialism  turns  out 
in  all  the  gaudy  display  of  Spanish 
dress  and  accoutrements.  The  streets  are 
blocked  with  great  lumbering  carts  drawn 
by  long  trains  of  bullocks,  yoked,  or  rath- 
er fastened,  with  rawhide  thongs  about 
the  horns,  and  all  day  long  the  ungreased 
axles  may  be  heard  groaning  under  their 
heavy  loads  of  sugar,  frejoles , and  corn, 
baled  in  the  coarse  sacking  of  the  ixtle 
plant. 

Monterey,  with  its  40,000  inhabitants, 
has  stores  sufficient  for  treble  that  num- 
ber; indeed,  by  virtue  of  its  situation  and 
the  large  amount  of  capital  invested  in 
business,  it  has  long  been  the  chief  empo- 
rium of  trade  for  an  immense  extent  of 
country,  including,  besides  its  own,  con- 
siderable portions  of  the  neighboring 
States  of  Coaliuila,  Zacatecas,  and  Tamau- 
lipas.  Here  is  the  purchasing  and  dis- 
tributing point  for  all  the  native  products 
which  supply  most  of  the  wants  of  the 
lower  classes,  and  are  numerous  and  char- 
acteristic enough  to  warrant  more  than 
a passing  notice.  The  sugar  of  Nuevo 
Leon,  some  4,500,000  pounds,  even  with 
the  present  almost  entirely  domestic  mar- 
ket, with  half  as  much  more  from  Ta- 
rn an  li  pas,  all  put  up  on  the  plantations  in 
little  cakes  of  a pound  each  ( piloncillos ), 
wrapped  in  its  own  leaves;  maize  for  tor- 
tillas, a national  dish,  and  substitute  for 
bread  among  the  common  people ; frejoles , 
a large  red  bean,  peculiar  to  the  country, 
and  one  of  its  staple  productions,  by  the 
hundreds  of  cart-loads;  chile  peppers,  an- 
other national  dish  par  excellence ; mes - 
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her  more  fruitful  sislu'v  States.  Here  v.e  j little  of  almost,  everything  bn  own  to  com- 
would  mention  a curious  instanw  of  tin-  more**  is  imported,.'  often  smuggles!,  into 
commercial  tfhaogje*  Wtm&MbbmU  even  tlm  Dmitry,  «nd  »li>tnbatfit]  wrecttt«  inte 
m.w  l.y  tier  0(1  ven!  of  tin-  nil  trends.  Many  rior  at  exorbitant  prices,  Cotton  gowk 
Ciin$  ■ •!'  -near  anti  other  products  are  be-  particularly  prints  and  catscoos,  which 
itur  shipped  .from  Momeeey  io  C’bihtmbun,  form  more  than  one  half  of  tin-  entire 
in  bond.  in  rough  the  I’aiu-tl  States.  No  imports,  amouotitig'Ui  nntlifnw.»»fthe'-fl*-' 
ls^tbhvt^nf.ftsttldj  be  ttivhjn  tit  the  delays  ’ s*H?guie.  olmnst  etiitridj-  of  English 
a ji ft  -vexations  >r„  nh-ni  to  ox- cart  Imiis-  ; manufactoi-e.  brought  in  bond  through 
}n,'vta' t our  n-mtorr  : nut  but  that-  the  American 
lint  Uie  foreign  trade  is  the  great  rcTi-  ; grinds  are  just  as  [.‘heap,  and  of  confessed-, 
anoe  of  Mouk-ehy.  itiiMi'frlqfi-  tfwuiy  '•  fep!bsttpr  quality,  "byi  the  English 

snvlt  hunts  have  grown  to  wealth-  and  in-  have  long  held  a monopoly  of  the  (fade, 
.».•!>" m.h-io.v  .A  raw  months  ftgn  (bis  was  imih-imiml  *be  people,  ilwirpceuli/ir  ways 
(•••litripallv  carried  * >n  -lli  rough  llio  port  of  credit  and  doing  hn  si  ness,  nod  the.  goods 
of  MaUoovHm*,  U,v  rntiinm  of  '$$$$  tniiw  rispumb  ThM  i'»  the  great  secret  of  their 
'«ini,vl>K^s.ifr»»  bitt  the  comply  sueccss,  apd  that  of  the  Fmich,  German, 

rum  of  tta  railroad  fr6hV,X,hH^h;t  Ms  *«•••  i And  oilier  foreigit  merchants  who  control 

RAtfe?..  tlmy  upderstatHl  the 

tjhfe  . fc^'pna.Jl^^U^.Svants . of  theft  eusintnens,,  and 
i.'itii-i,  i...i;.i  -.t  room.  Mafi.iii.t-a>  hopes  humor  them  mioordmgly’.  This  is  part 
t>- it-uam  h».-r  h.iyt  supremacy  through  h#  what  our  own  manufacturer--.  will  have 
nnlr>«ad.  now  under  creed  ru-  (ion,  (o 'Mon-  u* do  before  tht-y  ear,  hope  to  make  much 
ti.-H-v  hm  that  is  for  the  future  to  decide  headway  against  Uu-ir  rivals,  »or  are  they 
liry  hi'iws  kid.  skids,:  Woolr  txlhr,  Ltye  i At  all  backward  itt  mzittg  tbc»  present  op- 
Specie.— lid# last  far  its  ex  j poHutiify,  Those  pioneers  of  commerce, 
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at  extravagant  prices;  Improved  agri-  | shall  be  mode  geail  at  any  cent.  Fall  liras 
cultural  implement*  are  be  are  u^:knoWuf ,:;^iid 

used  by  the  i-arger . prt»prtet<>rs,  Tuit  have  nixed  commercially  or  in  lave. 

. to-  encounter  ih&  strong  pt&fad'tm  the  ^ Maiiy  article  1 gr 

peasantry*  h bo  reiaLldte-f*’* to  | kfrfc prtrt^fpad  imports,  are  Jibw  l^rg^ly  pro- 
as possifcdev^wn  to  breaking  or  refusing  dueed  hi-  the  country,  the  result  of  the 
to  *ork  with  ,lheii>.  The  plmlghs  most  . liberal  policy 

iti  uhc,  such :*»-' to  he  daily  s«?eii  in  tu^  ul^tuFefs.  Monterey;  hus  /hreb  coitus 
Monterey  v&Jtey.  ,ikn>  simply  a crooked  factories  it*  successful  o|.ve.ration,  all  pru- 
stick,  sometimes  shod  with  iron,  ami  fast-  vided  with  the  most  unproved  Yoadimery, 
wed  to  a long  pole— an  instrument  who&e  print  %vork>s  where  tin*  poorly  paid  o|>ura- 
iiieffectual  soratciiing  would  provoke  the  liven  receive  less  day  wages  than  the  price 
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ntiuir k?d  Mniaxwent  «i>d  *1*- of  any.]  oJf  a.stniri*  yard  of  Hi*.-  doth  they  manu 
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live-oak,  affords  material  for  tannin,  the 
bark  first  pulverized  under  a ponderous 
stone  wheel  dragged  around  by  a discon- 
solate mule  that  was  Only  too  glad  to  rest 
♦from  his  enforced  labors  for  the  artist  to 
better  take  his  picture. 

Monterey  is  regularly  laid  out  after  the 
old  Spanish  style,  with  spacious  plazas, 
narrow  streets  paved  with  a sort  of  con- 
glomerate of  cobble-stones  and  cement, 
and  a once  beautiful  alameda , now  sadly 
gone  to  decay.  Of  the  former,  some  half 
a dozen  are  scattered  throughout  the  city, 
several  ornamented  with  trees  and  shrub- 
bery, with  shaded  walks  and  flowing  fount- 
ains, a grateful  resort  for  the  tired  way- 
farer during  the  heat  of  the  day — all  lend- 
ing an  air  of  ease  and  refinement  to  the 
often  somewhat  incongruous  surround- 
ings. The  principal  square,  or  Plaza  de 
Zaragoza,  as  it  is  called,  in  honor  of  the 
hero  of  Pueblo,  is  in  reality  an  extensive 
oblong  in  the  heart  of  the  city,  with  the 
Capitol,  or  “palace”  of  the  government, 
cutting  it  in  the  centre.  Here,  as  in  ev- 
ery Mexican  town,  is  the  grand  centre  of 
Church  and  State,  the  emporium  of  the 
business  and  social  life  of  the  community. 
The  venerable  cathedral,  with  its  huge  pile 
of  chiselled  stone  and  elaborate  stucco- 
work, would  attract  attention  anywhere, 
even  when,  as  here,  it  suffers  from  the 
contrast  with  nature’s  mighty  monument, 
the  Saddle  Mountain,  in  the  background. 
Without  any  regular  order  of  architect- 
ure, but  rather  that  mixture  of  the  Mo- 
resque and  Italian  Renaissance  so  much 
in  vogue  throughout  all  Spanish  America, 
the  general  effect  is  pleasing,  and  even 
imposing.  Especially  is  this  true  of  the  in- 
terior, where  in  the  subdued  light  scores 
of  penitents  may  be  seen  at  all  hours  of 
the  day  kneeling  prone  upon  the  floor, 
while  the  stained  windows,  the  rich  carv- 
ing and  painting  of  the  altar,  the  whis- 
pered responses  and  chanting  of  the  choir 
echoing  along  the  vaulted  roof,  all  tend 
to  promote  those  feelings  of  awe  and  de- 
votion which  lie  deep  down  in  every  hu- 
man heart.  The  chancel — indeed,  almost 
the  entire  body  of  the  cathedral — is  paved 
with  a sort  of  giant  mosaic  of  time-stained 
cedar,  each  panel  ceiling  the  tomb  of  some 
one  of  the  faithful,  who  thus  in  death  rests 
under  the  very  shadow  of  the  sanctuary. 

Up  in  the  towers  among  the  fourteen 
bells  that  almost  deafen  one  with  their 
clatter,  after  toiling  over  the  shaky,  worm- 
eaten  stairs  that  threaten  to  tumble  with 


every  renewed  gust  of  wind,  a magnifi- 
cent prospect  of  the  city,  with  its  fertile 
plain  and  towering  mountain  ramparts, 
rewards  the  adventurous  climber  for  his 
toil.  Hard  by  is  the  once  flourishing 
monastery  of  the  Franciscans,  now  de- 
graded to  the  base  office  of  a city  prison, 
with  its  one  lordly  palmetto  that  the 
“ Padre  Jose”  loved  and  cared  for  so  ten- 
derly in  days  of  yore.  In  front,  beyond 
the  clustering  house-tops,  towers,  and  oiv 
chard-gardens,  the  Bishop’s  Palace  reara 
itself  in  bold  relief,  commanding  both  the 
city  and  the  dark  defile  leading  away  to- 
Saltillo,  in  the  background.  This  forma 
a salient  point  in  most  views  of  Monterey, 
and  is  the  shrine  to  which  every  Amer- 
ican first  makes  his  pilgrimage.  As  he 
climbs  the  steep  rocky  ascent,  the  mind 
involuntarily  goes  back  to  that  other 
day,  thirty-six  years  ago,  when  all  the 
hill  was  wreathed  in  sulphurous  smoke, 
and  his  country’s  flag  borne  in  triumph 
to  crown  the  fortress  on  its  summit.  Even 
on  a peace  footing  the  tramp  is  tiresome 
enough;  what  was  it,  then,  when  in  the 
face  of  determined  resistance  from  superi- 
or numbers  intrenched  behind  stone  walls, 
the  works  were  stormed  and  taken  at  the 
point  of  the  bayonet!  Now  the  old  for- 
tress is  strangely  quiet;  at  its  feet  lies  the 
smiling  valley,  the  city  over  which  it 
dominates;  but  here,  as  in  another  world 
not  yet  awakened,  no  sign  of  life  or  ani- 
mation disturbs  the  memories  of  the  past. 

A few  antiquated  cannou,  old  veterans  of 
the  Bishop’s  Palace,  lie  in  picturesque 
confusion  about  the  summit.  Spiked  and 
broken,  their  formidableness  has  long  since 
departed,  the  long  grass  half  hides  their 
rusting  forms,  and  the  birds  build  their 
nests  undisturbed  in  the  long -silent 
mouths.  Between  the  palace  and  the 
city  proper  may  be  seen  “ the  house  in  the 
tree,”  a sort  of  Swiss  chalet  built  high  up 
in  the  branches  of  an  immense  pecan-tree. 
This  is  one  of  the  sights  of  the  city,  and 
from  its  sixty-six  feet  of  altitude  a fine 
view  may  be  had  of  its  surroundings. 

The  new  order  of  “improvements”  has 
utilized  it  for  a beer  garden. 

Before  the  advent  of  the  railroad,  not 
one-tenth  of  even  the  more  intelligent 
classes  of  the  population  had  ever  seen  a 
locomotive ; and  the  most  exaggerated 
ideas,  derived  from  vague  rumors  of  the 
phenomenal  growth  of  Western  towns* 
under  the  magic  impetus  of  Yankee  en- 
teprise,  were  popularly  current  as  to  tho 
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wonderful  era  of  building  and  prosper i ! 
ty  about  to  be  inaugurated.  The  whole  | 
western  suburbs,  and  far  out  on  to  the  1 
level.,  irrigated  plain.  were  to  spring  up, 
mushroom- like,  into  u city  by  itself —a  j 
veritable  American  quarter  of  sfcukodout 
streets*  wooden  shanties,  and  corner  lots 
of  fabulous  value.  So  the  long,  romantic 
lanes  that  from  time  immemorial  had  j 


IN  MONTEItKY. 


been  at  once  the  pride  and  glory  of  Mon- 
terey were  laid  waste,  their  grateful  shade 
of  lordly  pecan  and  sycamore,  many  of 
them  of  half  a century’s  growth,  even 
the  very  hedges,  ruthlessly  cut  down  by 
their  enterprising’’  owners.  Now  tlu^ 
white,  glaring  roads,  half  smothered  in 
dust  and  deprived  of  their  wonted  shade, 
the  murmuring  canals  fust  drying  up 
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under  the  fervid  beams  of  the  sun,  the 
once -fruitful  fields  lying  so  bare  and 
brown — all  give  mournful  testimony  to 
the  aggressive  march  of  modem  “prog- 
ress.” The  railroad  has  come  and  gone, 
but  the  few  very  ordinary  buildings  per- 
taining to  it,  with  the  inevitable  “Ameri- 
can House,”  recognizable  anywhere,  are 
all  that  go  to  mark  the  site  of  the  new 
city  that  is  yet  to  be.  Fallen  cypresses 
still  cumber  the  ground  as  they  fell — fit 
emblems  of  the  destruction  they  exempli- 
fy— the  only  occupants  of  the  lots,  whose 
far-seeing  purchasers  now  mourn  over 
their  permanent  investments.  It  may  be 
questioned  if  this  one  act  of  vandalism 
has  not  fully  compensated  for  every  ben- 
efit, present  and  future,  the  railroad  has 
brought  or  will  bring  to  Monterey.  To 
fully  appreciate  it,  it  must  be  remembered 
that  this  is  essentially  a barren  country, 
deficient  alike  in  wood  and  water,  the  very 
name  Nuevo  Leon  given  in  remembrance 
of  that  part  of  treeless  Spain  whose  barren- 
ness is  most  deplorable.  In  truth,  Mon- 
terey has  heretofore  had  a superfluity  of 
room,  the  population  falling  away  with 
the  decay  of  the  country  after  the  ex- 
pulsion of  the  Spaniard  and  succeeding 
period  of  wars  and  revolutions.  Houses 
already  built  were  rather  suffered  to  go  to 
decay  than  new  ones  begun,  and  retro- 
gression was  the  general  order  of  the  day 
up  to  the  present  infusion  of  new  blood 
and  energy. 

A whitish  stone  found  near  by  is  used 
almost  exclusively  for  building,  so  soft 
when  first  taken  from  the  quarry  as  to 
work  readily  with  ordinary  carpenter’s 
tools,  but  afterward  hardening  through 
exposure  to  the  air. 

The  houses  of  the  better  class  are  all 
built  in  the  form  of  a hollow  square,  in- 
closing the  patio,  or  court-yard,  the  latter 
generally  surrounded  with  an  arched  col- 
onnade planted  with  flowers  and  tropical 
plants.  Here,  too,  is  found  the  well,  with 
its  wall  of  masonry  and  leathern  bucket. 
The  water  is  always  cool  and  clear  as 
crystal,  as  well  it  may  be,  for  the  wells 
are  cut  through  the  living  rock  to  an  im- 
mense depth,  the  work  of  the  old  Spanish 
times.  Some  few  buildings  are  of  consid- 
erable pretension,  indeed,  embellished  in  a 
style  of  almost  Oriental  magnificence.  No- 
ticeable among  them  is  the  house  of  Don 
Patricio  Milmo,  with  its  double  arched  gal- 
lery and  court-yard  adorned  with  fount- 
ain, seats,  and  shrubbery — a veritable 


little  plaza  of  itself.  Here,  as  also  in  the 
large  fountain  on  the  Zaragoza  Plaza, 
may  be  seen  specimens  of  the  beautiful 
variegated  marble  of  Nuevo  Leon.  Mon- 
terey has  but  comparatively  few  of  the 
jacals , or  hovels,  so  common  about  the 
outskirts  of  most  Mexican  towns. 

Resting  under  the  arched  colonnade  of 
the  “ palace”  on  the  plaza  may  be  seen  the 
Monterey  Fire  Department — an  institution 
of  amusing  interest  to  most  American  vis- 
itors, who,  however,  hardly  view  it  with 
those  feelings  of  awe  and  admiration 
ascribed  to  them  by  the  native  lookers-on. 
A wheezy  little  hand-engine  that  was  out 
of  date  a century  ago,  with  a few  feet  of 
rotten  hose,  comprises  the  entire  force. 
Yet  even  this  is  very  seldom  called  into 
service,  and  is  comparatively  much  more 
adequate  to  answer  all  demands  than  are 
the  best  paid  fire  departments  of  our  lar- 
gest cities.  A serious  conflagration  is  out 
of  the  question  in  Monterey,  everything 
being  fire-proof,  from  the  cement  floor  to 
the  roof  of  cement,  stone,  and  tiles.  In 
the  event  of  fire,  as  at  every  other  time  of 
public  interest  or  calamity,  the  soldiers 
are  ordered  out,  who  soon  smother  the 
flames  with  dirt  in  regular  sapper-and- 
miner  style. 

Monterey,  from  a military  stand-point, 
is  the  key  of  northern  Mexico,  and  has 
always  played  an  important  part  in  the 
various  wars  and  revolutions  that  have 
afflicted  the  country.  The  surrounding 
heights  are  crowned  with  the  ruins  of  old 
fortifications,  now  dismounted  and  fast 
crumbling  away,  while  scarcely  a street 
or  square  in  the  city  but  bears  marks  of 
the  conflict,  the  stone  doors  in  many  in- 
stances showing  the  holes  where  the  locks 
have  been  blown  open  with  musketry. 
Here  are  the  head-quarters  of  the  Military 
Division  of  the  North,  under  the  command 
of  General  Trevifio,  ex-Minister  of  War, 
and  one  of  the  famous  men  of  his  country 
under  the  new  and  liberal  Diaz  administra- 
tion. Born  and  bred  in  Nuevo  Leon,  he 
is  emphatically  a man  of  the  people,  the 
idol  of  the  army  he  has  so  often  led  to 
victory  during  the  troublous  times  suc- 
ceeding Maximilian’s  usurpation.  But  it 
is  in  the  romantic  incidents  of  the  gener- 
al  s “international”  marriage  that  Amer- 
icans will  take  the  most  interest,  out  of 
which,  indeed,  a very  pretty  romance 
might  be  drawn.  At  the  close  of  1877, 
when  Mexican  border  affairs  were  in  a 
most  critical  and  unsatisfactory  condition, 
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President  Hayes's  celebrated  order  author* 
izing  the  invasion  of  Mexico  by  our  troops, 
when  “ in  hot  pursuit"  of  raiders* yras  pro- 
mulgated. The  opposing  frontiers  were 
under  the  respective  commands  of  Gener- 
al Treviilo  and  the  late  lamented  General 
Ord.  To  the  good  judgment  and  moder- 
ation of  these  two  officers  was  largely  due 


nineteen,  and  the  usual  result  soon  fol- 
lowed. Negotiations  for  the  betrothal 
were  carried  on  with  all  the  form  of  a for- 
eign potentate  suing  for  a princess  of  the 
blood,  and  soon  the  old  cathedral  of  San 
Fernando  saw  a wedding  such  as  it  had 
never  seen  before.  General  Trevifio  is 
generally  conceded  to  be  the  corning  man, 
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the  fact  that  the  existing  irritation  did 
not  ripen  into  open  hostilities,  and  out  of 
their  necessarily  close  social  and  business 
relations  there  sprang  a warm  friendship, 
founded  on  mutual  respect  and  esteem. 
At  the  house  of  General  Ord  in  San  An 
tonio  his  guest  met  the  oldest  daughter,  a 
beautiful  and  interesting  girl  of  sweet 


and  next  successor  of  I>iaz  to  the  Presi- 
dency; so  there  is  every  probability  that 
in  the  near  future  an  American  lady  will 
be  called  upon  to  do  the  honors  of  the  Pre- 
sidential mansion  at  the  city  of  Mexico. 

To  see  Monterey  at  its  best  one  should 
view  it  from  the  house  tops  on  one  of  the 
glorious  moonlight  nights  so  common  in 
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these  mrduih#;  The  mvdurcd  ro.ou nta i ri$ . Ib : 1 rn th , here  it*  everywhere,  else  it?  Mox- 
*Umd  out  iri  bold  relief  ogaffi*!  The  <u um  j iw  the  day  of  the  ex])olsiori  of  the  ’Span - 
sky  their  smiunij-s  Imif  veiled  in  iieeey  • inr^k  was  the  beginning  of  a decadence  in 
clouds,  as  if  keeping  guard  over  the  «!«?!«(>-  f every  srtaiemJ  interest  of  the 
lug  city  M their  feet.  Apparently  with-  decadence  only  a !Te«ifeil;tbrcnig!i  the  pnp 
ie  pistol  s]m»{  they  ore  m reality  many  sent  invasion  of  foreign  hrofoa»tiud  capital. 
i^tm  away,  ybi  every  rocky  gnrg<>  unit  W e remember  to  have  ?»oen  i t^iuly  aiSteii  * \ \y 
sheer  dewenl,  even  iim  ghfut  pities  that  M-  GcM-arma,  on  the  mad  to  SaTliiln,  drove* 
Crown  tlehr  fagged  sides.,  are  shadowed  of  cuttle  driven  through  the  curved  portals 
forth  in  hold  relief—  such  is  the  inarveilnus  of  one  of  the  finest  front*  on  the  plaza, 
•purity  at  this  atmosphere,  Below,  the  The  former  mansion  of  a Spanish  grandee 
vvhuc-w-illed  city,  with  its  flat  roof  a,  tow*  im/1  hecutoc.  n i?,om\l  for  Wild  cattle, 
em,  and  dntuex  Jtek  spmul  out  *&  if  upon  Tire  basinet  prospects -of  Atouterey  am 
>V  mop,  every  arch,  column^  crenellated  very  promising,.  ir  i>  already  a railroad 
para  per,  a ml  ja loused  window  magnified  ndn  Ire,  ami  Well  abb?  to .■hold  ami  extend 
in  the  Hood  of  nu>iy  light.  th e trade  already  tributary  to  its  capital 

, ruin*,  and  po^dioiL  . Sw  >cati  the  ^rervi  stream 

and  tins  not  eon  lined  to  any  particular  ' of  trawl  and  inmhgraihut  — invalids,  tour, 
hubris  but  distributed  -throughout  Abe  Ms,  and.  now  pourmgr 

whr«U\  some  of  the  m<xa  extensive  lying,  into  M«:uiierey/'4iiiV--'^ijfvv  u?  be  ipc reused 
• in  pkdiOH^ue  e<m fusion  within  a alone's-  tenfold  ■■"another  seascuy  pnjve  anything 
$im>\v  of  the  mein  centre  of  hit  sinews  on  but  beneiieial  to  tip-  dU\  and  money  iota 
the  Every  where  ape  broken  col*  ibe  packets  of  its  citizens/  . Long  -Wor^:; 

uhms.  fragrpents  of  long  lines  of  graceful  Novembers  frosty  begin  to  prompt  the  in* 
arches.,  the  crumbling  ruins  of  once  pre-  valids  and  plea  sure*  seekers  from  tlid  North 
ten  lion*  buildings.  now  dismantled  and  tb  bod  a milder  cjirnC.  t?u*  road  wilt  W 
covered  With  a luxuriant  growth  of  tan-  compk4ed  to  Saltijk*  xtui  lieyond.  and 
gh-d  vegetation;  But  the  ill  wind  which  hero,  ?U:  an  elevation  of  4500  feet, shelter* d 
blows  nobody  good  has  liiid  tK?  hand  in  among  the  mountain*,  and  far  removed 
this*  for  the  vrrelciiod  hoyels  are  the  ref>  from  the  fcjijjl.  *:>  nortlieps^  that  sTOp  ever 
Mg-e  of  thousands  of  the  poorer  ejass,  this  Florida  and  the  will  be  f/yikml  a c)i* 

dodhllvss  accounting  lor  the  scarcity  of  mate  >d  perpetual  s|vring,  the  most  perfect 
j'iva{?'  on ;tiier  outskirts,  U fore  referred  to  on  this  continent,  if  not  ia  the  world. 
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A REMINISCENCE  OF  MR.  DARWIN. 


EARLY  in  1871,  while  passing  a few 
months  in  London,  it  being  my  good 
fortune  to  know  Sir  Charles  Lyell,  I, 
through  his  introduction,  made  the  per- 
sonal acquaintance  of  Mr.  Darwin.  At 
that  time  the  state  of  Mr.  Darwin’s  health 
was  regarded  by  his  family  and  friends 
as  very  delicate ; and  absorbed  as  he 
was  in  scientific  and  literary  pursuits, 
he  spent  most  of  his  time  in  the  retire- 
ment of  his  country  home  in  Kent,  and 
very  rarely  saw  strangers.  Under  these 
circumstances  I had  no  reason  to  expect 
the  pleasure  of  a personal  interview  with 
him.  It  so  happened,  however,  that, 
some  ten  or  twelve  years  before,  I had 
made  a long  cruise  in  the  South  Pacific 
Ocean,  and  had  visited  many  of  the  coral 
islands  of  that  region.  Talking  of  these 
islands  with  Sir  Charles  Lyell,  and  ex- 
pressing something  of  the  deep  interest 
with  which  I at  that  time  had  read  Mr. 
Darwin’s  Voyage  of  the  Beagle , and  es- 
pecially his  studies  of  coral  islands,  he 
was  kind  enough  to  say,  doubtless  in  re- 
, sponse  to  a wish  of  mine,  implied  if  not 
expressed,  that  if  a favorable  occasion  of- 
fered he  would  gladly  procure  for  me  an 
opportunity  of  talking  with  Darwin  him- 
self on  the  subject.  Accordingly,  not 
long  after,  I received  a message  from  Sir 
Charles  saying  that  Mr.  Darwin,  accom- 
panied by  some  of  his  family,  was  spend- 
ing a few  days  in  town  at  his  brother’s 
house  in  Queen  Anne  Street,  where  he 
would  be  pleased  to  see  me  at  luncheon  on 
the  following  Sunday.  This  pleasant  in- 
vitation was  accompanied  with  a thought- 
ful warning  in  a note  from  Lady  Lyell 
to  the  effect  that  although  I might  find 
Mr.  Darwin  looking  well  and  strong,  I 
should  remember  his  really  delicate  health, 
and  not  stay  too  long. 

On  my  arrival  at  the  door,  at  the  ap- 
pointed hour,  the  servant  evidently  recog- 
nized the  name  of  an  expected  visitor,  aud 
took  me  upstairs  at  once  to  a small  library 
room,  vrhere  I found  Darwin  alone.  He 
came  forward  very  cordially,  putting  out 
his  hand  in  a way  to  make  a stranger  feel 
welcome,  and  entered  directly  into  con- 
versation in  a manner  lively  enough  to 
relieve  any  apprehension  of  his  suffering 
as  a great  invalid.  At  that  time  he  was 
about  sixty -two,  and  he  already  wore  the 
full  gray  beard  visible  in  the  portraits 
taken  in  his  later  years.  We  had  a little 


to  say  about  his  health,  and  he  spoke  of 
the  opinion  of  some  of  his  friends  that  its 
present  rather  feeble  state  might  be  at- 
tributed to  long-continued  seasickness  on 
his  voyages  years  ago;  and  then  said, 
“So  you've  been  a voyager  too?”  and 
asked  me  in  what  part  of  the  Pacific  Ocean 
I had  been,  and  what  islands  I had  seen. 

I thereupon  related  to  him  some  of  my 
experiences  and  observations,  which  led 
to  a pleasant  talk  on  his  part  about  the 
coral  islands.  He  spoke  with  great  vi- 
vacity and  interest  of  his  voyage  in  the 
Beagle , and  especially  of  his  work  on 
coral  reefs  and  atolls,  of  the  wonderful 
impression  that  those  islands  make  upon 
the  mind  of  an  observer,  and  of  the  charm 
and  poetry  they  possess  in  their  singular 
beauty  and  their  peculiar  origin  and 
structure. 

We  were  presently  joined  by  two  of 
Mr.  Darwin’s  sons  (George,  now  Professor 
of  Astronomy  and  Experimental  Philoso- 
phy at  Cambridge,  England,  and  Francis, 
for  several  years  his  father's  secretary  and 
co -laborer  in  botanical  researches),  and 
soon  after  went  down  to  luncheon,  where 
we  met  Miss  Darwin,  his  daughter,  Mrs. 
Darwin’s  absence  being  excused  on  account 
of  illness.  In  the  course  of  conversation 
I expressed  to  Mr.  Darwin  the  regret  I had 
ever  since  felt  that  when  I went  out  to  the 
South-sea  Islands  I was  so  poorly  quali- 
fied to  observe  many  of  the  most  interest- 
ing features  of  the  places  visited,  as  I had 
studied  very  little  of  natural  history,  and 
knew  nothing  of  birds,  fishes,  corals,  shells, 
or  anything  of  that  sort.  “Well,”  said 
he,  “you  need  not  think  yourself  unique 
in  that  respect.  I never  knew  a man  who 
had  a rare  opportunity  for  observation 
who  did  not  regret  his  imperfect  qualifi- 
cations. It  was  my  own  experience.  If 
I could  only  go  now,  with  my  head  sixty 
years  old  and  my  body  twenty -five,  I could 
do  something.”  Then  he  said  that  his  visit 
to  the  Pacific,  or  rather  his  voyage  in  the 
Beagle , was  the  beginning  of  his  scientific 
career;  that  he  had  not  before  given  much 
serious  attent  ion  to  science,  or  studied  with 
a definite  purpose;  that  when  the  Beagle 
was  fitting  out  he  was  a young  man,  fond 
of  sport,  shooting  and  fishing,  and  with  a 
strong  liking  for  natural  history;  and  it 
seemed  to  him  a pleasant  thing  to  go  as 
volunteer  on  the  party  with  his  friend 
Captain  Fitzroy.  Even  after  he  came 
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back,  he  said,  it  was  only  after  many  talks 
with  Lyell,  who  always  heard  with  inter- 
est whatever  he  had  to  say,  and  who  urged 
him  to  work  up  and  publish  his  results, 
that  he  determined  to  devote  himself  to 
scientific  studies.  # 

After  a while  he  spoke  of  some  of  his 
American  friends,  saying  that  Mr.  Charles 
Eliot  Norton  and  family  had  been  his 
neighbors  in  the  country  for  a time,  and 
that  he  had  enjoyed  their  society  very 
much.  He  also  mentioned  visits  which 
he  had  received  from  the  younger  Agas- 
siz and  from  Dr.  Gray,  saying  of  the  lat- 
ter, “Gray  often  takes  me  to  task  for 
making  hasty  generalizations;  but  the 
last  time  he  was  here  talking  that  way  I 
said  to  him : 4 Now,  Gray,  I have  one 
more  generalization  to  make,  which  is  not 
hasty,  and  that  is,  the  Americans  are  the 
most  delightful  people  I know.’  ” 

The  conversation  having  turned  upon 
his  last  book,  The  Descent  of  Man , which 
had  made  its  first  appearance  only  shortly 
before,  he  spoke  of  the  reviews  which  he 
had  so  far  seen,  saying  that  most  of  them 
were,  of  course,  somewhat  superficial,  and 
doubtless  others  might  come  later  of  a 
different  tone,  but  he  had  been  much  im- 
pressed by  the  general  assent  with  which 
his  views  had  been  received.  “Twenty 
years  ago,”  said  he,  “such  ideas  would 
have  been  thought  subversive  of  every- 
thing good,  and  their  author  might  have 
been  hooted  at,  but  now  not  only  the  press, 
but,  from  what  my  friends  who  go  into  so- 
ciety say,  everybody,  is  talking  about  it 
without  being  shocked.” 

“That  is  true,”  I said,  “but,  according 
to  Mr.  Punch , while  the  men  seem  to  ac- 
cept it  without  dissent,  the  women  are  in- 
clined to  protest.” 

“Ah,  has  Punch  taken  me  up?”  said 
Mr.  Darwin,  inquiring  further  as  to  the 
point  of  the  joke,  which,  when  I had  told 
him,  seemed  to  amuse  him  very  much.  “I 
shall  get  it  to-morrow,”  he  said:  44 1 keep 
all  those  things.  Have  you  seen  me  in 
the  Hornet  ?”  As  I had  not  seen  the  num- 
ber referred  to,  he  asked  one  of  his  sons 
to  fetch  the  paper  from  upstairs.  It  con- 
tained a grotesque  caricature  representing 
a great  gorilla  having  Darwin's  head  and 
face,  standing  by  the  trunk  of  a tree  with 
a club  in  his  hand.  Darwin  showed  it  off 
very  pleasantly,  saying,  slowly  and  with 
characteristic  criticism,  4 4 The  head  is  clev- 
erly done,  but  the  gorilla  is  bad : too  much 
chest;  it  couldn’t  be  like  that.” 


The  humorists  have  done  much  to  make 
Mr.  Darwin’s  features  familiar  to  the  pub- 
lic, in  pictures  not  so  likely  to  inspire  re- 
spect for  the  author  of  The  Descent  of  Man 
as  they  are  to  imply  his  very  close  rela- 
tion to  some  slightly  esteemed  branches 
of  the  ancestry  he  claims;  but  probably  no 
one  has  enjoyed  their  fun  more  than  he. 

Luncheon  was  already  over,  and,  mind- 
ful of  Lady  Lyell’s  caution,  I took  an  early 
leave. 

To  this  short  narrative  I may  add  the 
following  concerning  a subsequent  occa- 
sion upon  which  I had  the  pleasure  of  see- 
ing Mr.  Darwin  with  his  family  at  their 
home  in  Kent  Being  again  in  London 
in  1878,  I was  very  glad  to  receive  one 
day  about  the  middle  of  May  a message 
from  Mrs.  Darwin  inviting  me  to  go  down 
into  the  country  to  dine  and  pass  the  night 
at  their  house  in  company  with  one  other 
guest,  Colonel  T.  W.  Higginson,  of  Boston. 
Leaving  town  about  four  or  five  o’clock  in 
the  afternoon,  a railway  ride  of  an  hour  or 
a little  less  through  one  of  the  most  beau- 
tiful parts  of  England  brought  us  to  Or- 
pington, from  which  station  we  had  to 
make  a drive  of  three  or  four  miles  to  Dar- 
win’s house,  near  the  old  and  picturesque 
village  of  Down.  Meeting  Mr.  George 
Darwin  on  the  train,  we  got  into  a dog- 
cart which  was  awaiting  us  at  Orpington 
station,  and  drove  pleasantly  for  half  an 
hour  through  a charming  succession  of 
pretty  lanes  and  country  roads  on  our 
way  to  Down.  The  day  was  showery, 
and  before  reaching  our  destination  we 
got  something  of  a wetting;  but  the  inter- 
vals of  bright  sunshine  between  the  show- 
ers lit  up  a most  beautiful  landscape,  and 
gave  a wonderfully  brilliant  effect  to  the 
foliage,  glistening  with  the  freshly  fallen 
rain.  The  trees,  the  hedges,  the  shrub- 
bery, and  the  grass  all  seemed  on  that 
May  day,  with  alternating  sun  and  show- 
er, to  be  in  a state  of  absolute  perfection. 
Just  before  arriving  we  got  a pretty  view 
of  Down,  and  passed  within  sight  of  the 
country-seat  of  Darwin’s  friend  and  fel- 
low-worker in  scientific  pursuits,  Sir  John 
Lubbock. 

The  dwelling  of  the  Darwin  family,  as 
I recall  it,  is  a spacious  and  substantial 
old-fashioned  house,  square  in  form  and 
plain  in  style,  but  pleasing  in  its  comfort- 
able and  home-like  appearance.  The  ap- 
proach seems  now  to  my  memory  to  have 
been  by  a long  lane,  as  though  the  house 
stood  remote  from  any  much-travelled 
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highway,  and  without  near  neighbors, 
surrounded  by  trees  and  shrubbery,  and 
commanding  a far-reaching  view  of  green 
fields  and  gently  undulating  country.  A 
portion  of  the  house,  the  front,  has,  I be- 
lieve, been  built  long  enough  to  be  spoken 
of  as  old  even  in  England,  to  which  in  the 
rear  some  modern  additions  have  been 
made.  Entering  a broad  hall  at  the  front, 
we  passed,  on  the  right,  the  door  of  the 
room  the  interior  of  which  has  since  been 
made  known  in  pictures  as  4 4 Mr.  Darwin’s 
Study”;  and  a little  further  on  were  wel- 
comed immediately  by  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Dar- 
win to  a spacious  and  cheerful  parlor  or 
family  room,  whose  broad  windows  and 
outer  door  opened  upon  a wide  and  partly 
sheltered  piazza  at  the  rear  of  the  house, 
evidently  a favorite  sitting-place,  judging 
from  the  comfortable  look  of  easy-chairs 
assembled  there,  beyond  which  was  a pleas- 
ing vista  of  fresh  green  lawn,  bright  flow- 
erbeds, and  blossoming  shrubbery,  gravel- 
paths,  and  a glass  greenhouse,  or  perhaps 
botanical  laboratory,  and,  further  yet,  a 
garden  wall,  with  a gate  leading  to  plea- 
sant walks  in  fields  beyond.  All  this  one 
could  see  standing  before  the  hearth,  from 
which,  although  past  the  middle  of  May, 
a slowly  smouldering  fire  gave  out  a plea- 
sant warmth,  by  no  means  unwelcome  to 
one  whose  clothing  had  been  dampened 
by  the  brisk  shower  encountered  on  the 
way  from  the  station. 

The  interior  of  the  room  wore  a delight- 
fully comfortable  and  every-day  look,  with 
books  and  pictures  in  profusion,  and  a 
large  table  in  the  middle  covered  with  pa- 
pers, periodicals,  and  literary  miscellany. 
At  a smaller  round  table,  bearing  a shaded 
lamp  not  yet  lit  and  a work-basket,  Mrs. 
Darwin — a lady  of  agreeable  presence,  per- 
haps eight  or  ten  years  younger  than  her 
husband  (whose  cousin  she  is),  and  of 
slightly  larger  stature  than  the  average 
English  woman  of  her  age — resumed  the 
place  from  which  she  had  evidently  risen 
to  welcome  her  guests,  occupy  ing  her  hands 
with  some  light  embroidery  or  other  femi- 
nine handiwork,  while  joining  in  the  gen- 
eral conversation  with  an  occasional  re- 
mark. 

Mr.  Darwin  sat  by  the  fireside,  where 
he  seemed  to  have  been  reading.  Dress- 
ed in  an  easy-fitting,  short,  round  coat,  he 
looked  as  though  he  might  have  spent  the 
day  at  work  in  the  garden  or  laboratory. 
Though  seven  years  had  passed  since  I 
had  seen  him  in  London,  lie  appeared  as 


well  as  then  and  hardly  older.  We  had 
some  pleasant  personal  chat  for  a little 
while,  when  Colonel  Higginson,  whose 
arrival  had  been  delayed,  came  in,  and, 
soon  after,  we  went  to  our  rooms  to  dress 
for  dinner,  Mr.  Darwin  himself  going  on 
before  to  show  his  guests  the  way,  and  to 
see  that  their  needs  had  been  duly  pro- 
vided for. 

Re-assembled  a half-hour  later,  we  were 
soon  seated  at  the  dinner  table,  six  in 
all,  George  and  Francis  being  the  only 
younger  members  of  the  family  then  at 
home.  The  dining-room  was  a hand- 
some, spacious  apartment,  with  windows 
opening  upon  the  lawn  in  the  rear  of  the 
house  ; its  walls  hung  with  pictures, 
among  which  I seem  to  recall  some  dim, 
dark  portraits  of  the  Darwin  ancestry, 
though  nothing,  if  I remember  rightly, 
more  remote  than  the  distinguished  grand- 
father, Dr.  Erasmus.  Our  dinner,  though 
noteworthy  for  its  wholesome  simplicity 
in  these  days  of  excessive  luxury,  was 
served  with  care  and  elegance  by  two 
men-servants  in  livery,  the  elder  butler,  a 
man  of  advanced  years,  being  evidently 
of  long  service  in  the  family.  The  din- 
ner-table talk  was  for  the  greater  part 
light,  cheerful,  personal ; to  some  extent 
political,  suggested  by  current  events  in 
England  aud  the  United  States ; ar>d 
touching  somewhat  upon  social  reforms, 
as  might  indeed  be  readily  imagined  in 
the  presence  of  my  distinguished  ms-d- 
vis , Colonel  Higginson.  To  this,  howev- 
er, the  way  was,  perhaps,  more  directly 
led  by  the  coincidence  of  a temperance 
lecture  being  given  that  evening  in  the 
public  hall  at  Down,  in  which  good  work 
the  family  evidently  felt  some  interest; 
and  partly,  too,  by  the  experience  of  Col- 
onel Higginson  at  the  railway  station, 
where  he  had  narrowly  escaped  being 
called  upon  to  appear  in  the  role  of  a re- 
former. The  lecturer,  it  seems,  had  come 
down  from  London  by  an 'early  evening 
train,  and  upon  Mr.  Francis  Darwin  had 
devolved  the  duty  of  meeting  him  at  the 
station,  taking  him  to  the  hall,  and  seeing 
him  fairly  started  upon  his  praiseworthy 
mission  before  returning  to  join  us  at  din- 
ner. As  I now  recall  the  affair,  Colonel 
Higginson,  having  been  delayed  in  town, 
had  arrived  at  Orpington  station  by  the 
same  train  with  the  lecturer,  and  while 
seeking  some  means  of  reaching  his  fur- 
ther destination,  fell  in  with  Mr.  Francis 
Darwin,  who,  not  then  knowing  him  per- 
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sonally,  and  anxiously  looking  for  the  lec- 
turer, supposed  the  colonel  was  his  man, 
and  was  about  whisking  him  off  to  leave 
him  at  the  public  hall  when  he  discovered 
his  mistake.  Doubtless  the  colonel  would 
have  graced  the  platform  as  well  as  the 
dinner  table,  at  which  the  incident,  as  he 
related  it,  afforded  us  some  amusement. 

When  Mrs.  Darwin  rose  to  leave  the 
gentlemen  with  their  cigars,  she  reminded 
her  husband  that  he  too  must  go  and  take 
his  customary  nap.  He  accordingly  with- 
drew, but  about  half  an  hour  later  rejoin- 
ed us  in  the  drawing-room,  where  he  re- 
mained until  half  past  ten  or  eleven.  Dur- 
ing this  time  he  made  inquiry  for  Amer- 
ican friends,  mostly  of  Cambridge,  but  also 
Marsh,  of  New  Haven.  He  spoke,  too,  with 
particular  interest  of  Mark  Twain,  from 
whose  writings  he  had  evidently  derived 
much  entertainment. 

We  broke  up  for  the  night  with  the  un- 
derstanding that  Colonel  Higginson,  who 
had  a morning  engagement  in  town, 
should  be  called  for  an  earlier  breakfast 
than  the  rest,  and  go  by  a train  leaving 
soon  after  eight  o’clock,  while  my  depart- 
ure was  deferred  till  noon.  Happening 
to  waken  early,  I dressed  and  went  down- 
stairs soon  after  seven,  but  to  my  surprise 
Mr.  Darwin  was  there,  fresh  as  a lark, 
ready  to  breakfast  with  the  colonel,  and 
speed  the  parting  guest.  When  he  had 
gone,  the  later  members  of  the  family 
gathered  at  their  leisure  about  the  break- 
fast table,  while  Mr.  Darwin  disappeared 
for  an  hour’s  work  in  his  study. 

During  this  interval  I accepted  the  in- 


vitation of  Francis  Darwin  to  go  with  him 
for  a walk  about  the  grounds,  in  the  course 
of  which  we  followed  some  of  his  father’s 
favorite  rambles  along  shaded  paths  in  a 
neighboring  field,  coming  back  finally  to 
the  greenhouse,  where  some  interesting 
experiments  on  the  revolving  movement 
of  plants  were  at  that  time  in  progress. 
The  work  of  the  forenoon  was  the  careful 
observation  of  a number  of  tender  shoots 
that  were  growing  in  pots,  each  under  a 
separate  bell-glass,  and  all  ranged  on,  a ta- 
ble exposed  to  the  morning  sun.  To  the 
growing  tip  of  each  plant  there  had  been 
attached  by  wax  or  some  other  adhesive 
substance  one  end  of  a straight  piece  of 
very  finely  drawn  glass  thread,  in  such  a 
manner  that  its  other  end  projected  about 
two  inches,  horizontally  or  nearly  so,  from 
the  point  of  attachment,  where  any  revolv- 
ing movement  of  the  stem  must  be  impart- 
ed to  the  glass  thread,  and  cause  it  to  turn 
like  a radial  arm  from  a central  point.  The 
ends  of  the  glass  thread  were  made  con- 
spicuous by  little  “blobs”  of  color,  thus 
giving  two  easily  distinguished  points  in 
one  straight  line.  By  marking  then  upon 
the  outer  surface  of  the  bell-glass  a third 
point  in  line  with  the  two  “blobs,”  the 
subsequent  departure  of  the  outer  “blob” 
from  that  line,  caused  by  the  turning  of 
the  stem  of  the  plant,  very  soon  became 
distinctly  visible. 

At  the  moment  of  departure  the  family 
gathered  at  the  door,  each  with  a parting 
word  and  good  wish,  and  I came  away 
filled  with  pleasant  memories  of  a charm- 
ing home  and  gracious  hospitality. 


EVENING. 


I feel  the  cool  breath  of  the  coming  night, 

Sweet  with  the  scent  of  meadows  and  new  hay, 
And  subtly  a9  a failing  of  the  sight 
The  dusk  invisibly  dissolves  the  day. 

Still  in  the  west  an  arc  of  primrose  light 
Crowns  like  an  aureole  the  mountain’s  brow, 
Flecked  with  thin  sprays  of  palest  red  and  gold. 
And  through  its  lambent  heart  is  piercing  now 
The  point  of  one  large  star,  keen,  still,  and  cold. 


The  east  lie9  in  the  arms  of  night;  the  eye 
No  longer  marks  the  lines  of  hedge  and  lane, 
The  russet  stacks  and  squares  of  husbandry. 

The  shaven  stubble  and  the  furrowed  plain; 
But  over  all  a clear  obscurity — 

A pearly  gloom  lit  from  the  lucid  skies — 
Hangs  like  a tenuous  veil,  through  which  is  seen 
A world  transformed  to  unfamiliar  guise 
Of  darkling  loveliness,  cool,  dim.  serene. 
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CHAPTER  XXVIII. 

RENEWALS. 

AS  yet  she  was  all  unconscious ; and 
indeed  the  dullness  following  her 
father’s  departure  was  for  her  considera- 
bly lightened  by  this  visit  to  her  grand- 
mother’s cottage,  where  she  found  a hun- 
dred duties  and  occupations  awaiting  her. 
She  was  an  expert  needle-woman,  and 
there  were  many  arrears  in  that  direc- 
tion to  be  made  up : she  managed  the 
cooking,  and  introduced  one  or  two  cun- 
ning dishes,  to  the  wonder  of  the  little 
Cicely;  she  even  tried  her  hand  at  car- 
pentering, where  a shelf,  or  the  frame  of  a 
casement,  had  got  loose;  and  as  a reward 
she  was  occasionally  invited  to  assist  her 
grandmother  in  the  garden.  The  old 
dame  herself  grew  wonderfully  amiable 
and  cheerful  in  the  constant  association 
with  this  bright  young  life ; and  she  had 
a great  store  of  ballads  with  which  to  be- 
guile the  tedium  of  sewing— though,  in 
truth,  these  were  for  the  most  part  of  a 
monotonous  and  mournful  character,  gen- 
erally reciting  the  woes  of  some  poor  maid- 
en in  Oxfordshire  or  Lincolnshire  who  had 
been  deceived  by  a false  lover,  and  yet 
was  willing  to  forgive  him  even  as  she 
lay  on  her  death-bed.  As  for  Judith,  she 
took  to  this  quiet  life  quite  naturally  and 
happily ; and  if  she  chanced  tohave  time  for 
a stroll  along  the  wooded  lanes  or  through 
the  meadows,  she  was  now  right  glad 
that  there  was  no  longer  any  fear  of  her 
being  confronted  by  Master  Leofric  Hope 
— or  Jack  Orridge,  as  he  had  called  him- 
self. Of  course  she  thought  of  him  often, 
and  of  his  courteous  manners,  and  his  el- 
oquent and  yet  modest  eyes,  and  she  hoped 
all  was  going  well  with  him,  and  that  she 
might  perchance  hear  of  him  through  her 
father.  Nor  could  she  forget  (for  she  was 
but  human)  that  the  young  man,  when 
disguised  as  a wizard,  had  said  that  he 
had  heard  her  named  as  the  fairest  maid 
in  Warwickshire;  and  subsequently,  in 
his  natural  character,  that  he  had  heard 
Ben  Jonson  spedk  well  of  her  looks,  and 
she  hoped  that  if  ever  he  recalled  these 
brief  interviews,  he  would  consider  that 
she  had  maintained  a sufficiency  of  maid- 
enly dignity,  and  had  not  betrayed  the 
ignorance  or  awkwardness  of  a farm-bred 


wench.  Nay,  there  were  certain  words 
of  his  that  she  put  some  store  by— as  com- 
ing from  a stranger.  For  the  rest,  she 
was  in  no  case  likely  to  undervalue  her 
appearance:  her  father  had  praised  her 
hair,  and  that  was  enough. 

One  morning  she  had  gone  down  to 
the  little  front  gate,  for  some  mischievous 
boys  had  lifted  it  off  its  hinges,  and  she 
wanted  to  get  it  back  again  on  the  rusty 
iron  spikes.  But  it  had  got  jammed  some- 
how, and  would  not  move ; and  in  her 
pulling,  some  splinter  of  the  wood  ran  into 
her  hand,  causing  not  a little  pain.  Just 
at  this  moment — whether  he  had  come 
round  that  way  on  the  chance  of  catching 
a glimpse  of  her  it  is  hard  to  say— Tom 
Quiney  came  by;  but  on  the  other  side  of 
the  road,  and  clearly  with  no  intention  of 
calling  at  the  cottage. 

“Good-morrow,  Judith,”  said  he,  in  a 
kind  of  uncertain  way,  and  would  have 
gone  on. 

Well,  she  was  vexed  and  impatient  with 
her  fruitless  efforts,  and  her  hand  smarted 
not  a little ; so  she  looked  at  him  and  said, 
half  angrily, 

“I  wish  you  would  come  and  lift  this 
gate.” 

It  was  but  a trifling  task  for  the  tall 
and  straight  - limbed  young  fellow  who 
now  strode  across  the  highway.  He  jerk- 
ed it  up  in  a second,  and  then  set  it  down 
again  on  the  iron  spikes,  where  it  swung 
in  its  wonted  way. 

“But  your  hand  is  bleeding,  Judith!” 
he  exclaimed. 

“’Tis  nothing,”  she  said.  “It  was  a 
splinter.  I have  pulled  it  out.” 

But  he  snatched  her  hand  peremptori- 
ly, before  she  could  draw  it  away,  and 
held  it  firmly  and  examined  it. 

“Why,  there’s  a bit  still  there;  I can 
see  it.” 

“ I can  get  it  out  for  myself,”  said  she. 

“ No,  you  can  not,”  he  answered.  “ Tis 
far  easier  for  some  one  else.  Stay  here  a 
second,  and  I will  fetch  out  a needle.” 

He  went  into  the  cottage,  and  presently 
re-appeared,  not  only  with  a needle,  but 
also  with  a tin  vessel  holding  water,  and 
a bit  of  linen  and  a piece  of  thread.  Then 
he  took  Judith’s  soft  hand  as  gently  as  he 
could  in  his  muscular  fingers,  and  began 
to  probe  for  the  small  fragment  of  wood 
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just  visible  there.  He  seemed  a long  time 
about  it:  perhaps  he  was  afraid  of  giving 
her  pain. 

44  Do  I hurt  you,  Judith  ?”  he  said. 

44  No,”  she  answered,  with  some  color  of 
embarrassment  in  her  face.  44  Be  quick.” 

44  But  I must  be  cautious,”  said  he.  44 1 
would  it  were  my  own  hand;  I would 
make  short  work  of  it.” 

44  Let  me  try  myself,” said  she,  attempt- 
ing to  get  away  her  hand  from  his  grasp. 

But  he  would  not  allow  that;  and  in 
due  time  he  managed  to  get  the  splinter 
out.  Then  he  dipped  his  fingers  in  the 
water  and  bathed  the  small  wound  in  that 
way;  and  then  he  must  needs  wrap  the 
piece  of  linen  round  her  hand — very  care- 
fully, so  that  there  should  be  no  crease — 
and  thereafter  fasten  the  bandage  with 
the  bit  of  thread.  He  did  not  look  like 
one  who  could  perform  a surgical  opera- 
tion with  exceeding  delicacy;  but  he  was 
as  gentle  as  he  could  be,  and  she  thanked 
him — in  an  unwilling  kind  of  way. 

Then  all  at  once  her  face  brightened. 

4 4 Why,”  said  she, 44 1 hear  that  you  gave 
my  father  a riding-whip  on  his  going.” 

44Did  you  not  see  it,  Judith?”  he  said, 
with  some  disappointment.  44 1 meant 
you  to  have  seen  it.  The  handle  was  of 
ivory,  and  of  a rare  carving.” 

44 1 was  not  at  the  door  when  they  went 
away — I met  my  father  as  they  passed 
along  the  road,”  said  she.  “But  I shall 
see  it,  doubtless,  when  he  comes  home 
again.  And  what  said  he?  Was  he 
pleased  ? He  thanked  you  right  heartily, 
did  he  not  ?” 

“Yes,  truly;  but ’twas  a trifling  mat- 
ter.” 

“My  father  thinks  more  of  the  inten- 
tion than  of  the  value  of  such  a gift,” 
said  she — 44  as  I would.” 

It  was  an  innocent  and  careless  speech, 
but  it  seemed  to  suddenly  inspire  him  with 
a kind  of  wild  wish. 

44  Ah,”  said  he,  regarding  her, 44  if  you, 
Judith,  now,  would  but  take  some  little 
gift  from  me — no  matter  what — that  would 
be  a day  I should  remember  all  my  life.” 

“Will  you  not  come  into  the  house?” 
said  she,  quickly.  “My  grandam  will  be 
right  glad  to  see  you.” 

She  would  have  led  the  way ; but  he 
hesitated. 

“Nay,  I will  not  trouble  your  grand- 
mother, Judith,”  said  he.  “I  doubt  not 
but  that  she  hath  had  enough  of  visitors 
since  you  came  to  stay  with  her.” 


“ Since  I came?”  she  said,  good-natured- 
ly— for  she  refused  to  accept  the  innuendo. 
“Why,  let  me  consider,  now.  The  day 
before  yesterday  my  mother  walked  over 
to  see  how  we  did;  and  before  that  — I 
think  the  day  before  that— Mistress  Wyse 
came  in  to  tell  us  that  they  had  taken  a 
witch  at  Abbots  Morton ; and  then  yester- 
day Farmer  Bowstead  called  to  ask  if  his 
strayed  horse  had  been  seen  anywhere 
about  these  lanes.  There,  now,  three  vis- 
itors since  I have  come  to  the  cottage : ’tis 
not  a multitude.” 

“ There  hath  been  none  other?”  said  he, 
looking  at  her  with  some  surprise. 

44  Not  another  foot  hath  crossed  the 
threshold  to  my  knowledge,”  said  she, 
simply,  and  as  if  it  were  a matter  of  small 
concern. 

But  this  intelligence  seemed  to  produce 
a very  sudden  and  marked  alteration  in 
his  manner.  Not  only  would  he  accom- 
pany her  into  the  house,  but  he  immedi- 
ately became  most  solicitous  about  her 
hand. 

“I  pray  you  be  careful,  Judith,”  said 
he,  almost  as  if  he  would  again  take  hold 
of  her  wrist. 

44  ’Tis  but  a scratch,”  she  said. 

“Nay,  now,  if  there  be  but  a touch  of 
rust,  it  might  work  mischief,”  said  he, 
anxiously.  44 1 pray  you  be  careful ; and 
I would  bathe  it  frequently,  and  keep  on 
the  bandage  until  you  are  sure  that  all  is 
well.  Nay,  I tell  you  this;  Judith : there 
are  more  than  you  think  of  that  would 
liefer  lose  a finger  than  that  you  should 
have  the  smallest  hurt.” 

And  in-doors,  moreover,  he  was  most 
amiable  and  gentle  and  anxious  to  please, 
and  bore  some  rather  sharp  sayings  of  the 
old  dame  with  great  good -nature;  and 
whatever  Judith  said,  or  suggested,  or  ap- 
proved of,  that  was  right,  once  and  for  all. 
She  wished  to  hear  more  of  the  riding- 
whip  also.  Where  was  the  handle  carved? 
Had  her  father  expressed  any  desire  for 
such  ornamentation? 

“Truly  ’twas  but  a small  return  for  his 
kindness  to  us  the  other  day,”  said  the 
young  man,  who  was  half  bewildered 
with  delight  at  finding  Judith’s  eyes  once 
more  regarding  him  in  the  old  frank  and 
friendly  fashion,  and  was  desperately  anx- 
ious that  they  should  continue  so  to  regard 
him  (with  no  chilling  shadow  of  the  par- 
son intervening).  44  For  Cornelius  Greene 
being  minded  to  make  one  or  two  more 
catches,”  he  continued— -and  still  address- 
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ing  those  eyes  that  were  at  once  so  gentle 
and  so  clear  and  so  kind — “ he  would  have 
me  go  to  your  father  and  beg  him  to  give 
us  words  for  these,  out  of  any  books  he 
might  know  of.  Not  that  we  thought  of 
asking  him  to  write  the  words  himself — 
far  from  that— but  to  choose  them  for  us: 
and  right  willingly  he  did  so.  In  truth, 
I have  them  with  me,”  he  added,  search- 
ing for  and  producing  a paper  with  some 
written  lines  on  it.  “Shall  I read  them 
to  you,  Judith  ?” 

He  did  not  notice  the  slight  touch  of 
indifference  with  which  she  assented;  for 
when  once  she  had  heard  that  these  com- 
positions (whatever  they  might  be)  were 
not  her  father's  writing,  she  was  not  anx- 
ious to  become  acquainted  with  them. 
But  his  concern,  on  the  other  hand,  was 
to  keep  her  interested  and  amused  and 
friendly;  and  Cornelius  Greene  and  his 
doings  were  at  least  something  to  talk 
about. 

“The  first  one  we  think  of  calling 
‘Fortune's  Wheel,’”  said  he;  “and  thus 
it  goes: 

4 Ti'ufd  not  too  much , if  prosperous  limes  do  smilet 

Nor  yet  despair  of  rising , if  thou  fall: 

The  Fatal  Lady  mingleth  one  with  tlC  other , 

And  lets  not  fortune  stay , but  round  twms  all.1 

And  the  other  one— I know  not  how  to 
call  it  yet — but  Cornelius  takes  it  to  be 
the  better  of  the  two  for  his  purpose ; thus 
it  is: 

* Merrily  sang  the  Ely  monks 

When  rowed  thereby  Canute  the  King. 

“Low  near , my  Knights , row  near  the  land \ 
That  we  may  hear  the  good  monks  sing 111 

See  you  now  how  well  it  will  go,  Judith 
— Merrily  sang— merrily  sang— the  Ely 
monks  — the  Ely  monks  — when  rowed 
thereby— Canute  the  King  1”  said  he,  in 
a manner  suggesting  the  air.  “ ’Twill  go 
excellent  well  for  four  voices,  and  Corne- 
lius is  already  begun.  In  truth,  ’twill  be 
something  new  at.  our  merry-meetings—” 

“ Ay,  and  what  have  you  to  say  of  your 
business,  good  Master  Quiney?”  the  old 
dame  interrupted,  sharply.  “Be  you  so 
busy  with  your  tavern  catches  and  your 
merry-makings  that  you  have  no  thought 
of  that  ?” 

“Indeed,  I have  enough  regard  for 
that,  good  Mistress  Hathaway,”  said  he, 
in  perfect  good-humor;  “and  it  goes  for- 
ward safely  enough.  But  metliinks  you 
remind  me  that  I have  tarried  here  as  long 
as  I ought;  so  now  I will  get  me  back  to 
the  town.”, 


He  half  expected  that  Judith  would  go 
to  the  door  with  him ; and  when  she  had 
gone  so  far,  he  said,  # 

“ Will  you  not  come  a brief  way  across 
the  meadows,  Judith? — ’tis  not  well  you 
should  always  be  shut  up  in  the  cottage — 
you  that  are  so  fond  of  out-of-doors.” 

He  had  no  cause  for  believing  that  she 
was  too  much  within-doors ; but  she  did 
not  stay  to  raise  the  question ; she  good- 
naturedly  went  down  the  little  garden 
path  with  him,  and  across  the  road,  and 
so  into  the  fields.  She  had  been  busy  at 
work  all  the  morning;  twenty  minutes’ 
idleness  would  do  no  harm. 

Then,  when  they  were  quite  by  them- 
selves, he  said,  seriously : 

“I  pray  you  take  heed,  Judith,  that  you 
let  not  the  blood  flow  too  much  to  your 
hand,  lest  it  inflame  the  wound,  however 
slight  you  may  deem  it.  See,  now,  if  you 
would  but  hold  it  so,  ’twould  rest  on  mine, 
and  be  a relief  to  you.” 

He  did  not  ask  her  to  take  his  arm,  but 
merely  that  she  should  rest  her  hand  on 
his;  and  this  seemed  easy  to  do,  and  nat- 
ural (so  long  as  he  was  not  tired).  But 
also  it  seemed  very  much  like  the  time 
when  they  used  to  go  through  those  very 
meadows  as  boy  and  girl  together,  the 
tips  of  their  fingers  intertwined : and  so 
she  spoke  in  a gentle  and  friendly  kind  of 
fashion  to  him. 

“And  how  is  it  with  your  business,  in 
good  sooth?”  she  asked.  “I  hope  there 
be  no  more  of  these  junketings,  and  dan- 
cings, and  brawls.” 

“Dear  Judith,”  said  he,  “I  know  not 
who  carries  such  tales  of  me  to  you.  If 
you  knew  but  the  truth,  I am  never  in  a 
brawl  of  mine  own  making  or  seeking ; 
but  one  must  hold  one’s  own,  and  the 
more  that  is  done,  the  less  are  any  likely 
to  interfere.  Nay,”  he  continued,  with 
a modest  laugh,  “I  think  I am  safe  for 
quiet  now  with  any  in  Warwickshire;  ’tis 
only  a strange  lad  now  and  again  that 
may  come  among  us  and  seek  cause  of 
quarrel ; and  surely  ’tis  better  to  have  it 
over  and  done  with,  and  either  he  or  we 
to  know  our  place?  I seek  no  fighting 
for  the  love  of  it;  my  life  on  that;  but 
you  would  not  have  any  stranger  come 
into  Stratford  a-swaggering,  and  biting 
his  thumb  at  us,  and  calling  us  rogues  of 
fiddlers  ?” 

“Mercy  on  us,  then,”  she  cried,  “are 
you  champion  for  the  town— or  perchance 
for  all  of  Warwickshire  ? A goodly  life 
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to  look  forward  to ! And  what  give  they 
their  watchdog?  Truly  they  must  re- 
ward him  that  keeps  such  guard,  and  will 
do  battle  for  them  all?” 

44  Nay,  I am  none  such,  Judith/’  said  he : 
44 1 but  take  my  chance  like  the  others.” 

He  shifted  her  hand  on  his  that  it  might 
rest  the  more  securely,  and  his  touch  was 
gentle. 

4 4 And  your  merchandise  — pray  you 
who  is  so  kind  as  to  look  after  that  whon 
you  are  engaged  in  those  pastimes?”  she 
asked. 

44 1 have  no  fault  to  find  with  my  mer- 
chandise, Judith,”  said  he.  44  That  I look 
after  myself.  I would  I had  more  in- 
ducement to  attend  to  it,  and  to  provide 
for  the  future.  But  it  goes  well ; indeed 

lt  “°Tnd  Daniel  Hutt?” 

44  He  has  left  the  country  now.” 

44  And  his  vagabond  crew:  have  they 
all  made  their  fortunes?” 

44  Why,  Judith,  they  can  not  have  reach- 
ed America  yet,”  said  he. 

44 1 am  glad  that  you  have  not  gone,” 
she  remarked,  simply. 

44  Well,”  he  said,  44  why  should  I strive 
to  push  my  fortunes  there  more  than 
here  ? To  what  end  ? There  be  none  that 
I could  serve  either  way.” 

And  then  it  seemed  to  him  that  this  was 
an  ungracious  speech,  and  he  was  anxious 
to  stand  well  with  her,  seeing  that  she  was 
disposed  to  be  friendly. 

44  Judith,”  he  said,  suddenly,  44 surely 
you  will  not  remain  over  at  Shottery  to- 
morrow, with  all  the  merriment  of  the 
fair  going  on  in  the  town?  Nay,  but  you 
must  come  over — I could  fetch  you,  at  any 
hour  that  you  named,  if  it  so  pleased  you. 
There  is  a famous  juggler  come  into  the 
town,  as  I hear,  that  can  do  the  most  rare 
and  wonderful  tricks,  and  hath  a dog  as 
cunning  as  himself;  and  you  will  hear 
the  new  ballads,  to  judge  which  you  would 
have;  and  the  peddlers  would  show  you 
their  stores.  Now,  in  good  sooth,  Judith, 
may  not  I come  for  you  ?— why,  all  the 
others  have  some  one  to  go  about  with 
them;  and  she  will  choose  this  or  that 
posy  or  ribbon,  and  wear  it  for  the  jest  of 
the  day ; but  I have  no  one  to  walk 
through  the  crowd  with  me,  and  see  the 
people,  and  hear  the  bargainings  and  the 
music.  I pray  you,  Judith,  let  me  come 
for  you.  It  can  not  be  well  for  you  al- 
ways to  live  in  such  dullness  as  is  over 
there  at  Shottery.” 


44  If  I were  to  go  to  the  fair  with  you,” 
said  she,  and  not  unkindly,  “methinks 
the  people  would  stare,  would  they  not  ? 
We  have  not  been  such  intimate  friends 
of  late.” 

44  You  asked  me  not  to  go  to  America, 
Judith,”  said  he. 

44  Well,  yes,”  she  admitted.  44  Truly  I 
did  so.  Why  should  you  go  away  with 
those  desperate  and  broken  men  ? Surely 
’tis  better  you  should  stay  among  your 
own  people.” 

44 1 staid  because  you  bade  me,  Judith,” 
said  he. 

She  flushed  somewhat  at  this;  but  he 
was  so  eager  not  to  embarrass  or  offend 
her  that  he  instantly  changed  the  sub- 
ject. 

“May  I,  then,  Judith?  If  you  would 
come  but  for  an  hour !”  he  pleaded ; for  he 
clearly  wanted  to  show  to  everybody  that 
Judith  was  under  his  escort  at  the  fair; 
and  which  of  all  the  maidens  (he  askedhim- 
self)  would  compare  beside  her?  44  Why, 
there  is  not  one  of  them  but  hath  his  com- 
panion, to  buy  for  her  some  brooch,  or 
pretty  coif,  or  the  like — ” 

4 ‘Are  they  all  so  anxious  to  lighten 
their  purses?”  said  she,  laughing.  44  Nay, 
but  truly  I may  not  leave  my  grandmo- 
ther, lest  the  good  dame  should  think  that 
I was  wearying  of  my  stay  with  her. 
Pray  you  get  some  other  to  go  to  the  fair 
with  you — you  have  many  friends,  as  I 
know,  in  the  town — ” 

“Oh,  do  you  think ’tis  the  fair  I care 
about?”  said  lie,  quickly.  “Nay,  now, 
Judith,  I would  as  lief  not  go  to  the  fair 
at  all — or  but  for  a few  minutes— if  you 
will  let  me  bring  you  over  some  trinket 
in  the  afternoon.  Nay,  a hundred  times 
would  I rather  not  go,  if  you  would  grant 
me  such  a favor.  ’Tis  the  first  I have  asked 
of  you  for  many  a day.” 

“Why,”  she  said,  with  a smile,  44 you 
must  all  of  you  be  prospering  in  Stratford, 
since  you  are  all  so  eager  to  cast  abroad 
your  money.  The  peddlers  will  do  a rare 
trade  to-morrow,  as  I reckon.” 

This  was  almost  a tacit  permission,  and 
he  was  no  such  fool  as  to  press  her  for 
more.  Already  his  mind  ran  riot— he  saw 
himself  ransacking  all  the  packs  and  stalls 
in  the  town. 

“And  now,”  she  said,  as  she  had  come 
within  sight  of  the  houses—44 1 will  return 
now,  or  the  good  dame  will  wonder.” 

“But  I will  walk  back  with  you,  Ju- 
dith,” said  he,  promptly. 
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She  regarded  him,  with  those  pretty 
eyes  of  hers  clearly  laughing. 

“ Methought  you  came  away  from  the 
cottage,”  said  she,  “ because  of  the  claims 
of  your  business;  and  now  you  would 
walk  all  the  way  back  again  ?” 

“Your  hand,  Judith,”  said  he,  shame- 
facedly—“you  must  not  let  it  hang  down 
by  your  side.” 

“Nay,  for  such  a dangerous  wound,” 
said  she,  with  her  eyes  gravely  regarding 
him,  “I  will  take  precautions;  but  can  not 
I hold  it  up  myself— so — if  need  were?” 

He  was  so  well  satisfied  with  what  he 
had  gained  that  he  would  yield  to  her 
now  as  she  wished.  And  yet  he  took  her 
hand  once  more— gently  and  timidly — 
and  as  if  unwilling  to  give  up  his  charge 
of  it 

“I  hope  it  will  not  pain  you,  Judith,” 
he  said. 

“ I trust  it  may  not  lead  me  to  death’s 
door,”  she  answered,  seriously;  and  if  her 
eyes  were  laughing,  it  was  with  no  un- 
kindness. 

And  then  they  said  good-by  to  each 
other,  and  she  walked  away  back  to  Shot- 
tery,  well  content  to  have  made  friends 
with  him  again,  and  to  have  found  him 
for  the  time  being  quit  of  his  dark  suspi- 
cions and  jealousies  of  her;  while  as  for 
him,  he  went  on  to  the  town  in  a sort  of 
foreknowledge  that  all  Stratford  Fair 
would  not  have  anything  worthy  to  be 
offered  to  Judith,  and  wondering  whether 
he  could  not  elsewhere,  and  at  once,  and 
by  any  desperate  effort,  procure  some- 
thing fine  and  rare  and  beautiful  enough 
to  be  placed  in  that  poor  wounded  hand. 


CHAPTER  XXIX. 

“THE  ROSE  IS  FROM  MY  GARDEN  GONE.” 

Now  when  Parson  Blaise  set  forth  upon 
•the  mission  that  had  been  intrusted  to 
him,  there  was  not  a trace  of  anger  or  in- 
dignation in  his  mind.  He  was  not  even 
moved  by  jealous  wrath  against  the  per- 
son with  whom  Judith  had  been  holding 
these  clandestine  communications;  nor 
had  he  any  sense  of  having  been  himself 
injured  by  her  conduct.  For  one  thing, 
he  knew  enough  of  Judith’s  pride  and 
self-reliance  to  be  fairly  well  satisfied  that 
she  was  not  likely  to  have  compromised 
herself  in  any  serious  way;  and  for  an- 
other, his  own  choice  of  her,  from  among 


the  Stratford  maidens,  as  the  one  he  wish- 
ed to  secure  for  helpmate,  was  the  result 
not  so  much  of  any  overmastering  pas- 
sion as  of  a cool  and  discriminating  judg- 
ment. Nay,  this  very  complication  that 
had  arisen — might  he  not  use  it  to  his  own 
advantage?  Might  it  not  prove  an  argu- 
ment more  powerful  than  any  he  had 
hitherto  tried?  And  so  it  was  that  he  set 
out,  not  as  one  armed  to  punish,  but  with 
t^e  most  placable  intentions;  and  the  bet- 
ter to  give  the  subject  full  consideration, 
he  did  not  go  straight  across  the  meadows 
to  the  cottage,  but  went  through  the  town, 
and  away  out  the  Alcester  road,  before 
turning  round  and  making  for  Shottery. 

Nor  did  it  occur  to  him  that  he  was  ap- 
proaching this  matter  with  any  mean  or 
selfish  ends  in  view.  Far  from  that.  The 
man  was  quite  honest.  In  winning  Ju- 
dith over  to  be  his  wife,  by  any  means 
whatever,  was  he  not  adding  one  more  to 
the  number  of  the  Lord’s  people?  Was 
he  not  saving  her  from  her  own  undisci- 
plined and  wayward  impulses,  and  from 
all  the  mischief  that  might  arise  from 
these?  What  was  for  his  good  was  for 
her  good,  and  the  good  of  the  Church  also. 
She  had  a winning  way;  she  was  friends 
with  many  who  rather  kept  aloof  from 
the  more  austere  of  their  neighbors;  she 
would  be  a usef  ul  go-between.  Her  cheer- 
fulness, her  good  temper,  nay,  her  comely 
presence  and  bright  ways— all  these  would 
be  profitably  employed.  Nor  did  he  for- 
get the  probability  of  a handsome  mar- 
riage portion,  and  the  added  domestic 
comfort  and  serenity  that  that  would 
bring  himself.  Even  the  marriage  por- 
tion (which  he  had  no  doubt  would  be  a 
substantial  one)  might  be  regarded  as 
coming  into  the  Church  in  away ; and  so 
all  would  work  together  for  good. 

When  he  reached  the  cottage  he  found 
the  old  dame  in  the  garden,  busy  with  her 
flowers  and  vegetables,  and  was  told  that 
Judith  had  just  gone  within-doors.  In- 
deed, she  had  but  that  minute  come  back 
from  her  stroll  across  the  fields  with  Qui- 
ney,  and  had  gone  in  to  fetch  a jug  so  that 
she  might  have  some  fresh  water  from  the 
well  in  the  garden.  He  met  her  on  the 
threshold. 

“I  would  say  a few  words  with  you, 
Judith,  and  in  private,”  said  he. 

She  seemed  surprised,  but  was  in  no 
ill-humor;  so  she  said,  “As  you  will,  good 
sir,”  and  led  the  way  into  the  main  apart- 
ment, where  she  remained  standing. 
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“ I pray  you  be  seated,”  said  he. 

She  was  still  more  surprised;  but  she 
obeyed  him,  taking  her  seat  under  the 
window,  so  that  her  face  was  in  shadow, 
while  the  light  from  the  small  panes  fell 
full  on  him,  sitting  opposite  her. 

“Judith,”  said  he,  “lam  come  upon  a 
serious  errand,  and  yet  would  not  alarm 
you  unnecessarily.  Nay,  I think  that 
when  all  is  done,  good  may  spring  out  of 
the  present  troubles — ” 

“ What  is  it?”  she  said,  quickly.  “Is 
any  one  ill? — my  mother—” 

“No,  Judith,”  he  said.  “’Tis  no  trial 
of  that  kind  you  are  called  to  face.  The 
Lord  hath  been  merciful  to  you  and  yours 
these  several  years;  while  others  have 
borne  the  heavy  hand  of  affliction,  and 
lost  their  dearest  at  untimeous  seasons, 
you  have  been  spared  for  many  years 
now  all  but  such  trials  as  come  in  the 
natural  course : would  I could  see  you 
as  thankful  as  you  ought  to  be  to  the 
Giver  of  all  good.  And  yet  I know  not 
but  that  grief  over  such  afflictions  is  easier 
to  bear  than  grief  over  the  consequences 
of  our  own  wrong-doing:  memory  pre- 
serves this  last  the  longer;  sorrow  is  not 
so  enduring,  nor  cuts  so  deep,  as  remorse. 
And  then  to  think  that  others  have  been 
made  to  suffer  through  our  evil-doing— 
that  is  an  added  sting:  when  those  who 
have  expected  naught  but  filial  obedience 
and  duty,  and  the  confidence  that  should 
exist  between  children  and  their  pa- 
rents— ” 

But  this  phrase  about  filial  obedience 
had  struck  her  with  a sudden  fear. 

“I  pray  you  what  is  it,  sir?  What  have 
I done  ?”  she  said,  almost  in  a cry. 

Then  he  saw  that  he  had  gone  too  fast 
and  too  far. 

“Nay,  Judith,”  he  said,  “be  not  over- 
alarmed. ’Tis  perchance  but  carelessness 
and  a disposition  to  trust  yourself  in  all  cir- 
cumstances to  your  own  guidance  that 
have  to  be  laid  to  your  charge.  I hope  it 
may  be  so;  I hope  matters  may  be  no 
worse;  ’tis  for  yourself  to  say.  I come 
from  your  mother  and  sister,  Judith,”  he 
continued,  in  measured  tones.  “I  may 
tell  you  at  once  that  they  have  learned  of 
your  having  been  in  secret  communica- 
tion with  a stranger  who  has  been  in  these 
parts,  and  they  would  know  the  truth.  I 
will  not  seek  to  judge  you  beforehand, 
nor  point  out  to  you  what  perils  and  mis- 
chances must  ever  befall  you  so  long  as 
you  are  bent  on  going  your  own  way, 


without  government  or  counsel ; that  you 
must  now  peixseive  for  yourself,  and  I 
trust  the  lesson  will  not  be  brought  home 
to  you  too  grievously.” 

“Is  that  all ?”  Judith  had  said,  quickly, 
to  herself,  and  with  much  relief. 

“ Good  sir,”  she  said  to  him,  coolly,  “ I 
hope  my  good  mother  and  Susan  are  in 
no  bewilderment  of  terror.  ’Tis  true,  in- 
deed, that  there  was  one  in  this  neighbor- 
hood whom  I met  and  spoke  with  on  sev- 
eral occasions.  If  there  was  secrecy, ’twas 
because  the  poor  young  gentleman  was  in 
hiding;  he  dared  not  even  present  the  let- 
ter that  he  brought  commending  him  to 
my  father.  Nay,  good  Master  Blaise,  I 
pray  you  comfort  my  mother  and  sister, 
and  assure  them  there  was  no  harm 
thought  of  by  the  poor  young  man.” 

“I  know  not  that,  Judith,”  said  he, 
with  his  clear,  observant  eyes  trying  to 
read  her  face  in  the  dusk.  “But  your 
mother  and  sister  would  fain  know  what 
manner  of  man  he  was,  and  what  you 
know  of  him,  and  how  he  came  to  be 
here.” 

Then  the  fancy  flashed  across  her  mind 
that  this  intervention  of  his  was  but  the 
prompting  of  his  own  jealousy,  and  that  he 
was  acting  as  the  spokesman  of  her  mo- 
ther and  sister  chiefly  to  get  information 
for  himself. 

“Why,  sir,  ” said  she,  lightly,  “I  think 
you  might  as  well  ask  these  questions  of 
my  grandmother,  that  knoweth  about  as  I 
do  concerning  the  young  man,  and  was  as 
sorry  as  I for  his  ill  fortunes.” 

“I  pray  you  take  not  this  matter  So 
heedlessly,  Judith,”  he  said,  with  some 
coldness.  “’Tis  of  greater  moment  than 
you  think.  No  idle  curiosity  has  brought 
me  hither  to-day ; nay,  it  is  with  the  au- 
thority of  your  family  that  I put  these 
questions  to  you;  and  I am  charged  to 
ask  you  to  answer  them  with  all  of  such 
knowledge  as  you  may  have.” 

“Well, well, ’’said  she,  good-naturedly; 
“his  name — ” 

She  was  about  to  say  that  his  name  was 
Leofric  Hope ; but  she  checked  herself, 
and  some  color  rose  to  her  face— though 
he  could  not  see  that. 

“His  name,  good  sir,  os  I believe,  is 
John  Orridge,”  she  continued,  but  with 
no  embarrassment ; indeed,  she  did  not 
think  that  she  had  anything  very  serious 
either  to  conceal  or  to  confess;  “and  I 
fear  me  the  young  man  is  grievously  in 
debt,  or  otherwise  forced  to  keep  away 
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from  those  that  would  imprison  him;  and 
being*  come  to  Warwickshire,  he  brought 
a letter  to  my  father,  but  was  afraid  to  pre- 
sent it.  He  hath  been  to  the  cottage  here 
certain  times,  for  my  grandmother,  as  well 
as  I,  was  pleased  to  hear  of  the  doings  in 
London ; and  right  civil  he  was,  and  well- 
mannered  ; and  ’twas  news  to  us  to  hear 
about  the  theatres  and  my  father’s  way 
of  living  there.  But  why  should  my  mo- 
ther and  Susan  seek  tb  know  aught  of 
him? — surely  Prudence  bath  not  betrayed 
the  trust  I put  in  her? — for  indeed  the 
young  man  was  anxious  that  his  being  in 
the  neighborhood  should  not  be  known  to 
any  in  Stratford.  However,  as  he  is  now 
gone  away,  and  that  some  weeks  ago,  ’tis 
of  little  moment,  as  I reckon;  and  if  ever 
he  cometh  back  here,  I doubt  not  but  that 
he  will  present  himself  at  New  Place,  that 
they  may  judge  of  him  as  they  please. 
That  he  can  speak  for  himself,  and  to  ad- 
vantage and  goodly  showing,  I know  right 
well.” 

“And  that  is  all  you  can  say  of  this 
man,  Judith,”  said  he,  with  some  severity 
in  his  tone — “of  this  man  that  you  have 
been  thus  familiar  with  ?” 

“ Marry  is  it!”  she  said,  lightly.  “But 
I have  had  guesses,  no  doubt;  for  first  I 
thought  him  a gentleman  of  the  court,  he 
being  apparently  acquainted  with  all  the 
doings  there;  and  then  methoughthe  was 
nearer  to  the  theatres,  from  his  knowledge 
of  the  players.  But  you  would  not  have 
had  me  ask  the  young  man  as  to  his  occu- 
pation and  standing,  good  sir  ? ’Twould 
have  been  unseemly  in  a stranger,  would 
it  not  ? Could  I dare  venture  on  ques- 
tions, he  being  all  unknown  to  any  of  us?” 

And  now  a suspicion  flashed  upon  him 
that  she  was  merely  befooling  him,  so  he 
came  at  once  and  sharply  to  the  point. 

“Judith,”  said  he,  endeavoring  to 
pierce  with  his  keen  eyes  the  dusk  that 
enshrouded  her,  “you  have  not  told  me 
all.  How  came  he  to  have  a play  of  your 
father’s  in  his  possession?” 

“Now,”  said  she,  with  a quick  anger, 
“that  is  ill  done  of  Prudence.  No  one 
but  Prudence  knew;  and  for  so  harmless 
a secret — and  that  all  over  and  gone,  more- 
over, and  the  young  man  himself  away  I 
know  not  where — nay,  by  my  life,  I had 
not  thought  that  Prudence  would  serve 
me  so.  And  to  what  end?  Why,  good 
sir,  I myself  lent  the  young  man  the  sheets 
of  my  father’s  writing — they  were  the 
sheets  that  were  thrown  aside— and  I got 


each  and  all  of  them  safely  back,  and  re- 
placed them.  Prudence  knew  what  led 
me  to  lend  him  my  father’s  play;  and 
where  was  the  harm  of  it?  I thought  not 
that  she  would  go  and  make  trouble  out 
of  so  small  a thing.” 

By  this  time  the  good  parson  had  come 
to  see  pretty  clearly  how  matters  stood— 
what  with  Prudence’s  explanations  and 
Judith's  present  confessions.  And  he 
made  no  doubt  that  this  stranger— wheth- 
er from  idleness,  or  for  amusement,  or 
with  some  more  sinister  purpose,  he  had 
no  means  of  knowing — had  copied  the 
play  when  he  had  taken  the  sheets  home 
with  him  to  the  farm ; while  as  to  the  ap- 
pearance in  London  of  the  copy  so  taken, 
it  was  sufficiently  obvious  that  Judith  was 
in  complete  ignorance,  and  could  afford 
no  information  whatever.  So  that  now 
the  first  part  of  his  mission  was  accom- 
plished. He  asked  her  a few  more  ques- 
tions, and  easily  discovered  that  she  knew 
nothing  whatever  about  the  young  man’s 
position  in  life,  or  whether  he  had  gone 
straight  from  the  farm  to  London,  or 
whether  he  was  in  London  now.  As  to 
his  being  in  possession,  or  having  been  in 
possession,  of  a copy  of  her  father’s  play, 
it  was  abundantly  evident  that  she  had 
never  dreamed  of  any  such  thing. 

And  now  he  came  to  the  more  personal 
part  of  his  mission;  that  was  for  him 
much  more  serious. 

“Judith,”  said  he,  “’tis  not  like  you 
should  know  what  sad  and  grievous  con- 
sequences may  spring  from  errors  appar- 
ently small.  How  should  you?  You  will 
take  no  heed  or  caution.  The  advice  of 
those  who  would  be  nearest  and  dearest  to 
you  is  of  no  account  with  you.  You  will 
go  your  own  way,  as  if  one  of  your  years 
and  experience  could  know  the  pitfalls 
that  lie  in  a young  maiden’s  path.  The 
whole  of  life  is  but  a jest  to  you— a tale 
without  meaning — something  to  pass  the 
hour  withal.  And  think  you  that  such 
blindness  and  willfulness  bring  no  penal- 
ty? Nay,  sooner  or  later  the  hour  strikes; 
you  look  back  and  see  what  you  have 
done,  and  the  offers  of  safe  guidance  that 
you  have  neglected  or  thrust  aside.” 

“I  pray  you,  sir,  what  is  it  now?”  she 
said,  indifferently  (and  with  a distinct 
wish  that  he  would  go  away  and  release 
her,  and  let  her  get  out  into  the  light 
again).  “ Methought  I had  filled  up  the 
measure  of  my  iniquities.” 

“Thus  it  is— thus  it  will  be  always,’ 
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said  be,  with  a kind  of  hopelessness,  “so 
Long  as  you  harden  your  heart,  and  have 
no  thought  but  for  the  vanities  of  the  mo- 
ment.” And  then  he  addressed  her  more 
pointedly.  4 4 But  even  now  methinks  I 
can  tell  you  what  will  startle  you  out  of 
your  moral  sloth,  which  is  an  offense  in 
the  eyes  of  the  Lord,  as  it  is  a cause  for 
pity  and  almost  despair  to  all  who  know 
you.  It  was  a light  matter,  you  think, 
that  you  should  hold  this  secret  com- 
merce with  a stranger,  careless  of  the  re- 
spect due  to  your  father's  house,  careless 
of  the  opinion  and  the  anxious  wishes  of 
your  friends,  careless  even  of  your  good 
name — ” 

4 4 My  good  name?”  said  she,  quickly  and 
sharply.  4 4 1 pray  you,  sir,  have  heed  what 
you  say.” 

44  Have  heed  to  what  I have  to  tell  you, 
Judith,”  said  he,  sternly.  44  Ay,  and  take 
warning  by  it.  Think  you  that  I have 
pleasure  in  being  a bearer  of  evil  tidings?” 

44  But  what  now,  sir?  What  now?  Hea- 
ven’s mercy  on  us,  let  us  get  to  the  end  of 
the  dreadful  deeds  I have  done  l”  she  ex- 
claimed, with  some  anger  and  impatience. 

44 1 would  spare  you,  but  may  not,”  said 
he,  calmly.  “And  now,  what  if  I were 
to  tell  you  that  this  young  man  whom 
you  encouraged  into  secret  conversation 
— whose  manners  seemed  to  have  had  so 
much  charm  for  you — was  a rascal  thief 
and  villain?  How  would  your  pride  bear 
it  if  I told  you  that  he  had  cozened  you 
with  some  foolish  semblance  of  a wiz- 
ard?” 

44  Good  sir,  I know  it,”  she  retorted. 
44  He  himself  told  me  as  much.” 

44  Perchance.  Perchance  ^twas  part  of 
his  courteous  manners  to  tell  you  as 
much  1”  was  the  scornful  rejoinder.  44  But 
he  did  not  tell  you  all— he  did  not  tell  you 
that  he  had  copied  out  every  one  of  those 
sheets  of  your  father’s  writing;  that  he 
was  about  to  carry  that  stolen  copy  to 
London,  like  the  knave  and  thief  that  he 
was;  that  he  was  to  offer  it  for  money  to 
tfye  booksellers?  He  did  not  tell  you  that 
soon  your  father  and  his  associates  in  the 
theatre  would  be  astounded  by  learning 
that  a copy  of  the  new  play  had  been  ob- 
tained in  some  dark  fashion,  and  sold ; that 
it  was  out  of  their  power  to  recover  it ; that 
their  interests  would  be  seriously  affected 
by  this  vile  conspiracy ; or  that  they  would 
by -and -by  discover  that  this  purloined 
play,  which  was  like  to  cause  them  so 
much  grievous  loss  and  vexation  of  mind, 


had  been  obtained  here,  in  this  very  neigh- 
borhood, and  by  the  aid  of  no  other  than 
your  father’s  daughter.” 

44  Who — told — you — this?”  she  asked,  in 
a strange,  stunned  way : her  eyes  were  ter- 
ror-stricken, her  hands  all  trembling. 

“A  good  authority,”  said  he.  “Your 
father.  A letter  is  but  now  come  from 
London.” 

She  uttered  a low,  shuddering  cry;  it 
was  a moan  almost. 

“See  you  now,”  said  he  (for  he  knew 
that  all  her  bravery  was  struck  down,  and 
she  entirely  at  his  mercy),  “what  must 
ever  conie  of  your  willfulness  and  your 
scorn  of  those  who  would  aid  and  guide 
you?  Loving  counsel  and  protection  are 
offered  you — the  natural  shield  of  a wo- 
man; but  you  must  needs  go  your  own 
way  alone.  And  to  what  ends?  Think 
you  that  this  is  all  ? Not  so.  For  the  wo- 
man who  makes  to  herself  her  own  rule 
of  conduct  must  be  prepared  for  calumni- 
ous tongues.  And  bethink  you  what  your 
father  must  have  thought  of  you — the 
only  daughter  of  his  household  now — 
when  he  learned  the  story  of  this  young 
man  coming  into  Warwickshire,  and  be- 
fooling you  with  his  wizard’s  tricks,  and 
meeting  you  secretly,  and  cozening  you  of 
the  sheets  of  your  father’s  play.  These 
deeds  that  are  done  in  the  dark  soon  reach 
the  daylight ; and  can  you  wonder,  when 
your  father  found  your  name  abroad  in 
London — the  heroine  of  a common  jest, 
a by-word— that  his  vexation  and  anger 
should  overmaster  him?  What  marvel 
that  he  should  forthwith  send  to  Strat- 
ford demanding  to  know  what  further 
could  be  learned  of  the  matter,  perchance 
fondly  trusting — who  knows? — to  find 
that  rumor  had  lied?  But  there  is  no 
such  hope  for  him — nor  for  you.  What 
must  your  mother  say  in  reply?  What  ex- 
cuse can  she  offer  ? Or  how  make  repara- 
tion to  those  associates  of  your  father  who 
suffer  with  him  ? And  how  get  back  your 
good  name,  that  is  being  bandied  about 
the  town  as  the  heroine  of  a foolish  jest  ? 
Your  father  may  regain  possession  of  his 
property — I know  not  whether  that  be 
possible  or  no— but  can  he  withdraw  the 
name  of  his  daughter  from  the  ribald 
wit  of  the  taverns  ? And  I know  which 
he  valueth  the  more  highly,  if  his  own 
daughter  know  it  not.” 

He  had  struck  hard;  he  knew  not  how 
hard. 

“My  father  wrote  thus ?”  she  said ; and 
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her  head  was  bent,  and  her  hands  cover- 
ing her  face. 

4 4 1 read  the  letter  no  more  than  an  hour 
ago,”  said  he.  “Your  mother  and  sister 
would  have  me  come  over  to  see  whether 
such  a story  could  be  true ; but  Prudence 
had  already  admitted  as  much — ” 

44  And  my  father  is  angered,”  she  said, 
in  that  low  strange  voice. 

“Can  you  wonder  at  it?”  he  said. 

Again  there  came  an  almost  inarticulate 
moan,  like  that  of  an  animal  stricken  to 
death. 

As  for  him,  he  had  now  the  opportunity 
of  pouring  forth  the  discourse  to  her  that 
he  had  in  a measure  prepared  as  he  came 
along  the  highway.  He  knew  right  well 
that  she  would  be  sorely  wounded  by  this 
terrible  disclosure;  that  the  proud  spirit 
would  be  in  the  dust;  that  she  would  be 
in  a very  bewilderment  of  grief.  And  he 
thought  that  now  she  might  consent  to 
gentle  leading,  and  would  trust  herself  to 
the  only  one  (himself,  to  wit)  capable  of 
guiding  her  through  her  sorrows;  and  he 
had  many  texts  and  illustrations  apposite. 
She  heard  not  one  word.  She  was  as  mo- 
tionless as  one  dead ; and  the  vision  that 
rose  before  her  burning  brain  was  the  face 
of  her  father  as  she  had  seen  it — for  a mo- 
ment—in  the  garden  on  the  morning  of 
his  departure.  That  terrible  swift  look  of 
anger  toward  old  Matthew  she  had  never 
forgotten — the  sudden  lowering  of  the 
brows,  the  flash  in  the  eyes,  the  strange 
contraction  of  the  mouth;  and  that  was 
what  she  saw  now — that  was  how  he  was 
regarding  her;  and  that,  she  knew,  would 
be  the  look  that  would  meet  her  always 
and  always  as  she  lay  and  thought  of  him 
in  the  long  wakeful  nights.  She  could 
not  go  to  him.  London  was  far  away. 
She  could  not  go  to  him,  and  throw  her- 
self at  his  feet,  and  beg  and  pray  with  out- 
stretched and  trembling  hands  for  but  one 
word  of  pity.  The  good  parson  had  struck 
hard. 

And  yet  in  a kind  of  way  he  was  trying 
to  administer  consolation — at  all  events, 
counsel.  He  was  enlarging  on  the  effica- 
cy of  prayer.  And  he  said  that  if  the 
Canaanitish  woman  of  old  had  power  to 
intercede  for  her  daughter,  and  win  suc- 
cor for  her,  surely  that  would  not  be  de- 
nied to  such  a one  as  Judith’s  mother,  if 
she  sought  for  her  daughter  strength  and 
fortitude  in  trouble  where  alone  these 
could  be  found. 

4 4 The  Canaanitish  woman,”  said  he, 


44  had  but  the  one  saving  grace— but  that 
an  all-powerful  one — of  faith;  and  even 
when  the  disciples  would  have  her  sent 
away,  she  followed,  worshipping,  and  say- 
ing, 4 Lord,  help  me.’  And  the  Lord  him- 
self answered  and  said,  4 It  is  not  good  to 
take  the  children’s  bread,  and  to  cast  it  to 
whelps.’  But  she  said,  4 Truth,  Lord;  yet 
indeed  the  whelps  eat  of  the  crumbs  which 
fall  from  their  master’s  table.’  Then  our 
Lord  answered  and  said,  4 O woman,  great 
is  thy  faith : be  it  to  thee  as  thou  desirest.’ 
And  her  daughter  was  made  whole  at  that 
hour.” 

I Judith  started  up— she  had  not  heard  a 
single  word. 

“ I pray  you  pardon  me,  good  sir,”  she 
said — for  she  was  in  a half-frantic  state  of 
misery  and  despair — “my — my  grandmo- 
ther will  speak  with  you.  I — I pray  you 
pardon  me — ” 

She  got  up  into  her  own  little  chamber 
— she  scarce  knew  how.  She  sat  down 
on  the  bed.  There  were  no  tears  in  her 
eyes;  but  there  was  a terrible  weight  on 
her  chest  that  seemed  to  stifle  her,  aud 
she  wps  breathless,  and  could  not  think 
aright,  and  her  trembling  hands  were 
clinched.  Sometimes  she  wildly  thought 
she  wanted  Prudence  to  come  to  her,  and 
then  a kind  of  shudder  possessed  her,  and 
a wish  to  go  away — she  cared  not  where 
— and  be  seen  no  more.  That  crushing 
weight  increased,  choking  her;  she  could 
not  rest;  she  rose  and  went  quickly  down 
the  stair,  and  through  the  garden  into 
the  road. 

44  Judith,  wench!”  called  her  grandmo- 
ther, who  was  talking  to  the  parson. 

She  took  no  heed.  She  went  blindly 
on ; and  all  these  familiar  things  seemed 
so  different  now.  How  could  the  chil- 
dren laugh  so  ? She  got  into  the  Bidford 
road;  she  did  hot  turn  her  eyes  toward 
any  whom  she  met,  to  see  whether  she 
knew  them  or  no : there  was  enough  with- 
in her  own  brain  for  her  to  think  of.  She 
made  her  way  to  the  summit  of  Bardon 
Hill;  and  there  she  looked  over  the  wide 
landscape;  but  it  was  toward  London  that 
she  looked — and  with  a strange  aud  trem- 
bling fear.  And  then  she  seemed  anxious 
to  hide  away  from  being  seen,  and  went 
down  by  hedge-rows  and  field  paths;  and 
at  last  she  was  by  the  river.  She  regard- 
ed it,  flowing  so  stealthily  by,  in  the  sad 
and  monotonous  silence.  Here  was  an 
easy  means  of  slipping  away  from  all  this 
dread  thing  that  seemed  to  surround  her 
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and  overwhelm  her — to  glide  away  as 
noislessly  and  peacefully  as  the  river  it- 
self, to  any  unknown  shore,  she  cared  not 
what.  And  then  she  sat  down — still  look- 
ing vaguely  and  absently  at  the  water — 
and  began  to  think  of  all  that  had  hap- 
pened to  her  on  the  banks  of  this  stream ; 
and  she  looked  at  these  visionary  pictures 
and  at  herself  in  them  as  if  they  were 
apart  and  separated  from  her,  and  she 
never  to  be  like  that  again.  Was  it  pos- 
sible that  she  ever  could  have  been  so  care- 
less and  so  happy,  with  no  weight  at  all 
resting  on  her  heart,  but  singing  out  of 
mere  thoughtlessness,  and  teaching  Willie 
Hart  the  figures  of  dances,  herself  laugh- 
ing the  while?  It  seemed  a long  time 
ago  now;  and  that  he  was  cut  off  from 
her  too,  and  all  of  them,  and  that  there 
was  to  be  no  expiation  for  evermore  for 
this  that  she  had  done. 

How  long  she  sat  there  she  knew  not. 
Everything  was  a blank  to  her  but  this 
crushing  consciousness  that  what  had  hap- 
pened could  never  be  recalled;  that  her 
father  and  she  were  forever  separated  now 
— and  his  face  regarding  her  with  the  ter- 
rible look  she  had  seen  in  the  garden ; that 
all  the  happy  past  was  cut  away  from  her, 
and  she  an  outcast,  and  a by-word,  and  a 
disgrace  to  all  that  knew  her.  And  then 
she  thought,  in  the  very  weariness  of  her 
misery,  that  if  she  could  only  walk  away 
anywhere — anywhere  alone,  so  that  no 
one  should  meet  her  or  question  her — un- 
til she  was  broken  and  exhausted  with 
fatigue,  she  would  then  go  back  to  her 
own  small  room,  and  lie  down  on  the  bed, 
and  try  if  sleep  would  procure  some  brief 
spell  of  forgetfulness,  some  relief  from  her 
aching  head  and  far  heavier  heart.  But 
when  she  rose  she  found  that  she  was 
trembling  from  weakness;  and  a kind  of 
shiver  as  of  cold  went  through  her,  though 
the  autumn  day  was  warm  enough.  She 
walked  slowly,  and  almost  dragged  her- 
self, all  the  way  home.  Her  hand  shook 
so  that  she  could  scarce  undo  the  latch  of 
the  gate.  She  heard  her  grandmother  in 
the  inner  apartment;  but  she  managed  to 
creep  noiselessly  upstairs  into  her  own 
little  chamber;  and  there  she  sank  down 
on  the  bed,  and  lay  in  a kind  of  stupor, 
pressing  her  hands  on  her  throbbing  brow. 

It  was  some  two  hours  afterward  that 
her  grandmother,  who  did  not  know  that 
Judith  had  returned,  was  walking  along 
the  little  passage,  and  was  startled  by  hear- 
ing a low  moaning  above— a kind  of  dull 


cry  of  pain,  so  slight  that  she  had  to  listen 
again  ere  she  could  be  sure  that  it  was  not 
mere  fancy.  Instantly  she  went  up  the 
few  wooden  steps  and  opened  the  door. 
Judith  was  lying  on  the  bed,  with  all  her 
things  on,  just  as  she  had  seen  her  go  forth. 
And  then— perhaps  the  noise  of  the  open- 
ing of  the  door  had  wakened  her — she 
started  up,  and  looked  at  her  grandmother 
in  a wild  and  dazed  kind  of  way,  as  if  she 
had  just  shaken  off  some  terrible  dream. 

“ Oh,  grandmother,”  she  said,  springing 
to  her  and  clinging  to  her  like  a child, 
“it  is  not  true — it  is  not  true — it  can  not 
be  true  1” 

But  then  she  fell  to  crying — crying  as 
if  her  heart  would  break.  The  whole 
weight  of  her  misery  came  back  upon 
her;  and  the  hopelessness  of  it;  and  her 
despair. 

“Why,  good  lass,”  said  her  grandmo- 
ther, smoothing  the  sun-brown  hair  that 
was  buried  in  her  bosom,  and  trying  to 
calm  the  violence  of  the  girl’s  sobbing, 
“ thou  must  not  take  on  so.  Thy  father 
may  be  angered,  ’tis  true;  but  there  will 
come  brighter  days  for  thee.  Nay,  take 
not  on  so,  good  lass.” 

“ Oh,  grandmother,  you  can  not  under- 
stand,” she  said,  and  her  whole  frame  was 
shaken  with  her  sobs.  “You  cau  not 
understand.  Grandmother,  grandmother, 
there  was— there  was  but  the  one  rose — in 
my  garden — and  that  is  gone  now.” 


CHAPTER  XXX. 

IN  TIME  OF  NEED. 

Late  that  night,  in  the  apartment  be- 
low, Tom  Quiney  was  seated  by  the  big 
fire-place,  staring  moodily  into  the  chips 
and  logs  that  had  been  lit  there,  the  even- 
ings having  grown  somewhat  chill  now. 
There  was  a little  parcel  lying  unopened 
and  unheeded  on  the  table.  He  had  not 
had  patience  to  wait  for  the  fair  of  the 
morrow  ; he  had  ridden  all  the  way  to 
Warwick  to  purchase  something  worthy 
of  Judith's  acceptance ; and  he  had  come 
over  to  the  cottage  in  high  hopes  of  her 
being  still  in  that  kindly  mood  that  re- 
minded him  of  other  days.  Then  came 
the  good  dame's  story  of  what  had  befall- 
en, and  how  that  the  parson  had  been 
over,  bringing  with  him  these  terrible  ti- 
dings; and  how  that  since  then  Judith 
would  not  hear  of  any  one  being  sent  for, 
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and  would  take  no  food,  but  was  now  ly- 
ing there,  alone  in  the  dark,  moaning  to 
herself  at  times.  And  the  good  dame — 
as  this  tall  young  fellow  sat  there  listen- 
ing to  her,  with  his  fists  clinched,  and  the 
look  on  his  face  ever  growing  darker — 
went  on  to  express  her  fear  that  the  par- 
son had  been  over-hard  with  her  grand- 
child; that  probably  he  could  not  under- 
stand how  her  father  had  been  the  very 
idol  of  her  life-long  worship;  that  the  one 
thing  she  was  ever  thinking  of  was  how 
to  win  his  approval,  to  be  rewarded  by 
even  a nod  of  encouragement. 

“Nay,  I liked  not  the  manner  of  his 
speaking,  when  he  wur  come  to  me  in  the 
garden,”  the  old  dame  continued.  “I 
liked  it  not.  He  be  sharp  of  tongue,  the 
young  pahrson ; and  there  wur  too  much 
to  my  mind  of  discipline,  and  chastening 
of  proud  spirits,  and  the  like  o’  that.  To 
my  mind  he  have  not  years  enough  to  be 
placed  in  such  authority.” 

“The  Church  is  behind  him,”  said  this 
young  fellow,  almost  to  himself,  and  his 
eyes  were  burning  darkly  as  he  spoke.  “ I 
may  not  put  hand  on  him.  The  Church 
is  behind  him.  Marry,  ’tis  a goodly  shel- 
ter for  men  that  be  of  the  woman  kind.” 

Then  he  looked  up  quickly,  and  his 
words  were  savage. 

“What  think  you,  good  grandmother, 
were  one  to  seize  him  by  neck  and  heel 
and  break  his  back  on  the  rail  of  Clopton’s 
bridge  ? Were  it  not  well  done  ? — by  my 
life,  I think  it  were  well  done !” 

“Nay,  nay,  now,”  said  she,  quickly,  for 
she  was  somewhat  alarmed,  seeing  his  face 
set  hard  with  passion  and  his  eyes  afire. 
“I  would  have  no  brawling.  There  be 
plenty  of  harm  done  already.  Perchance 
the  good  pahrson  hath  not  spoken  so  harsh- 
ly after  all.  In  good  sooth,  now,  none  but 
her  own  people  can  understand  how  the 
wench  hath  ever  looked  up  to  her  father 
for  a word  or  a nod  commending  her, 
as  I say,  and  when  she  be  told  now  that 
she  hath  wrought  mischief,  and  caused 
herself  to  be  talked  about,  and  her  father 
vexed,  and  all  the  rest  of  the  tale,  why, ’tis 
like  to  drive  her  out  of  her  mind.  And 
now  this  be  all  her  cry — that  she  may  see 
no  one  of  her  people  any  more ; she  would 
bide  with  me  here.  4 Grandmother,  grand- 
mother,’ she  saith,  ‘ I will  bide  with  you, 
if  you  will  suffer  me.  I will  show  myself 
in  Stratford  no  more;  they  shall  have  no 
shame  through  me.’  Nay,  but  the  wench 
be  half  out  of  her  senses,  as  I think;  and 


saith  wild  things— that  she  would  go  and 
sell  herself  to  be  a slave  in  the  Indies, 
could  she  restore  the  money  to  her  father 
or  bring  him  back  this  that  he  hath  lost. 
’Tis  a terrible  plight  for  the  poor  wencb ; 
and  always  she  saith,  ‘Grandmother, 
grandmother,  let  me  bide  with  you  ; I 
will  never  go  back  to  New  Place;  grand- 
mother, I can  work  as  well  as  any,  and 
you  will  let  me  bide  with  you.’  Poor 
lass — poor  lass!” 

“But  how  came  the  parson  to  inter- 
fere ?”  Quiney  said,  hotly.  “ I’ll  be  sworn 
Judith’s  father  did  not  write  to  him.  How 
came  he  to  be  preaching  his  discipline  and 
chastisement?  How  came  he  to  be  in- 
trusted with  the  task  of  abusing  her  and 
crushing  the  too  proud  spirit  ? By  Hea- 
vens, now,  there  may  be  occasion  ere  long 
to  tame  some  one's  proud  spirit,  but  not 
the  spirit  of  a defenseless  yotmg  maid — 
marry,  that  is  work  fit  only  for  parsons. 
Man  to  man  is  the  better  way,  and  it  will 
come  ere  long.” 

“Nay,  softly,  softly,  good  Master  Qui- 
ney,” said  the  old  dame,  in  her  gentlest 
tones.  “Would  you  mar  all  the  good 
opinion  that  Judith  hath  of  you  ? Why, 
to-day,  now,  just  ere  the  pahrson  came,  I 
wur  in  the  garden,  putting  things  straight 
a bit,  and  as  she  came  through  she  says 
to  me,  quite  pleasant  like,  ‘I  have  just 
been  across  the  fields,  grandmother,  with 
Master  Quiney1 — or  Tom  Quiney,  as  she 
said,  being  friendly  and  pleasant  like  — 
4 and  I hear  less  now  of  his  quarrelling  and 
fighting  among  the  young  men;  and  his 
business  goeth  on  well;  and  to-morrow, 
grandmother,  he  is  going  to  buy  me  some- 
thing at  the  fair.’  ” 

“Said  she  all  that?”  he  asked,  quickly, 
and  with  a flush  of  color  rushing  to  his 
face. 

“Marry,  did  she;  and  looked  pleased; 
for  ’tis  a right  friendly  wench  and  good- 
natured  withal,”  the  old  dame  said,  glad 
to  see  that  these  words  had  for  the  mo- 
ment scattered  his  wrath  to  the  winds; 
and  she  went  on  for  some  little  time  talk- 
ing to  him  in  her  garrulous  easy  fashion 
about  Judith’s  frank  and  honest  qualities, 
and  her  good-hearted  ways,  and  the  pretty 
daintinesses  of  her  coaxing  when  she  was 
so  inclined.  It  was  a story  he  was  not 
loath  to  listen  to,  and  yet  it  seemed  so 
strange:  they  were  talking  of  her  almost 
as  of  one  passed  away— as  if  the  girl  ly- 
ing there  in  that  darkened  room,  instead 
of  torturing  her  brain  with  incessant  and 
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lightning-like  visions  of  all  the  harm  she 
had  caused  in  London,  were  now  far  re- 
moved from  all  such  troubles,  and  hushed 
in  the  calm  of  death. 

He.  went  to  the  table  and  opened  the 
box,  and  took  out  the  little  present  he  had 
brought  for  Judith.  It  was  a pair  of  lace 
cuffs,  with  a slender  silver  circle  at  the 
wrist;  the  lace  going  back  from  that  in  a 
succession  of  widening  leaves.  It  was 
not  only  a pretty  present;  it  was  also  (in 
proportion  to  his  means)  a costly  one,  as 
the  old  dames  sharp  eyes  instantly  saw. 

“I  think  she  would  have  been  pleased 
with  them,”  he  said,  absently. 

And  then  he  said, 

“ Good  grandmother,  it  were  of  no  use 
to  lay  them  near  her  in  the  morning — on 
a chair  or  at  the  window— that  perchance 
she  might  look  at  them  ?” 

“Nay,  nay,”  the  grandmother  said, 
shaking  her  head:  “ ’tis  no  child's  trouble 
that  hath  befallen  the  poor  wench,  that 
she  can  be  comforted  with  pretty  trifles.” 

“I  meant  not  that,”  said  he,  flushing 
somewhat  “ ’Tis  that  I would  have  her 
know  that — that  there  were  friends  think- 
ing of  her  all  the  same ; those  that  would 
rather  have  her  gladdened  and  tended  and 
made  much  of  rather  than — than — chid- 
den with  any  chastisement.” 

This  word  chastisement  seemed  to  recall 
his  anger. 

“ I say  that  Judith  hath  done  no  wrong 
at  all,”  he  said,  as  if  he  were  confronting 
some  one  not  there ; “and  that  I will  main- 
tain; and  let  no  man  in  my  hearing  say 
aught  else.  Why,  now,  the  story  as  you 
tell  it,  good  grandmother — ’tis  as  plain  as 
daylight — a child  can  see  it:  all  that  she 
did  was  done  to  magnify  her  father  and 
his  writing  ; and  if  the  villain  sold  the 
play,  or  let  it  slip  out  of  his  hands,  was 
that  her  doing?  Doubtless  it  is  a sore 
mischance;  but  I see  not  that  Judith  is  to 
be  blamed  for  it;  and  right  well  I know 
that  if  her  father  were  to  hear  how  she  is 
smitten  down  with  grief,  he  would  be  the 
first  to  say:  ‘Good  lass, there  is  no  such 
harm  done.  A greater  harm  would  be 
your  falling  sick ; get  you  up  and  out ; seek 
your  friends  again ; and  be  happy  as  you 
were  before.’  That  is  what  he  would  say, 
I will  take  my  oath  of  it;  and  if  the  par- 
son and  his  chastisements  wTere  to  come 
across  him,  by  my  life  I would  not  seek 
to  be  in  the  parson’s  shoes  1” 

“I  must  make  another  trial  with  the 
poor  wench,”  said  the  good  grandmother, 


rising,  “that  hath  eaten  nothing  all  the 
day.  In  truth,  her  only  cry  is  to  be  left 
alone  now,  and  that  hereafter  I am  to  let 
her  bide  with  me.  It  be  a poor  shelter,  I 
think,  for  one  used  to  live  in  a noble  house ; 
but  there  ’tis,  so  long  as  she  wisheth  it.” 

“Nay,  but  this  can  not  be  suffered  to  go 
on,  good  Mistress  Hathaway,”  said  he,  as 
he  rose  and  got  his  cap.  “For  if  Judith 
take  no  food,  and  will  see  no  one,  and  be 
alone  with  her  trouble,  of  a surety  she 
will  fall  ill.  Now  to-morrow  morning  I 
will  bring  Prudence  over.  If  any  can 
comfort  her,  Prudence  can ; and  that  she 
will  be  right  willing,  I know.  They  have 
been  as  sisters.” 

“That  be  well  thought  of, Master  Qui- 
ney,”  said  the  grandmother,  as  she  went 
to  the  door  with  him.  “ Take  care  o’  the 
ditch  the  other  side  of  the  way;  it  be  main 
dark  o’  nights  now.” 

“Good-night  to  you,  good  grandmo- 
ther,” said  he,  as  he  disappeared  in  the 
darkness. 

But  it  was  neither  back  home  nor  yet  to 
Stratford  town  that  Tom  Quiney  thought 
of  going  all  that  long  night.  He  felt  a 
kind  of  constraint  upon  him  (and  yet  a con- 
straint that  kept  his  heart  warm  with  a 
secret  satisfaction)  that  he  should  play  the 
part  of  watch-dog,  as  it  were— as  if  Judith 
were  sorely  ill,  or  in  danger,  or  in  need 
of  protection  somehow ; and  lie  kept  wan- 
dering about  in  the  dark,  never  at  any 
great  radius  from  the  cottage.  His  self- 
imposed  task  was  the  easier  now  that  as 
the  black  clouds  overhead  slowly  moved 
before  the  soft  westerly  wind,  gaps  were 
opened,  and  here  and  there  clusters  of 
stars  were  visible,  shedding  a faint  light 
down  on  the  sombre  roads  and  fields  and 
hedges.  Many  strange  fancies  occurred 
to  him  during  that  long  and  silent  night 
as  to  what  he  could  do,  or  would  like  to 
do,  for  Judith’s  sake.  Breaking  the  par- 
son’s neck  was  the  first  and  most  natural, 
and  the  most  easily  accomplished;  but 
fleeing  the  country,  which  he  knew  must 
follow,  did  not  seem  so  desirable  a thing. 
He  wanted  to  do  something — he  knew  not 
what.  He  wished  he  had  been  less  of  a 
companion  with  the  young  men,  and  less 
careful  to  show,  with  them,  that  Stratford 
town,  and  the  county  of  Warwick,  could 
hold  their  own  against  all  comers.  If  he 
had  been  more  considerate  and  gentle 
with  Judith,  perhaps  she  would  not  have 
sought  the  society  of  the  parson  ? He 
knew  he  had  not  the  art  of  winning  her 
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over,  like  the  parson.  He  could  not  speak 
so  plausibly.  Nor  had  he  the  authority 
of  the  Church  behind  him.  It  was  natu- 
ral for  women  to  think  much  of  that,  and 
to  be  glad  of  the  shelter  of  authority. 
Parsons  themselves  (he  considered)  were 
a kind  of  half-women,  being  in  women’s 
secrets,  and  entitled  to  speak  to  them  in 
ghostly  confidence.  But  if  Judith,  now — 
wanted  some  one  to  do  something  for  her, 
no  matter  what,  in  his  rough-and-ready 
way — well,  he  wondered  what  that  could 
be  that  he  would  refuse.  And  so  the  dark 
hours  went  by. 

With  the  gray  of  the  dawn  he  began  to 
cast  his  eyes  abroad,  as  if  to  see  if  any  one 
were  stirring,  or  approaching  the  cluster 
of  cottages  nestled  down  there  among  the 
trees.  The  daylight  widened  and  spread 
up  in  the  trembling  east;  the  fields  and 
the  woods  became  clear;  here  and  there 
a small  tuft  of  blue  smoke  began  to  arise 
from  a cottage  chimney.  And  now  he 
was  on  Bardon  Hill,  and  could  look  abroad 
over  the  wide  landscape  lying  between 
Shottery  and  Stratford  town ; and  if  any 
one — any  one  bringing  lowering  brows 
and  further  cruel  speech  to  a poor  maid 
already  stricken  down  and  defenseless — 
had  been  in  sight,  what  then?  Watch- 
fully and  slowly  he  went  down  from  the 
hill,  and  back  to  the  meadows  lying  be- 
tween the  hamlet  and  Stratford,  there  to 
interpose,  as  it  were,  and  question  all  com- 
ers. And  well  it  was,  for  the  sake  of  peace 
and  charity,  that  the  good  parson  did  not 
chance  to  be  early  abroad  on  this  still 
morning;  and  well  it  was  for  the  young 
man  himself.  There  was  no  wise-eyed 
Athene  to  descend  from  the  clouds  and 
bid  this  wrathful  Achilles  calm  his  heart. 
He  was  only  an  English  country  youth — 
though  sufficiently  Greek -like  in  form; 
and  he  was  hungry,  and  gray-faced  with 
his  vigil  of  the  night,  and  not  in  a placa- 
ble mood.  Nay,  when  a young  man  is 
possessed  with  the  consciousness  that  lie 
is  the  defender  of  some  one  behind  him 
— some  one  who  is  weak,  and  feminine, 
and  suffering — he  is  apt  to  prove  a dan- 
gerous antagonist ; and  it  was  well  for 
all  concerned  that  he  had  no  occasion  to 
pick  a quarrel  on  this  morning  in  these 
quiet  meadows.  In  truth,  he  might  have 
been  more  at  rest  had  he  known  that  the 
good  parson  was  in  no  hurry  to  follow  up 
his  monitions  of  the  previous  day;  he 
wished  these  to  sink  into  her  mind  and 
take  root  there,  so  that  thereafter  might 


spring  up  such  wholesome  fruits  as  re- 
pentance, and  humility,  and  the  desire  of 
godly  aid  and  counsel. 

By -and -by  he  slipped  away  home, 
plunged  his  head  into  cold  water  to  ban- 
ish the  dreams  of  the  night;  and  then, 
having  swallowed  a cup  of  milk  to  stay 
his  hunger,  he  went  along  to  Chapel  Street, 
to  see  if  he  could  have  speech  of  Prudence. 
He  found  that  not  only  were  all  of  the 
household  up  and  doing,  but  that  Prudence 
herself  was  ready  to  go  out,  being  bent  on 
one  of  her  charitable  errands.  And  it 
needed  but  a word  to  alter  the  direction 
of  her  kindness:  of  course  she  would  at 
once  go  to  see  Judith. 

“Truly  I had  fears  of  it,”  said  she,  as 
they  went  through  the  fields,  the  pale, 
calm  face  having  grown  more  and  more 
anxious  as  she  listened  to  all  that  he  had 
to  tell  her.  “ Her  father  was  as  the  light 
of  the  world  to  her.  With  the  others  of 
us  she  hath  ever  been  headstrong  in  a 
measure  and  careless— and  yet  so  lovable 
withal  and  merry  that  I for  one  could 
never  withstand  her:  nay,  I confess  I tried 
not  to  withstand  her,  for  never  knew  I of 
an  y willfulness  of  hers  springing  from  any- 
thing but  good-nature  and  her  kind  and 
generous  ways.  But  that  she  was  ever 
ready  to  brave  our  opinions  I know,  and 
perchance  make  light  of  our  anxieties,  we 
not  having  her  courage;  and  in  all  things 
she  seemed  to  be  a guide  unto  herself,  and 
to  walk  sure,  and  have  no  fear.  In  all 
things  but  one.  Indeed,  ’tis  true  what  her 
grandmother  told  you,  and  who  should 
know  better  than  I,  who  was  always  with 
her?  The  slightest  wish  of  her  fathers 
— that  was  law  to  her.  A word  of  com- 
mending from  him,  and  she  was  happy 
for  days.  And  think  what  this  must  be 
now — she  that  was  so  proud  of  his  ap- 
proval— that  scarce  thought  of  aught  else. 
Nay,  for  myself,  I can  see  that  they  have 
told  him  all  a wrong  story  in  London, 
that  know  I well ; and  ’tis  no  wonder  that 
he  is  vexed  and  angry;  but  Judith— poor 
Judith—” 

She  could  say  no  more  just  then;  she 
turned  aside  her  face  somewhat. 

“Do  you  know  what  she  said  to  her 
grandmother,  Prudence,  when  she  fell 
a-crying?— that  there  had  been  but  the  one 
rose  in  her  garden,  and  that  was  gone 
now.” 

“’Tis  what  Susan  used  to  sing,”  said 
Prudence,  with  rather  trembling  lips. 
“‘The  rose  is  from  my  garden  gone,’ 
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’twas  called.  Ay,  and  hath  she  that  on 
her  mind  now?  Truly  I wish  that  her 
mother  and  Susan  had  let  me  break  this 
news  to  her;  none  know  as  well  as  I what 
it  must  be  to  her.” 

And  here  Tom  Quiney  quickly  asked 
her  whether  it  was  not  clear  to  her  that 
the  parson  had  gone  beyond  his  mission 
altogether,  and  that  in  a way  that  would 
have  to  be  dealt  with  afterward,  when  all 
these  things  were  amended.  Prudence, 
with  some  faint  color  in  her  pale  face,  de- 
fended Master  Blaise  to  the  best  of  her 
power,  and  said  she  knew  he  could  not 
have  been  unduly  harsh ; nay,  had  she  not 
herself,  just  as  he  was  setting  forth,  be- 
sought him  to  be  kind  and  considerate 
with  Judith?  Hereupon  Quiney  rather 
brusquely  asked  what  the  good  man  could 
mean  by  phrases  about  discipline  and 
chastenings  and  chastisements ; to  which 
Prudence  answered  gently  that  these  were 
but  separate  words,  and  that  she  was  sure 
Master  Blaise  had  fulfilled  what  he  under- 
took in  a merciful  spirit,  which  was  his 
nature.  After  that  there  was  a kind  of 
silence  between  these  two;  perhaps  Qui- 
ney considered  that  no  good  end  could  be 
served  at  present  by  stating  his  own  ideas 
on  that  subject.  The  proper  time  would 
come  in  due  course. 

At  length  they  reached  the  cottage. 
But  here,  to  their  amazement,  and  to  the 
infinite  distress  of  Prudence,  when  Ju- 
dith’s grandmother  came  down  the  wood- 
en steps  again,  she  shook  her  head,  saying 
that  the  wench  would  see  no  one.  ' 

4 ‘ I thought  as  ’twould  be  so,”  she  said. 

“But  me,  good  grandmother! — me!” 
Prudence  cried,  with  tears  in  her  eyes. 
“ Surely  she  will  not  refuse  to  see  me !” 

“No  one,  she  saith,”  was  the  answer. 
“Poor  wench,  her  head  do  ache  so  bad! 
And  when  one  would  cheer  her  or  com- 
fort her  a morsel,  ’tis  another  fit  of  crying 
— that  will  wear  her  to  skin  and  bone,  if 
she  do  not  pluck  up  better  heart.  She 
hath  eaten  naught  this  morning  neither; 
’tis  for  no  willfulness,  poor  lass,  for  she 
tried  an  hour  ago ; and  now  ’tis  best,  as  I 
think,  to  leave  her  alone.” 

4 4 By  your  leave,  good  grandmother,” 
said  Prudence,  with  some  firmness,  “that 
will  I not.  If  Judith  be  in  such  trouble, 
’tis  not  likely  that  I should  go  away  and 
leave  her.  It  hath  never  been  the  custom 
between  us  two.” 

“As  you  will,  Prudence,”  the  grand- 
mother said.  “Young  hearts  have  their 


confidences  among  themselves.  Per- 
chance you  may  be  able  to  rouse  her.” 

Prudence  went  up  the  stairs  silently, 
and  opened  the  door.  Judith  was  lying 
on  the  bed,  her  face  turned  away  from 
the  light,  her  hands  clasped  over  her  fore- 
head. 

“Judith!” 

There  was  no  answer. 

“Judith,”  said  her  friend,  going  near, 
“ I am  come  to  see  you.” 

There  was  a kind  of  sob*— that  was  all. 

“Judith,  is  your  head  so  bad  ? Can  I 
do  nothing  for  you  ?” 

She  put  over  her  hand — the  soft  and 
cool  and  gentle  touch  of  which  had  com- 
forted many  a sick-bed — and  she  was  star- 
tled to  find  that  both  Judith’s  hands  and 
forehead  were  burning  hot. 

“No,  sweetheart,”  was  the  answer,  in  a 
low  and  broken  voice,  “you  can  do  no- 
thing for  me  now.” 

“Nay,  nay,  Judith,  take  heart,”  Pru- 
dence said,  and  she  gently  removed  the 
hot  fingers  from  the  burning  forehead, 
and  put  her  own  cooler  hand  there,  as  if 
to  dull  the  throbbing  of  the  pain.  “Sweet- 
heart, be  not  so  cast  down.  ’Twill  f>e  all 
put  right  in  good  time.” 

“Never — never,”  the  girl  said,  without 
tears,  but  with  an  abject  hopelessness  of 
tone.  4 4 It  can  never  be  undone  now.  He 
said  my  name  was  become  a mockery 
among  my  father’s  friends.  For  myself, 
I would  not  heed  that — nay,  they  might 
say  of  me  what  they  pleased;  but  that  my 
father  should  hear  of  it — a mockery  and 
scorn — and  they  think  I cared  so  little  for 
my  father  that  I was  ready  to  give  away 
his  papers  to  any  one  pretending  to  be  a 
sweetheart  and  befooling  me  and  my 
father  to  know  it  all,  and  to  hear  such 
things  said — no,  that  can  never  be  undone 
now.  I used  to  count  the  weeks  and  the 
days  and  the  very  hours  when  I knew  he 
was  coming  back ; that  was  the  joy  of  my 
life  to  me;  and  now  if  I were  to  know 
that  he  were  coming  near  to  Stratford  I 
should  fly,  and  hide  somewhere — any- 
where— in  the  river  as  lief  as  not.  Nay, 
I make  no  complaint.  ’Tis  my  own  do- 
ing, and  it  can  not  be  undone  now.” 

“Judith ! Judith ! you  break  my  heart !” 
her  friend  cried.  “Surely  to  all  troubles 
there  must  come  an  end.” 

“Yes,  yes,”  was  the  answer,  in  a low 
voice,  and  almost  as  if  she  were  speaking 
to  herself.  “That  is  right.  There  will 
come  an  end.  I would  it  were  here  now.” 
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All  Prudence's  talking  seemed  to  be  of 
no  avail.  She  reasoned  and  besought, 
oftentimes  with  tears  in  her  eyes;  but  Ju- 
dith remained  quite  listless  and  hopeless; 
she  seemed  to  be  in  a stunned  and  dazed 
condition  after  the  long  sleeplessness  of 
the  night,  and  Prudence  was  afraid  that 
further  entreaties  would  only  aggravate 
her  headache. 

“I  will  go  and  get  you  something  to 
eat  now,”  said  she.  44  Your  grandmother 
says  you  have  had  nothing  since  yester- 
day.” 

44Do  not  trouble;  ’tis  needless,  sweet- 
heart,” Judith  said.  And  then  she  added, 
with  a brief  shiver,  “But  if  you  could 
fetch  a thick  cloak,  dear  Prudence,  and 
throw  it*  over  me — surely  the  day  is  cold 
somewhat.” 

A few  minutes  after  (so  swift  and  eager 
was  everybody  in  the  house),  Judith  was 
warmly  w rapped  up;  and  by  the  side  of 
the  bed,  on  a chair,  was  some  food  the 
good  grandmother  had  been  keeping 
ready,  and  also  a flask  of  wine  that  Qui- 
ney  had  brought  with  him. 

“Look  you,  Judith,”  said  Prudence, 
44  here  is  some  wine  that  Thomas  Quiney 
hath  brought  for  you — ’tis  of  a rare  qual- 
ity, he  saith— and  you  must  take  a little — 
nay,  you  must  and  shall,  sweetheart;  and 
then  perchance  you  may  be  able  to  eat.” 

She  sipped  a little  of  the  wine— it  was 
but  to  show  her  gratitude  and  send  him 
her  thanks.  She  could  not  touch  the  food. 
She  seemed  mostly  anxious  for  rest  and 
quiet ; and  so  Prudence  noiselessly  left  her, 
and  stole  down  the  stair  again. 

Prudence  was  terribly  perplexed,  and 
in  a kind  of  despair  almost. 

4 4 1 know  not  what  to  do,”  she  said.  “ I 
would  bring  over  her  mother  and  Susan, 
but  that  she  begs  and  prays  me  not  to  do 
that — nay,  she  can  not  see  them,  she  says. 
And  there  is  no  reasoning  with  her.  4 It 
can  not  be  undone  now’ — that  is  her  con- 
stant cry.  What  to-do  I can  not  tell. 
For  surely,  if  she  remain  so,  and  take  no 
comfort,  she  will  fall  ill.” 

44  Ay,  and  if  that  be  so,  vrho  is  to  blame?” 
said  Quiney,  who  was  walking  up  and 
down  in  considerable  agitation.  “I  say 
that  letter  should  never  have  been  put 
into  the  parson’s  hands.  Was  it  meant 
to  be  conveyed  to  Judith?  I warrant  me 
it  was  not!  Did  her  father  say  that  he 
wished  her  chidden  ? did  he  ask  any  of 
you  to  bid  the  parson  go  to  her  with  his 
upbraidings?  would  he  himself  have  been 


so  quick  and  eager  to  chasten  her  proud 
spirit  ? I tell  you  no.  He  is  none  of  the 
parson  kind.  Vexed  he  might  have  been; 
but  he  would  have  taken  no  vengeance. 
What  ? — on  his  own  child  ? By  heavens. 
I’ll  be  sworn,  now,  that  if  he  were  here,  at 
this  minute,  he  would  take  the  girl  by  the 
hand,  and  laugh  at  her  for  being  so  afraid 
of  his  anger— ay,  I warrant  me  he  would 
— and  would  bid  her  be  of  good  cheer, 
and  brighten  her  face,  that  was  ever  the 
brightest  in  Warwickshire,  as  I have 
heard  him  say.  That  would  he — my  life 
on  it!” 

“Ah,”  said  Prudence,  wistfully,  “if 
you  could  only  persuade  Judith  of  that!” 

“Persuade  her?”  said  he.  44 Why,  I 
would  stake  my  life  that  is  what  her  fa- 
ther would  do !” 

“You  could  not  persuade  her,”  said 
Prudence,  with  a hopeless  air.  “No;  she 
thinks  it  is  all  over  now  between  her  fa- 
ther and  her.  She  is  disgraced  and  put 
away  from  him.  She  hath  done  him  such 
injury,  she  says,  as  even  his  enemies  have 
never  done.  When  he  comes  back  again, 
she  says,  to  Stratford,  she  will  be  here; 
and  she  knows  that  he  will  never  come 
near  this  house;  and  that  will  be  better 
for  her,  she  says,  for  she  could  never  again 
meet  him  face  to  face.” 

Well,  all  that  day  Judith  lay  there  in 
that  solitary  room,  desiring  only  to  be  left 
alone,  taking  no  food,  the  racking  pains 
in  her  head  returning  from  time  to  time; 
and  now  and  again  she  slavered  slightly 
as  if  from  cold.  Tom  Quiney  kept  coming 
and  going  to  hear  news  of  her,  or  to  con- 
sult with  Prudence  as  to  how  to  rouse  her 
from  this  hopelessness  of  grief ; and  as  the 
day  slowly  passed  he  grew  more  and  more 
disturbed  and  anxious  and  restless.  Could 
nothing  be  done  ? could  nothing  be  done  ? 
was  his  constant  cry. 

He  remained  late  that  evening,  and 
Prudence  staid  all  night  at  the  cottage. 
In  the  morning  he  was  over  again  early, 
and  more  distressed  than  ever  to  hear  that 
the  girl  was  wearing  herself  out  with  this 
agony  of  remorse — crying  stealthily  wThen 
that  she  thought  no  one  was  near,  and 
hiding  herself  away  from  the  light,  and 
refusing  to  be  comforted. 

But  during  the  long  and  silent  watches 
he  had  been  taking  counsel  with  himself. 

“Prudence,”  said  he,  regarding  her 
with  a curious  look,  44  do  you  think,  now, 
if  some  assurance  were  come  from  her  fa- 
ther himself — some  actual  message  from 
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him — a kindly  message— some  token  that 
he  was  far  indeed  from  casting  her  away 
from  him — think  you  Judith  would  be 
glad  to  have  that  ?” 

“’T  would  be  like  giving  her  life  back 
to  her,”  said  the  girl,  simply.  “ In  truth, 
I dread  what  may  come  of  this:  ’tis  not  in 
human  nature  to  withstand  such  misery 
of  mind.  My  poor  Judith,  that  was  ever 
so  careless  and  merry !” 

He  hesitated  for  a second  or  two,  and 
then  he  said,  looking  at  her,  and  speaking 
in  a cautious  kind  of  way: 

44  Because,  when  next  I have  need  to 
write  to  London,  I might  beg  of  some  one 
— my  brother  Dick,  perchance,  that  is  now 
in  Bucldersbury,  and  would  have  small 
trouble  in  doing  such  a service — I say  I 
might  beg  of  him  to  go  and  see  Judith's 
father,  and  tell  him  the  true  story,  and 
show  him  that  she  was  not  so  much  to 
blame.  Nay,  for  my  part,  I see  not  that 
she  was  to  blame  at  all,  but  for  overkind- 
ness and  confidence,  and  the  wish  to  exalt 
her  father.  The  mischief  that  hath  been 
wrought  is  the  doing  of  the  scoundrel  and 
villain,  on  whose  head  I trust  it  may  fall 
ere  long;  ’twas  none  of  hers.  And  if  her 
father  were  to  have  all  that  now  put  fair- 
ly and  straight  before  him,  think  you  he 
would  not  be  right  sorry  to  hear  that  she 
had  taken  his  anger  so  much  to  heart,  and 
was  lying  almost  as  one  dead  at  the  very 


thought  of  it  ? I tell  you,  now,  if  all  this 
be  put  before  him,  and  if  he  send  her  no 
comfortable  message — ay,  and  that  forth- 
with and  gladly— I have  far  misread  him. 
And  as  for  her,  Prudence,  ’twould  be  wel- 
come, say  you  ?” 

“’Twould  be  of  the  value  of  all  the 
world  to  her,”  Prudence  said,  in  her  direct 
and  earnest  way. 

Well,  he  almost  immediately  thereafter 
left  (seeing  that  he  could  be  of  no  further 
help  to  these  women  folk),  and  walked 
quickly  back  to  Stratford,  and  to  his 
house,  which  was  also  his  place  of  busi- 
ness. He  seemed  to  hurry  through  his 
affairs  with  speed;  then  he  went  upstairs 
and  looked  out  some  clothing;  he  took 
down  a pair  of  pistols  and  put  some  fresh 
powder  in  the  pans;  and  made  a few  other 
preparations.  Next  he  went  round  to  the 
stable,  and  the  stout  little  Galloway  nag 
whinnied  when  she  saw  him  at  the  door. 

“Well,  Maggie,  lass,”  said  he,  going 
into  the  stall,  and  patting  her  neck  and 
stroking  down  her  knees,  “what  sayst 
thou  ? Wouldst  like  a jaunt  that  would 
carry  thee  many  a mile  away  from  Strat- 
ford town  ? Nay,  but  if  you  knew  the  er- 
rand, I warrant  me  you  would  be  as  eager 
as  I ! What,  then— a bargain,  lass  ? By 
my  life,  you  shall  have  many  a long  day’s 
rest  in  clover  when  this  sharp  work  is 
done!” 
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IT  will  be  remembered  of  Lord  Beacons- 
fleld  that  he  never  lost  an  opportunity 
to  attack  philosophical  politics,  and  to  de- 
clare against  the  introduction  into  what 
he  called  the  practical  business  of  life  of 
the  highest  kind— namely,  politics— of 
“philosophical  ideas  instead  of  political 
principles.”  While  this  attitude  is  in 
some  respects  an  admirable  one,  and  while 
the  unpractical  side  of  philosophical  and 
professional  politics  is  apparent  to  all  men 
of  real  experience,  it  is  nevertheless  true 
that  so-called  statesmen  and  practical  pol- 
iticians themselves  prefer  vague  and  at- 
tractive theories  to  the  serious  discussion 
of  the  great  but  difficult  and  intricate 
questions  of  government.  This  is  the 
reason  why,  notwithstanding  the  fact  that 
it  is  in  national,  State,  and  municipal 
budgets  that  thoughtful  men  find  the  best 
index  to  our  political  condition,  the  poli- 
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ticians  and  great  body  of  voters  pass  care- 
lessly over  budgetary  problems.  As  set 
forth  in  figures  they  are  exactly,  al- 
though coldly  and  unattractively,  present- 
ed, and  demand  more  of  careful  and  intel- 
ligent study  than  the  politicians  and  the 
people  can  or  are  willing  to  give  them, 
so  long  as  passion,  prejudice,  tradition, 
and  selfishness  suggest  so  much  easier  and 
more  natural  ways  of  dealing  with  polit- 
ical questions.  We  see  our  budgets  care- 
lessly or  even  extravagantly  made  up,  we 
see  waste  or  theft  of  public  moneys,  we  see 
the  real  needs  of  the  community  neglect- 
ed, and  the  treasury  pillaged  for  the  main- 
tenance of  office-holders,  and  no  one  ever 
denies  even  for  a moment  the  necessity 
of  reforming  the  evils.  Nevertheless  no 
one  moves,  or  if  peril aps  something  for 
reform  is  really  undertaken,  half  measures 
only  are  applied.  The  community  is  con- 
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servative,  and  dislikes  to  interfere  radical- 
ly with  the  things  which  are  established, 
even  with  the  established  machinery  of 
admitted  fraud  or  wastefulness.  Investi- 
gations are  undertaken,  and  quashed  when 
they  begin  to  show  too  much.  The  press 
clamors  for  and  inquires  into  suspicious 
transactions,  but  the  politicians  defeat  the 
public  accountants,  and  the  people  stand 
neutral  as  between  the  parties.  We  read 
calmly  one  day  of  a defalcation  in  office, 
feel  a temporary  shame  or  chagrin  at  the 
thought  of  what  can  be  done  under  our 
very  eyes  by  way  of  well-planned  theft, 
hope  that  some  one — not  ourselves — will 
bring  the  wrong-doer  to  justice,  and  to- 
morrow forget  all  about  it,  and  have  not 
enough  public  spirit  to  attend  a meeting 
to  denounce  the  crime.  We  all  admit 
the  necessity  of  placing  some  check  upon 
municipal  expenditure,  of  devising  some 
fraud-proof  system  in  our  municipal  bu- 
reaus. Day  by  day  we  feel  an  increasing 
mistrust  of  our  public  officials,  and  still 
we  suffer  the  wrong,  and  refuse  to  take 
any  definite  steps  to  introduce  order  into 
our  municipal  system,  or  to  insist  on 
administrative  economy.  Why  such  is 
the  case  has  been  recently  pointed  out 
by  a French  author,  who  has  the  same 
things  to  complain  of  in  his  own  country. 
It  is  because,  as  he  says,  “besides  the 
financial  work  which  has  to  be  accom- 
plished—the  elements  of  which  leave  no 
room  for  uncertainty  and  doubt,  the  cal- 
culations lending  themselves  neither  to 
complaisancy  nor  to  delays — there  is,  as 
in  the  past,  political  work  to  be  pursued, 
passions  to  be  played  upon,  cupidity  to  be 
provided  for,  because  universal  suffrage, 
save  in  exceptional  circumstances,  does 
not  permit  itself  to  be  persuaded  by 
figures,  but  obeys  prejudices , and  the  ex- 
istence of  Deputies  depends  upon  this  suf- 
frage.” 

In  this  country  prejudice  and  tradition 
maintain  in  existence  two  great  political 
parties,  neither  of  which  is  willing  to  take 
a definite  stand  upon  either  side  of  any 
great  administrative  or  financial  question, 
and  this  notwithstanding  the  fact  that  no- 
where in  the  nation  are  we  confronted  by 
a single  question  which  is  political  as  con- 
tradistinguished from  economical,  for  our 
political  emancipation  was  won  long  ago, 
and  leaves  little  to  be  desired,  while  our 
economical  emancipation  has  yet  to  be 
achieved.  Worst  of  all,  theso  party  di- 
visions reach  down  even  to  the  ward3  of 


cities,  and  prevent  or  nullify  the  effects  of 
any  co-operation  among  citizens  as  such, 
acting  together  for  the  reduction  of  a local 
tax  rate.  The  public  book-keeping  at- 
tracts but  few,  and  those  few  go  to  the 
polls  on  election  day  and  vote  against 
each  other  because  some  twenty  years  ago 
there  werenational  issues  which  transcend- 
ed all  book-keeping.  The  people  are  like 
the  members  of  a great  stock  company 
who  own  a few  shares  each,  and  knowing 
that  any  loss  must  be  distributed  pro  rata% 
are  willing  to  remain  ignorant  of  the  com- 
pany's accounts,  and  trust  to  luck  and 
their  subordinates.  Our  municipalities 
are  such  joint-stock  companies,  and  are 
the  only  ones  which  our  business  men 
treat  in  this  way.  It  is  one  of  the  pecul- 
iarities of  our  form  of  government  in  cities 
that  those  who  should  be  and  ultimately 
are  most  interested  in  them  fail  in  the 
inclination  to  study  their  finances,  al- 
though they  have  to  meet  the  demands  of 
the  budgets,  and  although  the  budgets  are 
the  summary  of  the  conditions  and  possi- 
bilities of  municipal  life.  In  physics  we 
are  taught  the  laws  of  statics  before  we  take 
up  those  of  dynamics,  but  in  politics  this 
is  completely  reversed,  and  we  talk  con- 
tinually of  what  may  be  and  of  what 
should  be,  without  knowing  or  caring  to 
know  what  actually  is.  The  people  simul- 
taneously demand  small  tax  rates  and  a 
larger  expenditure  for  public  works,  or  an 
enlargement  of  the  functions  of  the  gov- 
ernment. To  again  quote  Lord  Beacons* 
field,  who  saw  this  very  clearly:  “ If  you 
establish  a democracy,  you  must  in  due 
season  reap  the  fruits  of  a democracy. 
You  will  in  due  season  have  great  impa- 
tience of  the  public  burdens,  combined  in 
due  season  with  great  increase  of  the  pub- 
lic expenditure.” 

This  is  certainly  true,  but,  from  one  mo- 
tive or  another,  the  people,  if  deeds  and 
not  words  be  taken  as  symptoms,  are  more 
patient  of  the  increase  of  public  expendi- 
ture than  they  are  impatient  of  the  public 
burden,  even  when  they  know  that  with 
the  public  moneys  the  politicians  are  doing 
those  things  which  they  ought  not  to  do, 
and  leaving  undone  those  things  which 
they  ought  to  do.  So  true  is  this  that  in 
some  pai*ts  of  the  country,  in  New  Jersey 
and  Maine,  the  people  have  permitted  the 
municipalities  to  bo  extravagant  to  the 
point  of  bankruptcy.  If  one  were  to  say 
that  the  remedy  for  such  a disease  of  the 
public  mind  is  tho  study  of  statistics,  he 

Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


Digitized  by 


Google 


MUNICIPAL  FINANCE. 


781 


might  be  roundly  laughed  at,  and  yet  he 
would  be  by  no  means  wide  of  the  mark. 
If  our  voters  would  devote  but  a little 
time  to  the  matter,  and  disregarding  alto- 
gether the  splendid  principles  or  the  ap- 
peals to  their  passions  and  prejudices 
which  are  the  basis  of  the  claims  of  polit- 
ical parties  to  their  consideration,  and 
having  familiarized  themselves  somewhat 
with  the  machinery  of  government  rather 
than  with  the  government  of  the  machine, 
study  the  budgets  themselves,  and  then 
judge  and  act  as  they  do  when  looking 
over  their  own  balance-sheets,  the  much- 
cried-for  reforms  would  not  be  so  slow  in 
coming.  Such  a study  of  the  figures  robs 
political  questions  of  their  personal,  tradi- 
tional, and  contingent  character,  shows 
the  real  tendency  of  affairs,  and  gives  the 
stamp  of  truth  or  of  falsehood  to  the 
promises  of  politicians,  whom  we  follow 
too  largely  for  what  they  say  rather  than 
for  what  they  do.  Furthermore,  it  goes 
without  saying  that  if  the  great  problems 
which  are  fraught  with  danger  for  our 
country  are  really  economical  and  admin- 
istrative, this  is  the  only  way  to  study 
them,  for  the  figures  are  not  apt  at  lying, 
which  is  more  than  can  be  said  for  the 
politicians,  who  distort  their  true  meaning 
when  they  notice  them  at  all.  The  ordi- 
nary occupation  of  the  politician  when 
he  is  not  in  office  is  trying  to  get  there, 
by  educating  his  constituents  into  the  be- 
lief that  if  they  will  only  prefer  him  to 
his  opponents  he  will  work  some  sort  of 
financial  miracle,  unless  he  can  appeal 
to  them  more  directly  by  a promise  of  di- 
vision of  the  spoils.  No  one  declares  so 
frequently  as  he  that  figures  are  no  par- 
tisans, and  then  proceeds  directly  to  make 
them  tell  the  most  outrageous  of  lies  in  his 
particular  interest. 

The  story  of  our  political  methods  for 
the  last  twenty-five  years  is  soonest  told 
by  the  immense  increase  in  our  municipal 
indebtedness.  This  phenomenon  of  debt 
growth  is,  however,  a universal  one,  and 
is  apparent  not  only  in  the  case  of  munici- 
palities, but  of  states  and  nations  as  well, 
and  goes  a long  way  toward  showing  that 
the  so-called  rudder  of  government  is, 
after  all,  just  what  Carlyle  described  it, 
namely,  “the  spigot  of  taxation,”  where- 
with, in  place  of  steering,  the  politicians 
may  “tap,  and  the  more  cunningly  the 
nearer  the  lees.”  While,  according  to 
Mulhall,  the  earnings  of  nations  rose  dur- 
ing the  ten  years  1870-1880  in  twice  the 


ratio  of  the  increase  of  population,  the 
ratio  of  increase  of  taxation  was  more 
than  twice,  and  the  ratio  of  increase  of 
public  indebtedness  more  than  four  times, 
that  of  the  ratio  of  increase  of  public 
wealth.  The  result  of  Mulhall’s  inquir- 
ies shows  that  the  percentage  of  increase 
during  those  years  was  as  follows: 


Population 

. . . 9.76  per  cent. 

Earnings  of  nations.. . , 

...19.84  “ 

Public  wealth 

...10.57  “ 

Taxes 

...22.34  “ 

Public  debt 

...43.39  “ 

If  these  figures  be  correct,  it  is  at  once  ap- 
parent that  throughout  the  civilized  world 
taxes  and  public  indebtedness  have  in- 
creased out  of  all  proportion  to  the  in- 
crease in  population,  the  earnings  of  na- 
tions, and  the  mass  of  wealth.  The  most 
noteworthy  feature  of  the  situation,  how- 
ever, is  this,  that  the  ratio  of  increase  of 
taxation  and  public  indebtedness  is  thus 
large  notwithstanding  the  fact  that  in  a 
majority  of  the  leading  states  of  the  world 
there  has  been  but  a proportionately  small 
increase,  and  in  some  an  actual  decrease,  of 
the  national  debt.  It  is  to  the  increase  in 
local  expenditure  that  the  very  enormous 
increase  of  43.39  per  cent,  in  public  debt 
is  due,  this  item  including  all  public  debts 
whatsoever.  The  figures  will  have  to  stand 
upon  the  authority  of  Mulhall,  but,  wheth- 
er absolutely  accurate  or  not,  that  they 
point  out  with  approximate  correctness 
the  tendency  of  the  times  can  be  shown 
by  even  a slight  study  of  the  facts. 

This  increase  of  municipal  expenditure 
and  debt  is  a fact  to  which  public  finan- 
ciers in  all  countries  have  long  been  call- 
ing attention.  M.  Leroy  Beaulieu,  one 
of  the  greatest  living  authorities,  has  not 
scrupled  to  say  that  “ there  is  scarcely  a 
country  in  the  civilized  world  where  the 
provinces,  and  particularly  the  cities,  have 
not  been  given  over  to  a lamentable  waste- 
fulness  of  the  public  funds.”  After  assert- 
ing that  the  experience  of  France  is  not 
unique  in  this  respect,  and  that  England, 
Italy,  the  United  States,  and  even  Bel- 
gium are  in  like  case,  he  goes  on  to  re- 
cite the  experience  of  his  own  country. 
The  details  will  not  interest  us,  but  it  is 
certainly  a startling  fact  that  the  local 
taxes  in  France  have  increased  almost  550 
per  cent,  since  the  beginning  of  the  cen- 
tury, and  increased  about  50  per  cent,  be- 
tween the  years  1864  and  1877.  In  Great 
Britain,  while  the  national  debt  fell  from 
798  millions  sterling  in  1870  to  774  mill- 
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ions  in  1880,  or  24  millions  in  ten  years,  the 
municipal  and  other  local  debts  rose  from 
84  to  140  millions  sterling  during  the  same 
period. 

According  to  Mr.  Robert  P.  Porter,  in 
his  volume  on  the  statistics  of  public  in- 
debtedness, etc.,  the  last  census  shows  that 
“the  minor  civil  divisions  of  the  United 
States  number  in  round  figures  about 
2400  counties;  311  cities  and  towns  with 
a population  of  7500  and  upward;  about 
8000  incorporated  cities,  villages,  and  oth- 
er small  places  with  a population  below 
7500;  about  12,000  townships  having  a 
financial  existence;  and  105,000  school 
districts  possessing  a debt- creating  pow- 
er.” A study  of  the  indebtedness  of  these 
localities  shows  that  while  since  1870  the 
indebtedness  of  the  national  government 
as  well  as  that  of  the  State  governments 
has  been  gradually  reduced,  the  debts  of 
the  localities  have  been  steadily  growing 
in  volume.  During  the  ten  years  from 
1870  to  1880  the  national  debt  fell  from 
$2,480,672,428  to  $2,120,415,371,  being  a 
decrease  of  $3G0,257,057,  or  14.5  per  cent. 
During  the  same  period  the  aggregate 
gross  debt  of  all  the  States  and  Territories 
was  reduced  from  $351,296,784  to  $260,179,- 
723,  or  25.9  per  cent.,  as  will  more  fully  ap- 
pear in  the  following  table,  which  also 
shows  the  amount  in  the  sinking  fund  for 
the  payment  of  the  State  debts,  and  the  net 
State  indebtedness  in  1880: 


1880. 


Population. 

Total  Municipal 
Debt  lit  above. 

Per 

Capita. 

United  States 

50,155,7S3 

$698,270,199 

$13,922  1 

New  England  .... 

Middle  States 

Southern  States  . . 
Western  States. . . 
Territories 

4,010,629 

11,756,053 

15,257,393 

18,524,989 

606,819 

125,937,193 

350,377,635 

71,064,858 

150,644,180 

246,333 

31.152  } 
29  804 
4.657 
8.131 
2.463 

Increase  from  1870  to  1880. 


Increase. 

Per  CVnt.  of 
Increase. 

Increase 
per  Capita. 

United  Slates 

$370,025,679 

112.7 

5.41 

New  England 

54,414,451 

76.07 

1U.G46 

Middle  States 

234, 861, SOS 

203.31 

18.071 

Southern  States*. .. 

Western  States  .... 

84,368,212 

127.298 

8 221 

Territories 

222,013 

912.S8 

1.942 

* Decrease  of  $3,840,800;  of  5.127  per  cent;  of  2.001 
per  capita. 


It  thus  appears  that  the  local  debt  has 
grown  from  $328,244,520  to  $698,270,199, 
the  increase  of  $370,025,679  showing  that 
it  has  somewhat  more  than  doubled  it- 
self in  the  decade.  The  actual  differ- 
ence, however,  is  somewhat  greater,  in- 
asmuch as  the  figures  for  1870  are  the 
gross,  while  those  for  1880  are  the  net  in- 
debtedness. 

The  diverging  tendencies  of  the  nation- 
al and  State  debts  on  the  one  hand,  and  of 
those  of  the  minor  political  divisions  on 
the  other,  will  be  disclosed  with  peculiar 
emphasis  if  we  stop  to  consider  the  propor- 
tion of  each  class  of  indebtedness  to  the 
total  public  debt  of  the  United  States  in 
each  of  the  two  years  1870  and  1880.  In 


State  Indebtedness. 


Total  Debt, 
1870. 

Total  Debt, 
1880. 

Decrease. 

Per  Ceu  t.  ot 
Decrease. 

Sinking  Fund, 
1SS0. 

Net  Debt,  | 
1880.  * 1 

United  States. . . 

$351,296,784 

*260,179,723 

¥91,117.081 

23.9 

¥25,743,482 

¥234,438.201  j 

New  England. . . 
Middle  States. . . 
Southern  States. 
Western  States  . 
Territories 

60,348,550 

79,834,481 

174,4S6,407 

46,013,358 

*613,988 

49,950,920 

44,604,511 

125,728,155 

39,707,953 

188,178 

397,024 

35,229,970 

48,758,252 

6,305,405 

425,810 

0.8 

44.1 

27.9 

13.7 

69.3 

14,743,414 

7,029,401 

1,924,920 

2,036,697 

9,000 

35,207,482  1 
37,575,1 10  i 
123.803,235 
87,871,256  . 
179,178  > 

* Exclusive  of  Colorado. 


While  this  marked  reduction  has  been 
going  on  in  State  and  national  indebted- 
ness, the  debt  of  the  municipalities  shows 
more  than  a proportionate  increase,  as 
shown  in  the  following  tables: 


Municipal  Debt,  including  Township  and  School 
District. 

1870. 


Population. 

Total  Municipal 
Debt  as  above. 

Por 

Capita. 

United  States 

New  En "land 

1 Middle  Srutcs  .... 
Southern  Stun* . . 
Western  States'. . . 
Territories 

38,558,371 

$328,244,520 

$8.5129  j 

3,487,924 

9,848,415 

11,250,411 

13,700,455 

1 271.166 

71,522,742 

115,515,832 

74,905,658 

66,275,96S 

2-1,320 

20.506 

11.733 

C.65S 

4.91 

0.521 

1870  the  total  public  debt  was $3, 349, 349,  ISC. 
made  up  as  follows: 

National $2,480,672,428 

State 352,866,698 

County 187,565,540 

City  and  town 328.244,520 

$3,349,349, 186 

Of  this  total  gross  indebtedness  the  na- 
tional debt  was  accordingly  about  74  per 
cent.,  the  State  debt  10.5  per  cent.,  the 
county  debt  5.8  per  cent.,  and  the  muni- 
cipal debt  9.7  per  cent.  Deducting  the  na- 
tional debt  from  this  total  of  over  3349  mill- 
ions, we  have  for  the  total  gross  indebt- 
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edness  of  the  United  States  in  1870,  other 
than  that  incurred  by  the  general  govern- 
ment, $868,676,758,  of  which  40.62  per  cent, 
was  State  debt,  21.59  per  cent,  county  debt, 
and  37.79  per  cent,  city  and  town  debt. 

In  1880,  the  total  indebtedness  of  the 
United  States,  for  all  purposes , was 
$2,998,756,441,  distributed  as  follows:  na- 
tional, $1,942,172,295;  State,  $234,436,261; 
county,  $123,877,686 ; city  and  town, 
$698,270,199. 

This  shows  a decrease  of  $350,592,745 
over  1870,  allowance  to  be  made  for  the  fact 
that  the  aggregate  of  indebtedness  here 
given  is  net.  It  will  be  seen,  therefore, 
that  the  net  debt  of  the  general  govern- 
ment was  only  66.7  per  cent,  of  the  total 
net  indebtedness  in  1880,  as  against  about 
74  per  cent,  in  1870;  the  State  indebted- 
ness 7.8  per  cent,  in  1880,  as  against  10.5 
per  cent,  in  1870;  the  county  indebtedness 
4.4  per  cent,  in  1880,  as  against  5.8  per 
cent,  in  1870;  and  the  municipal  indebted- 
ness 23.2  per  cent,  of  the  total  indebted- 
ness of  the  county  in  1880,  as  against  9.7 
per  cent,  in  1870. 

The  total  net  indebtedness  of  the  United 
States  in  1880,  after  deducting  the  nation- 
al debt , was  $1,056,584,146 — an  increase 
of  $187,907,388,  or  22  per  cent.  Of  this 
sum  the  State  debt  was  22.2  per  cent.,  as 
against  40.6  per  cent,  in  1870,  showing 
a decrease  of  18.4  per  cent. ; the  county 
debt  11.7  per  cent.,  as  against  21.5  per 
cent,  in  1870,  showing  a decrease  of  9.9 
per  cent. ; and  the  municipal  debt  66  per 
cent.,  as  against  37.7  per  cent.,  showing 
an  increase  of  28.3  per  cent,  over  1870. 

We  then  have  the  following  result : that 
while  national,  State,  and  county  indebt- 
edness was  steadily  decreasing  from  1870 
to  1880,  the  municipal  debt  was  more  than 
doubled,  and  is  now  23.2  per  cent,  of 
the  total  indebtedness  of  the  country,  as 
against  9.7  per  cent,  in  1870;  and  66  per 
cent,  of  the  aggregate  of  State,  county,  and 
municipal  indebtedness,  as  against  37.7 
per  cent,  in  1870.  It  is  more  than  three 
times  as  large  as  the  State  debt,  and  more 
than  five  and  a half  times  as  large  as  the 
combined  county,  township,  and  school 
district  indebtedness  of  the  entire  country. 

I have  reproduced  a diagram  from  the 
report,  already  referred  to,  in  the  last 
census,  showing  the  relative  total  nation- 
al, State,  and  municipal  indebtedness  of 
the  United  States  for  1880,  and  have 
drawn  another  upon  the  same  scale  for 
1870,  for  purposes  of  comparison,  which 


will  show  the  facts  more  graphically  than 
the  simple  figures  can  do: 

Public  Indebtedness  or  the  United  States 
in  1880. 


Total  Debt  of  all  Classes,  2998  millions. 


National  Debt,  1942  millions. 


Manicipal  Debt,  in- 
cluding Township  and 
School  District, 

698  millions. 


County  Debt,  123  millions.' 


State  Dcbt,2S4  millions. 


Public  Indebtedness  of  the  United  States 
in  1870. 


Total  Debt  of  all  Classes,  3849  millions. 


National  Debt,  2480  millions. 

Municipal,  828  millions. 

County,  187  millions. 

State,  352  millions. 

While  as  a matter  of  course  the  heaviest 
aggregate  municipal  indebtedness  is  to  be 
found  in  the  great  cities,  the  most  burden- 
some debt  is  found  in  the  smaller  ones. 
Taking  the  figures  from  the  census  of  1880, 
I find  the  following  to  be  the  ten  most 
heavily  burdened  cities  in  the  Union: 


Cities* 

Population. 

Debt  per  1 
Capita.  I 

Hath,  Maine 

7,«74 

$216  69  ; 

Elizabeth,  New  Jersey  .... 

28  229 

195  28 

Brookline,  Massachusetts. . 

8,057 

164  99 

Bangor,  Maine 

16,856 

157  87 

Memphis,  Tennessee 

83,592 

135  58 

Rockland,  Maine 

7,599 

129  88 

Portland,  Maine 

33,810 

127  84 

District  of  Columbia 

177,624 

127  66 

Jersey  City,  New  Jersey. . . 

120,722 

127  45 

Middletown,  Connecticut. . . 

11,732 

119  97 
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This  table  will  show  the  extent  to  which 
official  extravagance  has  gone  in  localities. 
In  addition,  however,  to  this  table  show- 
ing the  debt  per  capita  of  population,  it 
will  be  well  to  study  another,  in  which  we 
can  see  the  absolute  debt  of  our  ten  largest 
cities : 


the  plan  for  laying  out  the  said  city  into 
streets,  avenues,  and  public  squares,  to 
raise  upon  its  bonds  the  sum  of  $900,000 
as  a permanent  arrangement  of  the 
finances  of  the  city”  The  population  of 
the  city  was  still  less  than  100,000,  and 
the  thrifty  legislators  of  those  days  could 


Cities. 

New  York 

Philadelphia 

Brooklyn 

Chicago 

Boston 

St.  Louis 

Baltimore 

Cincinnati 

San  Francisco 

New  Orleans 


Population, 

1870. 

Population, 

1880. 

Debt,  1880. 

Debt  per 
Capita,  188ft, 

042,292 

1,206,299 

$109,425,414 

|90 

71 

674,022 

847,170 

54,223,844 

64 

01 

39C,099 

566,663 

38,040,000 

67 

13 

298,977 

603,185 

12,794,271 

25 

43 

250,526 

362,839 

28,244,018 

77 

84 

310,864 

350,518 

22,847,761 

65 

18 

267,354 

332,313 

854,466 

2 

57 

216,289 

255,139 

21,992,500 

86 

20 

149,473 

233,959 

3,059,285 

13 

08 

191,418 

2J  6,090 

17,736,509 

82 

08 

It  is  in  such  cases  as  those  shown  in  the 
two  foregoing  tables  that  extravagance 
and  misgovernment  have  resulted  in  bur- 
dening our  cities  with  debts  larger  in  pro- 
portion to  their  population  than  can  be 
found  in  any  other  country  in  the  world. 
But  in  the  matter  of  details  we  may  go  a 
step  further,  and  study  the  debt  of  New 
York  city,  which  may  be  taken  as  a type, 
in  respect  both  of  its  alarming  increase 
during  the  last  twenty  years,  and  of  its 
absolute  magnitude. 

The  history  of  the  permanent  debt  of 
New  York  city  begins  with  the  passage  on 
the  12th  of  June,  1812,  of  an  act  of  the 
Legislature  authorizing  the  city,  to  enable 
it  to  meet  the  “great  expenses  incurred  in 
the  erection  of  buildings  and  wharves,  and 
for  the  purpose  of  carrying  into  operation 


scarcely  even  in  their  dreams  have  looked 
forward  to  the  time  when,  within  little 
more  than  half  a century,  the  population 
should  have  increased  more  than  twelve- 
fold, and  the  debt  more  than  one  hundred 
and  twelvefold.  This  loan  of  1812  was 
followed  in  1820  by  one  of  $400,000,  and 
in  1825  by  another  of  $700,000,  the  larger 
part  of  the  earlier  debt  having  been  mean- 
while extinguished.  In  1830  the  debt  was 
still  below  a million  dollars,  as  it  contin- 
ued to  be  till  1835.  By  1840,  however, 
the  Croton  water  having  been  meanwhile 
introduced,  the  debt  had  risen  to  over 
10  millions,  which  was  about  4.25  per 
cent,  of  the  assessed  value  of  property 
within  the  city  for  that  year,  as  against 
only  0.62  the  ratio  of  debt  to  valuation 
in  1830. 


Statement  showing  the  Debt  or  the  City  and  County  or  New  York  other  than  Revenue  Bonds,  with 
the  Valuation  op  Taxable  Property  of  the  same,  from  1860  to  1881,  inclusive. 


Year. 

Gross  Debt. 

Xet  Debt 

Increase. 

Decrease. 

Ratio. 

Valuation  of  Tax- 
able Property. 

Ratio  of 
Xet  Debt 
to  Val- 
uation. 

Bonds  of  T 
Annexed  Ter-  ] 
rilory  added  l 
to  Debt  j 

1860 

$22,264,044  00 

$18,194,349  45 

$678,681.706  97 

8.1563 

j 

1861 

25.268,944  00 

20,141,543  00 

$1,947,193  55 

.... 

10.7000 

681,579,971  00 

34638 

1862 

28,068,042  00 

21,357.541  00 

1,216,998  00 

6.0372 

517,655,045  00 

4.1258 

1863 

34,170.342  00 

26.438,841  00 

5,081,800  00 

28.7916 

594,196,698  00 

44387 

1864 

41.880.924  50 

33.441.723  50 

7,002,882  50 

.... 

26.4871 

634,615,890  00 

6.2006 

....  | 

1865 

43.366.624  50 

33,848,523  50 

406,800  00 

1.2167 

608,827,855  00 

5.5596 

I 

1866 

44,196,776  50 

83,569.189  50 

$279,884  00 

0.8253 

736,989.908  00 

4.5549 

.... 

1867 

46,577.474  45 

32.978.231  50 

600,968  00 

1.7604 

880,594,713  00 

8.9704 

1868 

48.982.730  80 

82,869.258  50 

.... 

108,973  00 

0.8304 

907,815,529  00 

36207 



I860 

63.627,452  22 

45,548,039  92 

12,678,781  42 

.... 

88  5788 

965,326,614  00 

4.7184 

1870 

79.528.246  51 

61,840,783  50 

10,292,743  58 

.... 

35.7704 

1.047.888.449  00 

5.9043 

1871 

102,182,608  51 

82,513.845  50 

20.673.062  00 

33.4295 

1,076,253805  00 

7.6667 

! [[[[  1 

18 72 

110.701,032  27 

88,592.967  25 

6.079,121  75 

.... 

7.8674 

1,104,098,087  00 

30240 

.... 

1873 

121.419,592  02 

96,646,045  22 

8,058,077  97 

.... 

9.0900 

1,129,291.023  00 

35581 

1 

1874 

140.351,057  24 

113,785,279  24 

17,089,234  02 

.... 

17.6824 

1,154,029,176  00 

9.8555 

$1.353500  00> 

1875 

141.580.203  54 

113,953,852  15 

218,572  91 

0.1912 

1,100,943,699  00 

10.3506 

1,201.100  00 

1876 

148,123,213  28 

114,944,110  51 

990,258  86 

0.8690 

1,111,054,848  00 

10.3455 

1,120  50000 

1877 

148.885,138  15 

112,755,125  61 

«... 

2,188,984  00 

1.9043 

1,101,092,09300 

10.2408 

1,065.50000 

1878 

140,645,815  82  1 

109.371,674  50 

8,888,451  11 

8.0008 

1,098,887,775  00 

99575 

1,033500  09 

1879 

137,406,433  66 

104,795,883  59 

.... 

4,575,790  91 

4.1887 

1,094,069,885  00 

9.5785 

999.00009 

1880 

134.488.519  87 

101.591,455  42 

,,,, 

8,204.428  17 

30749 

1,148.765,727  09 

38081 

958.500  00 

1881 

134,400,507  07 

98,768,705  00 

2,822,750  42 

2.7808 

1,185,948,098  96 

38288 

915,50006 
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In  1850  the  debt  had  risen  to  12  mill- 
ions and  upward,  and  in  1860  to  a little  less 
than  19  millions,  the  ratio  of  debt  to  valu- 
ation in  the  two  years  being  respectively 
4.26  per  cent,  and  3.21  per  cent.  It  rose 
steadily  until  1877,  when  it  was  about 
10.25  per  cent,  of  the  assessed  valuation  of 
all  property,  real  and  personal,  within  the 
city.  It  then  began  to  decline,  and  is  now 
about  8 per  cent,  of  the  assessed  valuation. 
The  table  at  the  foot  of  the  preceding  page, 
carefully  compiled  from  official  docu- 
ments, will  show  its  history  since  1860. 

This  table  suggests  some  comparisons 
which  will  show  how  great  the  indebted- 
ness of  New  York  city  really  is.  For  the 
purpose  of  making  these  comparisons  we 
will  confine  ourselves  to  the  year  1880. 
In  that  year  the  net  debt  of  the  city  will 
be  seen  to  have  been  $101,591,455,  or  more 
than  one-nineteenth  of  the  entire  national 
debt,  which  was  then  $1,942,172,295.  The 
last  census  shows  the  net  indebtedness  of 
all  municipalities  in  the  United  States  to 
have  been  as  follows:  of  cities,  towns,  etc., 
of  over  7500  population,  $593,344,418;  of 
cities,  towns,  etc.,  of  less  than  7500  pop- 
ulation, $55,817,126,  making  a total  of 
$649,161,544,  of  which  total  we  see  at  a 
glance  that  the  debt  of  New  York  city 
alone  was  nearly  one-sixth.  The  census 
shows  that  the  indebtedness  of  cities  of  over 
7300  population,  aggregating  $593,344,418, 
was  divided  as  follows  in  1880: 


All  of  the  Southern  States $64,912,431 

All  of  the  Western  States 111,484,430 

All  of  the  New  England  States 99,181,223 

AH  of  the  Middle  States 317,699,334 

All  of  the  Territories 67,000 


Looking  at  these  figures,  it  will  be  readily 
seen  that  in  1880  the  indebtedness  of  New 
York  city  was  larger  than  that  of  all  of  the 
cities  of  over  7500  population  in  all  of 
the  Southern  States,  than  that  of  all  those 
of  New  England,  nearly  as  large  as  that 
of  all  the  Western  cities  together,  and 
about  one-third  of  that  of  all  of  the  cities 
of  the  Middle  States.  It  was  larger  by 
nearly  eight  millions  of  dollars  than  the 
debt  of  all  of  the  cities  of  Alabama,  Ar- 
kansas, California,  Colorado,  Delaware, 
Florida,  Georgia,  Indiana,  Iowa,  Kansas, 
Kentucky,  Maryland,  Michigan,  Minne- 
sota, Mississippi,  Missouri,  Nebraska,  Ne- 
vada, New  Hampshire,  North  Carolina, 
Oregon,  Rhode  Island,  South  Carolina, 
Tennessee,  Texas,  Utah,  Vermont,  Vir- 
ginia, West  Virginia,  and  Wisconsin, 
which  aggregate  but  $93,693,000. 


In  1880  the  gross  State  indebtedness 
of  all  the  States  in  the  Union  was  $260,- 
179,723,  which  was  about  twice  as  much 
as  the  gross  debt  of  New  York  city,  and 
not  three  times  as  much  as  its  net  debt. 
In  1880  and  1881  the  tax  budgets  of  all 
the  States  together,  for  State  purposes,  ag- 
gregated only  $61,921,144,  while  that  of 
New  York  city  alone  was  $30,259,202. 
The  tax  rate  for  State  purposes  in  1881 
varied  from  10  cents  on  $100  in  Tennessee 
to  25  cents  in  New  York,  and  70  cents 
in  Florida,  while  the  municipal  rate  in 
New  York  city  was  $2  62.  In  1882  the 
city  debt  of  New  York  city  was  more  than 
ten  times  as  large  as  the  State  debt,  which 
was  but  $9,109,054.  all  of  which  was  canal 
debt  but  about  $122,694,  and  on  account 
of  which  there  was  $2,422,981  in  the  sink- 
ing fund.  In  1882  the  State  raised  by 
taxation  only  $6,820,022  29,  as  against 
about  28  millions  raised  by  the  city  for  the 
same  time.  The  total  ordinary  expenses 
of  the  national  government  for  the  year 
1881,  including  over  50  millions  for  pen- 
sions, 82  millions  for  interest  on  the  pub- 
lic debt,  55  millions  for  the  army  and 
navy,  41  millions  for  public  buildings, 
light-houses,  collecting  the  revenue,  etc., 
and  17  millions  for  civil  expenses,  was 
$260,712,887,  or  a little  more  than  eight 
times  the  expenditure  of  New  York  city 
for  the  same  year.  Of  the  $30,259,205 
raised  by  taxation  in  New  York  city  for 
1881,  $13,176,102  were  required  for  the 
payment  of  State  taxes  and  the  interest  and 
redemption  of  the  city  debt,  leaving  $17,- 
183,103  for  administration.  For  the  same 
year  the  amount  expended  by  the  national 
government  for  Congress,  the  Executive, 
the  judiciary,  the  government  of  the  Ter- 
ritories, the  sub-treasuries,  public  land  of- 
fices, inspection  of  steam  vessels,  and  the 
Mint  and  assay  offices,  was  but  $17,941,- 
177,  and  of  which  amount  $6,878,442  was 
charged  against  the  Executive  alone.  Our 
city  debt  is  now  larger  than  that  of  the  na- 
tion was  at  any  time  from  1791  to  1815.  In 
1816  the  national  debt  was  only  127  mill- 
ions, and  had  fallen  by  1819  to  95  mill- 
ions, from  which  time  it  gradually  de- 
clined until  it  was  extinguished  in  1836. 
It  was  not  until  the  outbreak  of  the  war 
in  1861  that  it  rose  to  anywhere  near  the 
proportions  of  the  present  city  debt  of 
New  York,  and  in  that  year  it  was  only 
$90,580,873. 

. To  those  who  have  never  stopped  to  se- 
riously consider  the  financial  situation  of 
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the  city  of  New  York  the  foregoing  fig- 
ures will  show  to  what  a pass  it  has  act- 
ually come.  Looked  at  by  the  light  of 
these  comparisons,  we  realize  how  truly 
enormous  the  indebtedness  and  annual 
taxation  of  the  city  are.  How  it  came  to  be 
what  it  is,  is  matter  of  history,  the  story  of 
official  frauds,  of  decrease  of  public  spirit, 
and  of  increased  neglect  on  the  part  of 
the  citizens,  far  more  than  of  the  increased 
needs  for  municipal  expenditure.  It  may 
be  interesting,  however,  to  see  just  where 
the  increase  has  taken  place,  and  we  are 
enabled  to  do  this  through  a “compara- 
tive statement  of  expenses  of  the  corpora- 
tion in  1860  and  1880,”  which  is  given  in 
the  report  of  the  Comptroller  of  August  1, 
1881,  and  which  is  as  follows: 


the  taxable  valuation  of  property  about 
100  per  cent,  greater,  ....  the  annual  ex- 
penses, as  shown  in  the  above  table,  have 
increased  about  145  per  cent.” 

It  is  unnecessary  to  go  more  fully  into 
detail.  The  figures  speak  plainly  enough, 
and  demand  such  attention  as  they  have 
never  yet  recei ved.  The  financial  problem 
in  our  States  and  in  the  nation  is  a com- 
paratively simple  oue;  not  so  in  the  mu- 
nicipalities, much  less  so  in  the  city  of 
New  York.  The  people  of  the  metrop- 
olis are  the  most  expensively  governed 
in  the  world,  and  yet  year  after  year  they 
pay  their  millions  and  do  nothing  to 
cure  the  evil.  They  elect  their  city  offi- 
cials at  the  same  time  as  State  and  na- 
tional ones,  and  they  vote  for  them  all 


State  Taxes 

For  expenses  of  city  and  county  government,  viz. : 

Interest  on  the  city  debt,  including  amount  paid  from  Sinking  Fund 

Redemption  of  city  debt* 

The  Common  Council  (and  Board  of  Supervisors,  1860) 

The  Mayoralty 

Department  of  Finance 

Law  Department 

Department  of  Public  Works 

(This  department  was  created  in  1870.  Tho  expenses  of  I860  are  those  of  the 
Street  Department,  the  Croton  Aqueduct  Department,  and  for  building  and 
repairs  of  docks.) 

Department  of  Docks 

Department  of  Public  Parks 

Department  of  Buildings  (including  amount  under  Fire  Department) 

Department  of  Public  Charities  and  Correction 

Health  Department 

Police  Department 

Cleaning  streets 

Fire  Department 

Board  of  Education 

College  of  the  City  of  New  York 

Department  of  Taxes  and  Assessments 

The  Judiciary 

Advertising,  printing,  stationery,  and  blank  books 

Asylums,  reformatories,  and  charitable  institutions 

Election  expenses 

Judgments  and  claims * 

New  York  and  Brooklyn  Bridge 

Street  openings 

Miscellaneous  purposes 

Totals 


Expenses  in 

Expenses  in 

1860. 

18X0. 

$1,311,889  44 

$3,371,332  91 

1,860.718  04 

9.056.588  46 

71.657  86 

281.610  57 

181,878  03 

122.7 12  « 

28,198  59 

39.701  61 

181,689  50 

262,127  99 

45,574  40 

160.186  51 

3,420,456  58 

3,306.546  11 

689,889  48 

908*661  17 

694.409  67 

55.392  78 

746*199  00 

1,818,793  03 

163,180  06 

256425  83 

1,898.132  64 

3,277.009  *) 

325,871  87 

800.708  01 

152,780  11 

1.373.7a  08 

1,278.781  00 

8.422.307  71 

.... 

138,905  81 

58.515  80 

107,781  33 

823.185  56 

1,291,771  81 

163.473  81 

106,352  67 

110.257  89 

1,844,916  35 

148.913  64 

177.469  31 

80,548  70 

533.299  48 

.... 

421.90000 

786,811  59 

82,626  50 

508, 371  30 

707.136  48 

$13,702,990  28 

1^3,51 2,  05 

* Amount  raised  by  tax.  exclusive  of  the  amount  paid  from  l‘tho  Sinking  Fund  for  the  Redemption  of  the  City  Debt,” 
and  also  exclusive  of  amount  of  bonds  refunded. 


The  Comptroller,  after  giving  this  table, 
states  that  since  1860  there  have  been  radi- 
cal changes  in  the  organization  of  several 
city  departments;  that  the  Fire  Depart- 
ment and  Dock  Department  did  not  then 
exist;  and  that  the  present  Public  Works 
Department  embraces  what  was  then  the 
Street  and  Croton  Aqueduct  departments. 
He  makes  a long  explanation  of  the  dif- 
ferences between  the  two  years— an  expla- 
nation too  long  for  repetition  here,  and 
which,  although  it  is  comparatively  thor- 
ough, leaves  the  fact  remaining  that  while 
“the  population  of  the  city  in  1880  was 
about  50  per  cent,  more  than  in  1860,  and 


alike  from  the  same  principle,  namely, 
political  partisanship,  the  dividing  lines 
of  which  spring  out  of  national  tradition 
instead  of  national  or  local  needs.  They 
consent  year  after  year  to  surrender  their 
rights  to  party  machines,  and  to  be  gov- 
erned from  their  State  Capitol  rather  than 
at  home.  They  devote  themsel  ves  to  mon- 
ey-getting, and  lose  all  sense  of  civic  pride, 
while  the  hungry  professionals  in  politics 
are  making  their  municipal  budgets  and 
confiscating  their  property.  Occasionally 
they  strive  to  mend  matters  by  revolution, 
and  then  fall  back  into  their  old  ways.  Once 
in  a great  while  they  ask  the  Legislature 
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plaintively  for  springelections,  and  the  con- 
stitutional right  to  local  self-government, 
then  tire  out  and  relapse  into  their  care- 
less ways.  But  the  politician  never  tires. 
It  remains  to  be  seen  whether  a remedy 
can  be  effected  before  the  evil  of  misgov- 
ern men  t aud  official  wrong-doing  assumes 
such  proportions  that  one  after  another 
our  municipalities,  and  particularly  the 
city  of  New  York,  are  driven  by  the  suc- 
cession of  frauds,  extravagances,  and 
thefts  into  a political  revolution,  which 
shall  at  last  compel  the  States  to  give  con- 
stitutional home  rule  to  the  cities,  and  the 
Legislatures  to  frame  charters  upon  busi- 
ness- and  statesman-like  principles.  The 
relief  can  never  come  through  professori- 
al or  professional  politicians,  but  through 
the  well-directed  and  untiring  business- 
like action  of  business  men.  Carlyle  truly 
divined  our  case.  As  the  matter  stands 


to-day,  the  rudder  of  government  is  but 
the  spigot  of  taxation. 

“In  1790,”  say  the  officers  of  the  last 
census,  “one-thirtieth  of  the  population 
of  the  United  States  lived  in  cities  of  8000 
inhabitants  and  over;  in  1800,  one  twenty- 
fifth  ; in  1810,  and  also  in  1820,  one-twen- 
tieth; in  1830,  one-sixteenth;  in  1840,  one- 
twelfth;  in  1850,  one-eighth;  in  1860,  one- 
sixth;  and  in  1870,  a little  over  one-fifth.” 
The  ratio  is  now  nearly  one-quarter.  This 
unparalleled  growth  of  cities,  and  the 
startlingly  disproportionate  increase  in 
the  cost  of  governing  them,  sufficiently 
show  where  the  really  troublesome  ques- 
tions of  government  are  to  arise  in  the 
future,  and  that  any  sacrifice  of  municipal 
interests  to  national  or  State  politics  will 
strengthen. the  hands  of  professional  poli- 
ticians, and  increase  the  burden  of  the  peo- 
ple where  that  burden  is  already  heaviest. 


A GATHERER  OF  SIMPLES. 


A DAMP  air  was  blowing  up,  and  the 
frogs  were  beginning  to  peep.  The 
sun  was  setting  in  a low  red  sky.  On  both 
sides  of  the  road  were  rich  green  mead- 
ows intersected  by  little  canal-like  brooks. 
Beyond  the  meadows  on  the  west  was 
a distant  stretch  of  pine  woods,  that 
showed  dark  against  the  clear  sky.  Au- 
relia Flower  was  going  along  the  road 
toward  her  home,  with  a great  sheaf  of 
leaves  aud  flowers  in  her  arms.  There 
were  the  rosy  spikes  of  hardhack;  the 
great  white  corymbs  of  thorough  wort,  and 
the  long  blue  racemes  of  lobelia.  Then 
there  were  great  bunches  of  the  odorous 
tansy  and  pennyroyal  in  with  the  rest. 

Aurelia  was  a tall,  strongly  built  wo- 
man; she  was  not  much  over  thirty,  but 
she  looked  older.  Her  complexion  had  a 
hard  red  tinge  from  exposure  to  sun  and 
wind,  and  showed  seams  as  unreserved- 
ly as  granite.  Her  face  was  thin,  and  her 
cheek-bones  high.  She  had  a profusion 
of  auburn  hair,  showing  in  a loose  slip- 
ping coil  beneath  her  limp  black  straw 
hat.  Her  dress,  as  a matter  of  fashion, 
was  execrable;  in  point  of  harmony  with 
her  immediate  surroundings,  very  well, 
though  she  had  not  thought  of  it  in  that 
way.  There  was  a green  under  skirt,  and  a 
brown  over-skirt  and  basque  of  an  obso- 
lete cut.  She  had  worn  it  for  a good 
many  years  just  so,  and  never  thought  of 


altering  it.  It  did  not  seem  to  occur  to 
her  that  though  her  name  was  Flower, 
she  was  not  really  a flower  in  regard  to 
apparel,  and  had  not  its  right  of  un- 
changeableness in  the  spring.  When  the 
trees  hung  out  their  catkins,  she  flaunted 
her  poor  old  greens  and  browns  under 
them,  rejoicing,  and  never  dreamed  but 
what  they  looked  all  right.  As  far  as 
dress  went,  Aurelia  was  a happy  woman. 
She  went  along  the  road  to-night  at  a good 
pace,  her  armful  of  leaves  and  blossoms 
nodding;  her  spare  muscular  limbs  bore 
her  along  easily.  She  had  been  over  a 
good  many  miles  since  noon,  but  she 
never  thought  of  being  tired. 

Presently  she  came  in  sight  of  her 
home,  a square  unpainted  building,  black 
with  age.  It  stood  back  a little  from  the 
road  on  a gentle  slope.  There  were  three 
great  maple-trees  in  front  of  the  house; 
their  branches  rustled  against  the  roof.  On 
the  left  was  a small  garden ; some  tall  poles 
thickly  twined  with  hops  were  prominent 
in  it. 

Aurelia  went  round  to  the  side  door  of 
the  house  with  her  armful  of  green  things. 
The  door  opened  directly  into  the  great 
kitchen.  One  on  entering  would  have 
started  back  as  one  would  on  seeing  urn 
expected  company  in  a room.  The  walls 
were  as  green  as  a lady's  bower  with 
bunches  and  festoons  of  all  sorts  of  New 
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England  herbs.  There  they  hung,  their 
brave  blossoms  turning  gray  and  black, 
giving  out  strange  half-pleasant,  half-dis- 
gusting  odors.  Aurelia  took  them  in 
like  her  native  air.  “It’s  good  to  get 
home,”  murmured  she  to  herself,  for  there 
was  no  one  else:  she  lived  alone. 

She  took  off  her  hat  and  disposed  of 
her  burden ; then  she  got  herself  some  sup- 
per. She  did  not  build  a fire  in  the  cook- 
ing stove,  for  she  never  drank  tea  in  warm 
weather.  Instead,  she  had  a tumbler  of 
root-beer  which  she  had  made  herself. 
She  set  it  out  on  one  end  of  her  kitchen 
table  with  a slice  of  coarse  bread  and  a 
saucer  of  cold  beans.  She  sat  down  to  it 
and  ate  with  a good  appetite.  She  looked 
better  with  her  hat  off.  Her  forehead 
was  an  important  part  of  her  face;  it  was 
white  and  womanly,  and  her  reddish  hair 
lay  round  it  in  pretty  curves ; then  her 
brown  eyes,  under  very  strongly  arched 
brows,  showed  to  better  advantage.  Tak- 
en by  herself,  and  not  compared  with  other 
women,  Aurelia  was  not  so  bad-looking; 
but  she  never  was  taken  by  herself  in  that 
way,  and  nobody  had  ever  given  her  any 
credit  for  comeliness.  It  would  have 
been  like  looking  at  a jack-in-the-pulpit 
and  losing  all  the  impression  that  had 
ever  been  made  on  one  by  roses  and 
hyacinths,  and  seeing  absolutely  nothing 
else  but  that  one  flower’s  fine  green  and 
brown  lines : it  is  doubtful  if  it  could  be 
done. 

She  had  finished  her  supper,  and  was 
sorting  her  fresh  herbs,  when  the  door 
opened  and  a woman  walked  in.  She  had 
no  bonnet  on  her  head:  she  was  a neigh- 
bor, and  this  was  an  unceremonious  little 
country  place. 

44  Good  evenin’,  ’Relia,”  said  she.  There 
was  an  important  look  on  her  plain  face, 
as  if  there  was  more  to  follow. 

“Good-evenin’,  Mis’ Atwood.  Take  a 
chair.” 

44  Been  herbin’  again  ?” 

44  Yes ; I went  out  a little  while  this  aft- 
ernoon.” 

4 4 Where’d  you  go? — up  on  Green  Mount- 
ain ?” 

“No;  I went  over  to  White’s  Woods. 
There  were  some  kinds  there  I wanted.” 

44  You  don’t  say  so ! That’s  a matter  of 
six  miles,  ain’t  it  ? Ain’t  you  tired  ?” 

44 Lor’,  no,”  said  Aurelia.  “I  reckon 
I’m  pretty  strong,  or  mebbe  the  6mell  of 
the  herbs  keeps  me  up;”  and  she  laughed. 

So  did  the  other.  44  Sure  enough — well, 


mebbe  it  does.  I never  thought  of  that. 
But  it  seems  like  a pretty  long  tramp  to 
me,  though  my  bein’  so  fleshy  may  make 
a difference.  I could  have  walked  it  eas- 
ier once.” 

“I  shouldn’t  wonder  if  it  did  make  a 
difference.  I ’ain’t  got  much  flesh  to  car- 
ry round  to  tire  me  out.” 

“You’re  always  pretty  well,  too,  ain’t 
you,  ’Relia?” 

44  Lor’,  yes;  I never  knew  what  ’twas  to 
be  sick.  How’s  your  folks,  Mis’  Atwood  ? 
Is  Viny  any  better  than  she  was  ?” 

“I  don’t  know  as  she  is,  much.  She 
feels  pretty  poorly  most  of  the  time.  I 
guess  I’ll  hev  you  fix  some  more  of  that 
root-beer  for  her.  I thought  that  seemed 
to  ’liven  her  up  a little.” 

44  I've  got  a jug  of  it  all  made,  down  cel- 
lar, and  you  can  take  it  when  you  go  home, 
if  you  want  to.” 

“So  I will,  if  you’ve  got  it.  I was  in 
hopes  you  might  hev  it.” 

The  important  look  had  not  vanished 
from  Mrs.  Atwood's  face,  but  she  was  not 
the  woman  to  tell  important  news  in  a 
hurry,  and  have  the  gusto  of  it  so  soon 
over.  She  was  one  of  the  natures  who 
always  dispose  of  bread  before  pie.  Now 
she  came  to  it,  however. 

“I  heard  some  news  to-night,  ’Relia,” 
said  she. 

Aurelia  picked  out  another  spray  of 
hardhack.  44  What  was  it  ?” 

“Thomas  Rankin's  dead.” 

Aurelia  clutched  the  hardhack  mechan- 
ically. 44  You  don’t  mean  it,  Mis’  At- 
wood ! When  did  he  die  ? I hadn’t  heard 
he  wras  sick.” 

44  He  wasn’t,  long.  Had  a kind  of  a fit 
this  noon,  and  died  right  off.  The  doctor — 
they  sent  for  Dr.  Smith  from  Alden — call- 
ed it  sun-stroke.  You  know  ’twas  awful 
hot,  and  he’d  been  out  in  the  field  to  work 
all  the  mornin’.  I think  ’twas  heart  trou- 
ble; it's  in  the  Rankin  family;  his  father 
died  of  it.  Doctors  don't  know  every- 
thing.” 

“Well,  it's  a dreadful  thing,”  said  Au- 
relia. “ I can’t  realize  it.  There  he’s  left 
four  little  children,  and  it  ain’t  more'n  a 
year  since  Mis’  Rankin  died.  It  ain't  a 
year,  is  it?” 

“It  ain’t  a year  into  a month  and  six- 
teen days,”  said  Mrs.  Atwood,  solemnly. 
“ Viny  and  I was  countin’  of  it  up  just  be- 
fore I come  in  here.” 

44  Well,  I guess  ’tisn’t,  come  to  think  of 
it.  I couldn’t  have  told  exactly.  The 
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oldest  of  those  children  ain’t  more  than 
eight,  is  she  ?” 

“ Ethelind  is  eight,  coming  next  month : 
Viny  and  I was  reckinin’  it  up.  Then 
Edith  is  six,  and  Isadore  is  five,  and  Myr- 
tie  ain’t  but  two,  poor  little  thing.” 

44  What  do  you  s’pose  will  be  done  with 
’em  ?” 

4 4 1 don’t  know.  Viny  an’  me  was  talk- 
ing of  it  over,  and  got  it  settled  that  her 
sister,  Mis’  Loomis,  over  to  Alden,  would 
hev  to  hev  ’em.  It  ’ll  be  considerable  for 
her,  too,  for  she’s  got  two  of  her  own, 
and  I don’t  s’pose  Sam  Loomis  has  got 
much.  But  I don’t  see  what  else  can  be 
done.  Of  course  strangers  ain’t  goin’  to 
take  children  when  there  is  folks.” 

44  Wouldn’t  his  mother  take  ’em  ?” 

44  What,  old -lady  Sears?  Lor’,  no. 
You  know  she  was  dreadful  put  out  ’bout 
Thomas  marryin’  where  he  did,  and  de- 
clared he  shouldn’t  hev  a cent  of  her 
money.  It  was  all  her  second  husband’s, 
anyway.  John  Rankin  wasn’t  worth 
anything.  She  won’t  do  anything  for 
’em.  She’s  livin’  in  great  style  down 
near  the  city,  they  say.  Got  a nice  house, 
and  keeps  help.  She  might  hev  ’em  jest 
as  well  as  not,  but  she  won’t.  She’s  a 
hard  woman  to  get  along  with,  anyhow. 
She  nagged  both  her  husbands  to  death, 
an’  Thomas  never  had  no  peace  at  home. 
Guess  that  was  one  reason  why  he  was  in 
such  a hurry  to  get  married.  Mis’  Rankin 
was  a good-tempered  soul,  if  she  wasn’t 
quite  so  drivin’  as  some.” 

44 1 do  feel  dreadfully  to  think  of  those 
children,”  said  Aurelia. 

4 4 ’Tis  hard ; but  we  must  try  an’  believe 
it  will  be  ruled  for  the  best.  I s’pose  I 
must  go,  for  I left  Viny  all  alone.” 

44  Well,  if  you  must,  I’ll  get  that  root- 
beer  for  you,  Mis’  Atwood.  I shall  keep 
thinking  ’bout  those  children  all  night.” 

A week  or  two  after  that,  Mrs.  Atwood 
had  some  more  news ; but  she  didn’t  go  to 
Aurelia  with  it,  for  Aurelia  was  the  very 
sub-essence  of  it  herself.  She  unfolded  it 
gingerly  to  her  daughter  Lavinia— a pale, 
peaked  young  woman,  who  looked  as  if  it 
would  take  more  than  Aurelia's  root-beer 
to  make  her  robust.  Aurelia  had  taken 
the  youngest  Rankin  child  for  her  own, 
and  Mrs.  Atwood  had  just  heard  of  it. 
“It’s  true,”  said  she;  44 1 see  her  with  it 
myself.  Old-lady  Sears  never  so  much 
as  sent  a letter,  let  alone  not  coming  to 
the  funeral,  and  Mis’  Loomis  was  glad 
enough  to  get  rid  of  it.” 


Viny  drank  in  the  story  as  if  it  had 
been  so  much  nourishing  jelly.  Her  too 
narrow  life  was  killing  her  as  much  as 
anything  else. 

Meanwhile  Aurelia  had  the  child,  and 
was  actively  happy,  for  the  first  time  in 
her  life,  to  her  own  naive  astonishment, 
for  she  had  never  known  that  she  was  not 
so  before.  She  had  naturally  strong  af- 
fections, of  an  outward  rather  than  an  in- 
ward tendency.  She  was  capable  of  much 
enjoyment  from  pure  living,  but  she  had 
never  had  anything  to  be  so  very  fond  of. 
She  could  only  remember  her  father  as  a 
gloomy,  hard-working  man,  who  never 
noticed  her  much.  He  had  a melancholy 
temperament,  which  resulted  in  a tragic- 
al end  when  Aurelia  was  a mere  child. 
When  she  thought  of  him,  the  same  hor- 
ror which  she  had  when  they  brought  him 
home  from  the  river  crept  over  her  now. 
They  had  never  known  certainly  just  how 
Martin  Flower  had  come  to  die;  but  folks 
never  spoke  of  him  to  Aurelia  and  her 
mother,  and  the  two  never  talked  of  him 
together.  They  knew  that  everybody 
said  Martin  Flower  had  drowned  himself; 
they  felt  shame  and  a Puritan  shrinking 
from  the  sin. 

Aurelia’s  mother  had  been  a hard,  si- 
lent woman  before;  she  grew  more  hard 
and  silent  afterward.  She  worked  hard, 
and  taught  Aurelia  to.  Their  work  was 
peculiar;  they  hardly  knew  themselves 
how  they  had  happened  to  drift  into  it ; it 
had  seemed  to  creep  in  with  other  work, 
till  finally  it  usurped  it  altogether.  At 
first,  after  her  husband's  death,  Mrs.  Flow- 
er had  tried  millinery:  she  had  learned 
the  trade  in  her  youth.  But  she  made  no 
headway  then  in  sewing  rose-buds  and 
dainty  bows  on  to  bonnets;  it  did  not  suit 
with  tragedy.  The  bonnets  seemed  infect- 
ed with  her  own  mood ; the  bows  lay  flat 
with  stern  resolve,  and  the  rose-buds  stood 
up  fiercely ; she  did  not  please  her  custom- 
ers, even  among  those  uncritical  country 
folk,  and  they  dropped  off.  She  had  al- 
ways made  excellent  root-beer,  and  had 
had  quite  a reputation  iti  the  neighborhood 
for  it.  How  it  happened  she  could  not 
tell,  but  she  found  herself  selling  it;  then 
she  made  hop  yeast,  and  sold  that.  Then 
she  was  a woman  of  a fertile  brain,  and 
another  project  suggested  itself  to  her. 

She  and  Aurelia  ransacked  the  woods 
thereabouts  for  medicinal  herbs,  and  dis- 
posed of  them  to  druggists  in  a neighbor- 
ing town.  They  had  a garden  of  some 
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sorts  too — the  different  mints,  thyme,  lav- 
ender, coriander,  rosemary,  and  others. 
It  was  an  unusual  business  for  two  wo- 
men to  engage  in,  but  it  increased,  and 
they  prospered,  according  to  their  small 
ideas.  But  Mrs.  Flower  grew  more  and 
more  bitter  with  success.  What  regrets 
and  longing  that  her  husband  could  have 
lived  and  shared  it,  and  been  spared  his 
final  agony,  she  had  in  her  heart,  nobody 
but  the  poor  woman  herself  knew;  she 
never  spoke  of  them.  She  died  when  Au- 
relia was  twenty,  and  a woman  far  beyond 
her  years.  She  mourned  for  her  mother, 
but  although  she  never  knew  it,  her  warm- 
est love  had  not  been  called  out.  It  had 
been  hardly  possible.  Mrs.  Flower  had 
not  been  a lovable  mother ; she  had  rare- 
ly spoken  to  Aurelia  but  with  cold  cen- 
sure for  the  last  few  years.  People  whis- 
pered that  it  was  a happy  release  for  the 
poor  girl  when  her  mother  died ; they  had 
begun  to  think  she  was  growing  like  her 
husband,  and  perhaps  was  not  “just 
right.” 

Aurelia  went  on  with  the  business  with 
calm  equanimity,  and  made  even  profits 
every  year.  They  were  small,  but  more 
than  enough  for  her  to  live  on,  and  she 
paid  the  last  dollar  of  the  mortgage  which 
had  so  fretted  her  father,  and  owned  the 
old  house  clear.  She  led  a peaceful,  in- 
nocent life,  with  her  green  herbs  for  com- 
panions; she  associated  little  with  the 
people  around,  except  in  a business  way. 
They  came  to  see  her,  but  she  rarely 
entered  their  houses.  Every  room  in 
her  house  was  festooned  with  herbs;  she 
knew  every  kind  that  grew  iu  the  New 
England  woods,  and  hunted  them  out  in 
their  season  and  brought  them  home;  she 
was  a simple,  sweet  soul,  with  none  of  the 
morbid  melancholy  of  her  parents  about 
her.  She  loved  her  work,  and  the  green- 
wood things  were  to  her  as  friends,  and 
the  healing  qualities  of  sarsaparilla  and 
thorough  wort,  and  the  sweetness  of  thyme 
and  lavender,  seemed  to  have  entered  into 
her  nature,  till  she  almost  could  talk  with 
them  in  that  way.  She  had  never  thought 
of  being  unhappy ; but  now  she  wondered 
at  hersel  f over  this  child.  It  was  a darling 
of  a child;  as  dainty  and  winsome  a girl 
baby  as  ever  was.  Her  poor  young  mo- 
ther had  had  a fondness  for  romantic 
names,  which  she  had  bestowed,  as  the 
only  heritage  within  her  power,  on  all  her 
children.  This  one  was  Myrtilla — Myr- 
tie  for  short.  The  little  thing  clung  to 


Aurelia  from  the  first,  and  Aurelia  found 
that  she  had  another  way  of  loving  be- 
sides the  way  in  which  she  loved  lavender 
and  thoroughwort.  The  comfort  she  took 
with  the  child  through  the  next  winter 
was  unspeakable.  The  herbs  were  ban- 
ished from  the  south  room,  which  was 
turned  into  a nursery,  and  a warm  car- 
pet was  put  on  the  floor,  that  the  baby 
might  not  take  cold.  She  learned  to  cook 
for  the  baby — her  own  diet  had  been  chief- 
ly vegetarian.  She  became  a charming 
nursing  mother.  People  wondered.  44  It 
does  beat  all  how  handy  ’Relia  is  with 
that  baby,”  Mrs.  Atwood  told  Viny. 

Aurelia  took  even  more  comfort  with 
the  little  thing  when  spring  came,  and 
she  could  take  her  out  with  her;  then  she 
bought  a little  straw  carriage,  and  the  two 
went  after  herbs  together.  Home  they 
would  come  in  the  tender  spring  twilight, 
the  baby  asleep  in  her  carriage,  with  a 
great  sheaf  of  flowers  beside  her,  and  Aure- 
lia with  another  over  her  shoulder. 

She  felt  all  through  that  summer  as  if 
she  was  too  happy  to  last  Once  she  said 
so  to  one  of  the  neighbors.  “ I feel  as  if  it 
wa’n’t  right  for  me  to  be  so  perfectly  hap- 
py,” said  she.  “ I feel  some  days  as  if  I 
was  walkin’  an’  ’walkin’  an’  walkin’ 
through  a garden  of  sweet-smelli  n'  herbs, 
an’  nothin’  else;  an’  as  for  Myrtie,  she's 
a bundle  of  myrtle  an’  camphor  out  of 
King  Solomon’s  garden.  I'm  so  afraid  it 
can’t  last” 

Happiness  had  seemed  to  awake  in  Aure- 
lia a taint  of  her  father's  foreboding  mel- 
ancholy. But  she  apparently  had  no  rea- 
son for  it  until  early  fall.  Then,  return- 
ing with  Myrtie  one  night  from  a trip  to 
the  woods,  she  found  an  old  lady  seated  on 
her  door-step,  grimly  waiting  for  her.  She 
was  an  old  woman  and  tremulous,  but 
still  undaunted  and  unshaken  as  to  her 
spirit.  Her  tall,  shrunken  form  was  load- 
ed with  silk  and  jet.  She  stood  up  as  Aure- 
lia approached  wondering,  and  her  dim 
old  eyes  peered  at  her  aggressively  through 
fine  gold  spectacles,  which  lent  an  addi- 
tional glare  to  them. 

4 4 1 suppose  you  are  Miss  Flower  ?”  began 
the  old  lady,  with  no  prefatory  parley. 

“Yes,”  said  Aurelia,  trembling. 

“Well,  my  name’s  Mrs.  Matthew  Sears, 
an’  I’ve  come  for  my  grandchild  there.” 

Aurelia  turned  very  white.  She  let 
her  herbs  slide  to  the  ground.  “ I— hard- 
ly understand— I guess,”  faltered  she. 
“ Can’t  you  let  me  keep  her  ?” 
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44  Well,  I guess  I won’t  have  one  of  my 
grandchildren  brought  up  by  an  old  yarb 
woman — not  if  I know  it.” 

The  old  lady  sniffed.  Aurelia  stood 
looking  at  her.  She  felt  as  if  she  had 
fallen  down  from  heaven,  and  the  hard 
reality  of  the  earth  had  jarred  the  voice 
out  of  her.  Then  the  old  lady  made  a 
step  toward  the  carriage,  and  caught  up 
Myrtie  in  her  trembling  arms.  The  child 
screamed  with  fright.  She  had  been 
asleep.  She  turned  her  little  frightened 
face  toward  Aurelia,  and  held  out  her 
arms,  and  cried, 44  Mamma ! mamma  1 mam- 
ma!” in  a perfect  frenzy  of  terror.  The 
old  lady  tried  to  hush  her  in  vain.  Aure- 
lia found  her  voice  then.  44  You’d  better 
let  me  take  her  and  give  her  her  supper,” 
she  said,  4 4 and  when  she  is  asleep  again  I 
will  bring  her  over  to  you.” 

44  Well,”  said  the  old  lady,  doubtfully. 
She  was  glad  to  get  the  frantic  little  thing 
out  of  her  arms,  though. 

Aurelia  held  her  close  and  hushed  her, 
and  she  subsided  into  occasional  convul- 
sive sobs,  and  furtive  frightened  glances 
at  her  grandmother. 

44 1 s'pose  you  are  stopping  at  the  ho- 
tel ?”  said  Aurelia. 

44  Yes,  I am,”  said  the  old  lady,  stoutly. 
44  You  kin  bring  her  over  as  soon  as  she's 
asleep.”  Then  she  marched  off  with  un- 
certain majesty. 

Some  women  would  have  argued  the 
case  longer,  but  Aurelia  felt  that  there 
was  simply  no  use  in  it.  The  old  lady 
was  the  child's  grandmother:  if  she  want- 
ed her,  she  saw  no  way  but  to  give  her  up. 
She  never  thought  of  pleading,  she  was 
so  convinced  of  the  old  lady’s  determina- 
tion. 

She  carried  Myrtie  into  the  house,  gave 
her  her  supper,  washed  her,  and  dressed 
her  in  her  little  best  dress.  Then  she 
took  her  up  in  her  lap  and  tried  to  ex- 
plain to  her  childish  mind  the  change 
that  was  to  be  made  in  her  life.  She  told 
her  she  was  going  to  live  with  her  grand- 
mother, and  she  must  be  a good  little  girl, 
and  love  her,  and  do  just  as  she  told  her 
to.  Myrtie  sobbed  with  unreasoning  grief, 
and  clung  to  Aurelia;  but  she  wholly  fail- 
ed to  take  the  full  meaning  of  it  all  in. 

She  was  still  fretful  and  bewildered  by 
her  rude  wakening  from  her  nap.  Pre- 
sently she  fell  asleep  again,  and  Aurelia 
laid  her  down  while  she  got  together  her 
little  wardrobe.  There  was  a hop  pillow 
in  a little  linen  case,  which  Myrtie  had  al- 


ways slept  on;  she  packed  that  up  with 
the  other  things. 

Then  she  rolled  the  little  sleeping  girl 
up  in  a blanket,  laid  her  in  her  carriage, 
and  went  over  to  the  hotel.  It  was  not 
much  of  a hotel — merely  an  ordinary 
two-story  house,  where  two  or  three  spare 
rooms  were  ample  accommodation  for  the 
few  straggling  guests  who  came  to  this 
little  rural  place.  It  was  only  a few  steps 
from  Aurelia's  house.  The  old  lady  had 
the  chamber  of  honor,  a large  square  room 
on  the  first  floor,  opening  directly  on  to  the 
piazza.  In  spite  of  all  Aurelia's  care,  Myr- 
tie woke  up  and  began  to  cry  w hen  she 
was  carried  in.  She  had  to  go  off  and 
leave  her  screaming  piteously  after  her. 

Out  on  the  piazza,  she  uttered  the  first 
complaint,  almost,  of  her  life,  to  the  host- 
ess, Mrs.  Simonds,  who  had  followed  her 
there. 

“Don’t  feel  bad,  ’Relia,”  said  the  wTo- 
man , who  was  almost  crying  herself.  4 4 1 
know  it's  awfful  hard,  wdien  you  was  tak- 
ing so  much  comfort.  We  all  feel  for  you.” 

Aurelia  looked  straight  ahead.  She  had 
the  bundle  of  little  clothes  and  the  hop 
pillow  in  her  arms:  the  old  lady  had  said, 
in  a way  that  would  have  been  funny  if 
it  had  not  been  for  the  poor  heart  that 
listened,  that  she  didn't  want  any  yarb 
pillows,  nor  auy  clothes  scented  with 
yarbs  nuther. 

44 1 don’t  mean  to  be  wicked,”  said  Aure- 
lia, 4 4 but  I can’t  help  thinking  that  Prov- 
idence ought  to  provide  for  women.  I 
wish  Myrtie  was  mine.” 

The  other  woman  wiped  her  eyes  at  the 
hungry  way  in  which  she  said  “mine.” 

44 Well,  I can’t  do  anything;  but  I’m 
sorry  for  you,  if  that’s  all.  You’d  make 
enough  sight  better  mother  for  Myrtie 
than  that  cross  old  woman.  I don’t 
b’lieve  she  more’n  half  wants  her,  only 
she’s  sot.  She  doesn’t  care  anything 
about  haviug  the  other  children;  she’s 
going  to  leave  them  with  Mis’  Loomis; 
but  she  says  her  grandchildren  ain’t  go- 
ing to  be  living  with  strangers,  an’  she 
ought  to  hev  been  consulted.  After  all 
you’ve  done  for  the  child,  to  treat  you  as 
she  has  to-night,  she’s  the  most  ungrate- 
ful— I know  one  thing:  I’d  charge  her 
for  Myrtie’s  board — a good  price,  too.” 

4 4 Oh,  I don’t  want  anything  of  that 
sort,”  said  poor  Aurelia,  dejectedly,  listen- 
ing to  her  darling's  sobs.  44  You  go  in  an’ 
try  to  bush  her,  Mis’  Simonds.  Oh !” 

4 4 So  I will!  her  grandmother  can’t  do 
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any  thing  with  her,  poor  little  thing ! I’ve 
got  some  peppermints.  I do  believe  she's 
spankin’  her — the—” 

Aurelia  did  not  run  in  with  Mrs.  Si- 
monds;  she  listened  outside  till  the  pitiful 
cries  hushed  a little;  then  she  went  deso- 
lately home. 

She  sat  down  in  the  kitchen,  with  the 
little  clothes  in  her  lap.  She  did  not  think 
of  going  to  bed;  she  did  not  cry  or  moan 
to  herself ; she  just  sat  there  still.  It  was 
not  very  late  when  she  came  home — be- 
tween eight  and  nine.  In  about  half  an 
hour,  perhaps,  she  heard  a sound  outside 
that  made  her  heart  leap— a little  voice 
crying  pitifully,  and  saying,  between  the 
sobs,  “Mamma!  mamma!” 

Aurelia  made  one  spring  to  the  door. 
There  was  the  tiny  creature  in  her  little 
night-gown,  shaking  all  over  with  cold 
and  sobs. 

Aurelia  caught  her  up,  and  all  her  calm 
w*as  over.  “Oh,  you  darling!  you  dar- 
ling ! you  darling !”  she  cried,  covering  her 
little  cold  body  all  over  with  kisses.  “ You 
sha’n't  leave  me — you  sha’n’t ! you  sha'n't ! 
Little  sweetheart— all  I’ve  got  in  the  world. 
I guess  they  sha’n’t  take  you  away  when 
you  don't  want  to  go.  Did  you  cry,  and 
mamma  go  off  and  leave  you  ? Did  they 
whip  you  ? They  never  shall  again — nev- 
er! never!  There,  there,  blessed,  don't 
cry ; mamma’ll  get  you  all  warm,  and  you 
shall  go  to  sleep  on  your  own  little  pil- 
low. Oh,  you  darling ! darling ! dar- 
ling!” 

Aurelia  busied  herself  about  the  child, 
rubbing  the  little  numb  limbs,  and  get- 
ting some  milk  heated.  She  never  asked 
how  she  came  to  get  away;  she  never 
thought  of  anything  except  that  she  had 
her.  She  stopped  every  other  minute  to 
kiss  her  and  croon  to  her;  she  laughed 
and  cried.  Now  she  gave  way  to  her  feel- 
ings ; she  was  almost  beside  herself.  She 
had  the  child  all  warm  and  fed  and  com- 
forted by  the  kitchen  fire,  when  she  heard 
steps  outside,  and  she  knew  at  once  what 
was  coming,  and  a fierce  resolve  sprang 
up  in  her  heart:  they  should  not  have 
that  child  again  to-night.  She  cast  a hur- 
ried glance  around;  there  was  hardly  a 
second's  time.  In  the  corner  of  the  kitch- 
en was  a great  heap  of  herbs  which  she 
had  taken  down  from  the  walls  where 
they  had  been  drying;  the  next  day  she 
had  intended  to  pack  them  and  seud  them 
off.  She  caught  up  Myrtie  and  covered 
her  with  them.  “ Lie  still,  darling!”  she 


whispered.  “ Don’t  make  a bit  of  noise, 
or  your  grandmother  will  get  you  again/’ 
Myrtie  crouched  under  them,  trembling. 

Then  the  door  opened;  Mr.  Simonds 
stood  there  with  a lantern.  “That  little 
girl’s  run  away,”  he  began — “slipped  out 
while  the  old  lady  was  out  of  the  room  a 
minute.  Beats  all  how  such  a little  thing 
knew  enough.  She's  here,  ain’t  she  ?” 

“ No,” said  Aurelia,  “she  ain't.” 

“ You  don’t  mean  it  ?” 

“Yes.” 

“ ’Ain’t  you  seen  her,  though  ?” 

“No.” 

Mr.  Simonds,  who  was  fat  and  placid, 
began  to  look  grave.  “Then,  all  there  is 
about  it,  we’ve  got  to  have  a hunt,”  said 
he.  “’Twon’t  do  to  have  that  little  tot 
out  in  her  night-gown  long.  We  hadn't  a 
thought  but  that  she  was  here.  Must  have 
lost  her  way.” 

Aurelia  watched  him  stride  down  the 
yard.  Then  she  ran  after  him.  “Mr. 
Simonds!”  He  turned.  “I  told  you  a 
lie.  Myrtie's  in  the  comer  of  the  kitchen 
under  a heap  of  herbs.” 

‘ “Why,  what  on  earth — ” 

“I  wanted  to  keep  her  so  to-night/' 
Aurelia  burst  right  out  in  loud  sobs. 

“There,  ’Rclia!  It’s  a confounded 
shame.  You  shall  keep  her.  I'll  make 
it  all  right  with  the  old  lady  somehow. 
I reckon,  as  long  as  the  child’s  safe,  she’ll 
be  glad  to  get  rid  of  her  to-night.  She 
wouldn't  have  slept  much.  Go  right  into 
the  house,  ’Relia,  and  don't  worry.” 

Aurelia  obeyed.  She  hung  over  the  lit- 
tle creature  all  night,  asleep  in  her  little 
crib.  She  watched  her  every  breath.  She 
never  thought  of  sleeping  herself— her  last 
night  with  Myrtie.  The  seconds  were  so 
many  grains  of  gold-dust.  Her  heart  fail- 
ed her  w hen  day  broke.  She  washed  and 
dressed  Myrtie  at  the  usual  time,  and  gave 
her  her  breakfast.  Then  she  sat  down 
with  her  and  wraited.  The  child's  sorrow 
was  soon  forgotten,  and  she  played  about 
as  usual.  Aurelia  watched  her  despair- 
ingly. She  began  to  wonder  at  length 
why  they  did  not  come  for  her.  It  grew 
later  and  later.  She  would  not  carry  her 
back  herself,  she  was  resolved  on  that. 

It  was  ten  o’clock  before  any  one  came; 
then  it  w&s  Mrs.  Simonds.  She  had  a 
strange  look  on  her  face. 

“ ’Relia,”  she  said,  standing  in  the  door 
and  looking  at  her  and  Myrtie,  “you 
’ain’t  heard  what’s  happened  to  our  house 
this  mornin’,  hev  you  ?” 
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41  No,”  said  Aurelia,  awed. 

“ Old  Mis’  Seal's  is  dead.  Had  her  third 
shock:  she’s  had  two  in  the  last  three 
years.  She  was  took  soon  after  Mr.  Si- 
monds  got  home.  We  got  a doctor  right 
off,  but  she  died  ’bout  an  hour  ago.” 

44  Oh,”  said  Aurelia,  “ I’ve  been  a wick- 
ed woman.” 

“No,  you  ’ain’t,  Aurelia ; don't  you  go  to 
feeling  so.  There’s  no  call  for  the  living 
to  be  unjust  to  themselves  because  folks 
are  dead.  You  did  the  best  you  could. 
An’  now  you’re  glad  you  can  keep  the 
child ; you  can’t  help  it.  I thought  of  it 
myself  the  first  thing.” 

“Oh,  I was  such  a wicked  woman  to 


think  of  it  myself,”  said  Aurelia.  “ If  I 
could  only  have  done  something  for  the 
poor  old  soul ! Why  didn’t  you  call  me  ?” 

“I  told  Mr.  Simonds  I wouldn’t;  you'd 
had  enough.” 

There  was  one  thing  which  Aurelia 
found  to  do,  though — a simple  and  touch- 
ing thing,  though  it  probably  meant  more 
to  her  than  to  most  of  those  who  knew  of  it. 

On  the  day  of  the  funeral  the  poor  old 
woman’s  grave  was  found  lined  with  fra- 
grant herbs  from  Aurelia’s  garden— thyme 
and  lavender  and  rosemary.  She  had 
cried  when  she  picked  them,  because  she 
could  not  help  being  glad,  and  they  were 
all  she  could  give  for  atonement. 


(Bihtui’s  Cittij  Cjjnir. 


rilHE  general  and  almost  affectionate  sym- 
I pathy  with  which  the  news  of  the  recov- 
ery of  a part  of  the  Greely  arctic  expedition 
was  received  shows  how  profound  is  the  in- 
terest which  attends  the  persistent  efforts  of 
heroic  men  to  extend  the  area  of  scientific 
knowledge  and  to  dissipate  the  mystery  that 
surrounds  the  pole.  The  news  of  Lieutenant 
Greely's  safe  return  was  telegraphed  from 
Newfoundland,  and  reached  New  York  about 
noon.  The  bulletin-boards  were  instantly  sur- 
rounded with  eager  crowds.  The  tidings  flew 
through  the  city.  They  were  known  in  every 
office  and  discussed  in  every  circle.  Simulta- 
neously the  people  of  the  whole  country  knew 
that  part  at  least  of  the  long-lost  party  lmd  re- 
turned safely.  Eugtand  knew  it  at  the  same 
time,  and  the  Queen  and  the  President  ex- 
changed telegrams  of  congratulation  upon  the 
happy  event.  Lieutenant  Greely  was  justly 
the  hero  of  the  hour,  and  for  a moment  the 
angry  passions  of  the  Presidential  campaign 
were  mitigated  by  the  unanimous  pleasure 
that  the  brave  officer  and  his  men  had  escaped 
the  doom  which  has  befallen  so  many  of  their 
heroic  predecessors. 

The  details  of  their  story  are  like  those  of 
every  similar  expedition.  They  include  every 
form  of  exposure  and  suffering,  and,  like  the 
earlier  narratives,  such  as  those  of  Parry  and 
Back,  which  captivated  the  imagination  of 
youth  half  a century  ago,  and  cast  a glamour 
of  fascinating  romance  over  the  arctic  voyage, 
they  are  unconscious  tributes  to  the  heroism 
and  the  noblest  qualities  of  human  nature. 
The  object  of  the  Greely  expedition  was  not 
the  gratification  of  curiosity,  nor  the  desire  to 
discover  the  Northwest  Passage.  It  was  un- 
dertaken in  concert  with  expeditions  from 
other  countries  to  determine  certain  scientific 
points,  and  was  open  to  the  charge  of  fool- 
hardiness in  no  other  way  than  all  undertak- 


ings in  the  interest  of  scientific  research  which 
involve  peril  are  open  to  the  same  charge. 

The  long  series  of  arctic  voyages  has  now 
fully  demonstrated  that  there  is  no  practicable 
Northwest  Passage.  It  was  to  discover  this 
way  that  many  of  them  were  undertaken,  and 
they  have  shown  that  while  a sea  doubtless 
surrounds  the  pole,  and  that  in  that  sense  such 
a passage  exists,  yet  that  it  is  not  practically 
navigable  because  of  the  ice.  Nordenskjold 
has  made  the  circuit  from  Europe  through  the 
polar  sea,  along  the  north  of  Asia  and  past 
Behring  Strait,  into  the  Pacific.  But,  that  voy- 
age successfully  accomplished,  there  is  uo  rea- 
son for  undertaking  it  again  for  that  purpose. 
Until  Fourier’s  millennial  age  of  harmony 
shall  melt  the  ice  that  guards  the  pole,  mere 
curiosity  may  be  considered  to  be  satisfied, 
and  further  exploration  is  not  probable  except 
for  the  love  of  wild  adventure  and  for  the  in- 
terests of  science. 

But  we  may  be  sure  that  the  alluring  spell 
of  the  pole  has  not  spent  its  force.  The  same 
charm  that  in  the  face  of  danger  and  death 
has  drawn  so  many  brave  men  to  do  what 
others  have  dared  will  appeal  to  other  Kanes, 
Halls,  and  Hayeses  as  to  those  who  are  gone. 
The  old  remonstrance  will  be  unheeded.  The 
warnings  of  previous  failure  will  but  kindle 
greater  zeal.  Imagination,  hope,  ambition, 
will  repeat  again  and  again  the  old  heroic 
arctic  story.  Governments  may  refuse  to  au- 
thorize the  voyage.  But  governments  will 
hardly  refuse  to  try  to  rescue  the  voyagers. 

Long  ago  the  Easy  Chair  was  keeping  the 
watch  with  an  American  sailor  upon  the  Med- 
iterranean oft’  the  coast  of  Spain.  The  huge 
mountains  of  Granada  glimmered  through  the 
moonlight,  and  as  the  quiet  talk  went  on,  the 
sailor  owned  the  resistless  fascination  of  the 
sea.  He  was  an  inland  boy,  but  at  midnight 
when  he  awoke  and  heard  the  wind  sighing 
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or  roaring  through  the  trees,  he  seemed  to 
hear  the  dash  of  the  ocean  imperiously  calling 
him  to  come  away.  “I  could  not  stay  upon 
the  farm,”  he  said ; “ and  here  I am,  and  here 
I shall  always  be.”  That  is  the  call  which 
the  predestined  arctic  explorer  hears,  and  al- 
though the  peril  be  great,  it  is  not  greater  than 
in  other  marine  service.  In  his  late  work 
upon  arctic  exploration,  Professor  Nourse 
says,  what  we  had  previously  heard,  that  the 
loss  of  life  in  arctic  exploration  has  been  re- 
markably small.  All  the  deaths  upon  all  the 
Franklin  relief  expeditions  up  to  1873  did  not 
equal  two  per  cent,  of  all  the  officers  and  men 
employed,  “ nor  have  the  casualties  in  the  re- 
cent German,  English,  Swedish,  and  American 
expeditions  equalled  those  ordinarily  occur- 
ring among  the  ships  on  naval  duty  in  other 
regions  of  the  globe.”  He  quotes  Professor 
Maury  as  saying  that  the  losses  by  wreckage 
around  the  British  Isles  during  a single  year 
exceed  the  aggregate  of  all  losses  within  the 
history  of  arctic  explorations. 

In  three  hundred  yeare  there  have  been 
some  two  hundred  arctic  voyages,  for  various 
purposes  and  with  various  fates.  The  Gree- 
ly  expedition  was  but  one  of  thirteen  expe- 
ditions. Five  hundred  men  passed  two  win- 
ters within  the  polar  circle,  and  nineteen  of 
them  only  were  lost.  And  Lieutenant  Ray 
says  that  the  result  of  the  observations  of  all 
these  expeditions  will  be  the  doubling  of  the 
world's  knowledge  of  the  magnetic  forces. 
That  is  to  say,  as  the  Rev.  Brooke  Heiford 
states  in  his  admirable  sermon  upon  this  sub- 
ject, “ Not  one  of  all  the  thousand  and  ten 
thousand  craft  sailing  to  and  fro  among  the 
many  lands  of  earth  but  will  be  a little  surer 
of  its  compass,  a little  closer  in  its  reckoning, 
a little  safer,  than  it  ever  was  before.”  Is  this 
worth  nothing  ? Is  not  the  risk,  the  loss,  even 
amply  recompensed  ? But  also,  as  Mr.  Iler- 
ford  points  out,  the  moral  qualities,  the  pa- 
tience, the  courage,  the  self-denial,  the  faith, 
the  endurance,  developed  by  these  Northern 
researches  arc  incomparable.  “There  is  sim- 
ply no  other  chapter  in  the  history  of  human 
doings  to  be  compared  with  it.  Beside  it  the 
adventures  of  commerce  and  conquest  look 
greedy  and  base,  the  stories  of  chivalry  are 
mere  tinsel,  the  long  heroism  of  the  Crusades 
seems  a fevered  frenzy.”  Citi  bom  ? is  not  an 
argument  to  discourage  the  restless  soul 
which  the  prospect  of  peril  inspires,  nor  will 
the  pathetic  story  of  the  patient  and  generous 
endurance,  amid  apparently  remediless  suffer- 
ing, which  the  record  of  the  Grcely  expedition 
discloses  dismay  or  deter  other  Grcelys  from 
daring  the  same  dangers.  The  arctic  story  is 
one  of  the  saddest,  but  it  is  also  one  of  the  no- 
blest, in  the  annals  of  human  heroism. 


When  photography  began  to  make  the  faces 
and  figures  and  dress  of  the  most  famous  of 
living  people  familiar,  and  at  last  emperors 
and  kings  and  princes  were  shown  precisely 
as  they  were,  plain  men  and  women,  with  no 


glamour  of  robe  or  coronet  or  visible  state, 
it  was  a question  whether  the  divinity  that 
doth  hedge  a king,  and  which,  according  to 
Bagehot,  is  still  believed  in  by  the  mass  of 
subjects,  would  not  disappear.  The  Queen  of 
England,  he  says,  is  known,  of  course,  to  the 
rural  Englishman  to  be  a woman,  but  she  id 
nevertheless  a figure  of  the  imagination.  She 
is  not  as  other  w omen,  and  he  sees  her  sitting 
in  perpetual  state,  robed  in  ermine  and  gold, 
crowned,  and  bearing  a sceptre.  This  figure 
bis  imagination  exalts  into  a being  more  than 
woman,  and  it  is  to  her,  England  incarnate, 
or  the  tutelary  genius  of  liis  country,  that  his 
heart  is  loyal,  and  brings  him  to  his  feet  when 
“ God  save  the  Queen”  is  played  or  sung. 

This  glamour  of  royalty,  however,  has  de- 
parted from  the  minds  of  those  who  have 
read  Ilervey’s  memoirs  or  Madame  D'Arblay’s, 
or  Thackeray’s  Georges , or,  indeed,  any  book 
of  memoirs  that  deals  with  courts  and  courtiers, 
There  is  a dreadful  “ disillusioning”  in  such 
works,  and  human  nature  never  appears  more 
sordid  and  mean  and  contemptible  than  in 
such  pictures  of  what  are  called  the  higher 
classes  of  human  beings.  That  personal  loy- 
alty should  survive  such  revelations,  and  that 
a Borgia  should  be  gravely  accepted  as  the 
divine  vicegerent,  show  s how  possible  it  is  to 
regard  a man,  wholly  regardless  of  his  own 
qualities,  as  the  symbol  of  something  to  which 
he  is  entirely  foreign.  The  clear  perception 
of  official  as  distinguished  from  personal  char- 
acter enables  a man  to  behave  toward  another 
man  whom  he  despises  as  if  he  were  a supe- 
rior being.  It  is  easy  to  imagine  what  Robert 
Walpole’s  real  opinion  was  of  the  little  Ger- 
man prince  w hom  he  disturbed  in  his  after- 
dinner  nap,  and  before  whom  he  fell  upon  one 
knee  as  he  announced  to  him  that  he  was 
King  of  England. 

The  royal  personages,  however,  appeared  in 
the  portraits  and  pictures  in  due  and  impress- 
ive pomp.  The  crown,  the  robe,  the  uniform, 
the  ribbon,  were  all  set  forth  with  the  cunning 
of  art,  and  sought  to  confirm  the  impression 
of  the  imagination.  But  the  photograph  is 
relentlessly  accurate,  and  the  loyal  soul  in  the 
remote  English  country-side  must  have  l>ccn 
a little  tried  wThen  the  picture  of  an  elderly 
lady  in  a widow's  cap,  such  as  he  had  seen  a 
hundred  times  in  the  country,  was  presented 
to  him  as  the  portrait  of  the  Queen.  It  was  a 
most  levelling  stroke,  for  nothing  could  sug- 
gest to  him  the  essential  equality,  which  is  the 
distinctive  democratic  doctrine,  more  clearly 
than  such  a picture.  The  memoirs  of  courts, 
although  fatally  undeceiving,  wTere  yet  full  of 
ceremony  and  a certain  social  splendor  which 
could  easily  catch  the  loyal  imagination.  80 
far  as  the  royal  personages  were  involved,  they 
were  descriptions.  But  when  the  startling 
photograph  began  to  speak,  wdien  the  lady  in 
the  widow’s  cap  published  her  diary  or  "her 
letters,  and  the  loyal  soul  in  the  country  se- 
clusion not  only  saw  precisely  how  she  looked, 
but  in  her  printed  diary  saw  also  what  she 
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was,  there  was,  of  course,  little  left  for  the  im- 
agination, and  royalty  must  then  be  judged, 
not  by  its  ceremonial  significance,  but  by  its 
essential  human  quality. 

It  is  this  consideration  which  gives  a singu- 
lar interest  to  the  Queen’s  diary  and  letters, 
and  to  the  letters  of  her  daughter,  the  Princess 
Alice,  Grand  Duchess  of  Hesse  - Homburg, 
which  have  been  recently  published.  They 
are  such  intimate  glimpses  of  royalty  and  of 
royal  life  as  were  practically  unknown  until 
the  publication  of  the  Queen’s  diary  a few 
years  since,  and  the  earlier  autobiography  of 
the  [Margravine  of  Anspach.  From  one  point 
of  view  the  diary  of  the  Queen  is  certainly 
the  chronicling  of  very  small  beer,  but  from 
another  it  is  exceedingly  interesting.  The 
evident  delight  of  a great  public  personage,  a 
permanent  official  ceremony,  a form  even  more 
than  a human  being,  in  the  privacy  of  com- 
mon life,  is  very  touching.  At  Balmoral  the 
Queen  can  almost  forget  that  she  is  a Queen 
and  become  a woman.  The  little  common- 
place details  of  daily  life  in  the  country,  the 
walks,  the  drives,  the  strolls  in  the  garden,  the 
shopping  in  the  village,  the  “nice”  breakfast, 
the  “good  cold  dinner,”  the  gossip  and  the 
twaddle,  are  all  pleasant  because  they  arc  all 
expressions  of  unaffected  enjoyment  of  the  sim- 
plicities of  a country  life.  There  is  no  pas- 
toral drama  like  that  of  Marie  Antoinette  at 
the  Petit  Trianon ; there  is  no  operatic  and 
spectacular  unreality  of  rural  life,  a pastoral 
affectation,  a mere  resource  of  satiety ; but  the 
book  is  the  record  of  a truly  English  matronly 
pleasure  in  the  common  sights  and  incidents 
of  the  country,  and  as  hearty  a relish  of  them 
as  the  poets  feign  in  Daphne  and  Chloris. 

Therefore,  while  nothing  would  seem  moro 
certainly  to  destroy  the  fond  illusion  which 
wraps  royalty  in  the  imagination  of  the  vil- 
lage and  the  farm-house  than  its  appearance 
under  the  ordinary  and  familiar  human  con- 
ditions, the  book  of  the  Queen’s  diary  will 
probably  strengthen  her  hold  upon  the  hearts 
of  her  subjects,  who  will  now  see  in  her  not 
only  the  august  sovereign,  but  the  plain  and 
sympathetic  matron  of  simple  and  domestic 
tastes,  of  the  very  qualities,  indeed,  that  com- 
mended so  warmly  her  grandfather,  “Farmer 
George,”  to  the  love  of  England. 

There  is  also  a reflected  light  thrown  upon 
the  character  of  the  Queen  by  the  letters  of 
the  Princess  Alice.  They  are  full  of  a devoted 
and  ardent  affection  and  respect  which  only 
genuine  domestic  worth  and  tender  maternal 
thoughtfulness  could  inspire.  They  reveal 
the  incidents  and  proofs  of  these  qualities, 
and  with  their  reverence  for  the  Princess’s 
father,  Prince  Albert,  they  contain  glimpses 
of  a simple  and  affectionate  domestic  interior 
which  is  very  beautiful.  The  character  of  the 
Princess  herself  which  the  letters  disclose  is 
such  as  to  justify  the  feeling  with  which  she 
was  regarded.  The  Crown  Princess  of  Prus- 
sia was  regarded  as  the  “ clever  one”  of  the 
family,  we  believe,  but  if  her  loveliness  and 
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force  of  character  arc  more  striking  than  those 
of  this  young  Princess,  who  died  some  years 
since,  still  a very  young  woman  and  mother, 
the  Crown  Princess  of  Prussia  is  a singularly 
charming  woman. 

The  husband  of  the  Princess  Alice,  whom 
she  loved  fondly,  was  the  Grand  Duke  who 
lately  figured  as  the  hero  of  a morganatic 
marriage.  He  was  the  governing  prince  of  a 
small  duchy,  and  there  are  glimpses  in  the 
letters  of  a straitened  royalty  which  recall 
Thackeray’s  amusing  sketches  of  the  court  of 
Pumpernickel.  There  is  the  same  gratitude 
to  the  Queen,  the  Princess’s  mother,  for  fur- 
nishing the  dining-room,  and  the  same  doubt 
whether  a journey  can  be  undertaken  because 
of  the  expense,  which  might  be  found  in  the 
correspondence  of  any  young  and  thrifty  and 
affectionate  mother  who  was  not  a royal  prin- 
cess and  a reigning  duchess. 

But  the  charm  and  value  of  the  letters  lie 
in  their  revelation  of  the  fact  that  the  simple 
human  sense  of  duty,  the  active  sympathy  for 
others,  the  conviction  that  rank  and  power 
and  wealth  are  not  meant  for  self-indulgence, 
but  divine  trusts  for  a common  benefit,  were 
ns  active  and  vital  in  this  young  princess  as 
in  any  private  woman  who  consecrates  her 
life  to  the  service  of  her  kind.  She  goes  quiet- 
ly and  unrecognized  into  dirt  and  squalor  to 
visit  and  succor  the  suffering.  She  gives  her 
friendly  favor  to  a suspected  heretic  like  Dr. 
Strauss.  She  thauks  her  mother  for  portraits 
of  her  granduncle  George  the  Fourth  and 
others  of  the  royal  family,  but  wishes  for  a 
portrait  of  her  father  rather  than  of  “ all  these 
good  people  whom  I do  not  like.” 

The  royal  mother’s  diary  and  the  royal 
daughter’s  letters  offer  a singular  contrast  witli 
Hervev’s  memoirs  of  the  Queen's  grand  father’s 
grandfather.  And  the  general  character  of 
the  court  and  of  the  ministers  during  Vic- 
toria’s long  reign  might  certainly  reconcile 
the  most  resolute  British  republican  to  a long- 
er trial  of  the  monarchy  whose  spirit  has  un- 
dergone so  great  a change  in  so  short  a time. 
The  license  of  George  the  Second’s  court,  the 
venality  of  that  of  George  the  Third,  the  vul- 
garity of  George  the  Fourth’s,  have  disappear- 
ed in  that  of  the  matron  of  Balmoral. 


Mb.  John  Mobley,  for  many  years  editor 
of  the  Fortnigh  tly  Review,  one  of  the  most  ac- 
complished students  of  history  and  literature 
in  England,  and  a very  advanced  radical  in 
religion  and  politics,  passed  two  or  three  years 
ago  from  the  editorship  of  the  Pall  Mall  Ga- 
zette to  Parliament  This  English  scholar  re- 
cently addressed  a meeting  of  coal  miners  in 
Durham,  a body  of  men  probably  as  illiterate 
as  any  in  the  kingdom,  and  more  so  than  any 
American  political  orator  addresses,  and  he 
asked  them  whether  they,  whose  forefathers 
would  not  endure  the  tyranny  and  misgovern- 
ment  of  kings,  should  submit  to  the  oppres- 
sion and  stupidity  of  peers.  The  House  of 
Lords,  he  said,  which  was  merely  a hcredi- 
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tfiry  Tory  club  with  the  power  of  unlimited 
veto  in  a free  government,  was  nothing  more 
than  a very  bad  practical  joke.  It  was  not 
the  Lords,  he  declared,  who  had  covered  the 
fair  country  of  the  north  of  England  with 
marvels  of  ingenuity  and  skill.  Not  at  all. 
They  had  been  from  the  Urst  the  rallying- 
point  of  all  that  was  stupid,  selfish,  and  ob- 
structive in  the  currents  of  this  country. 

This  shows  the  spirit  and  the  vigor  and 
plainness  of  speech  with  which  the  House  of 
Lords  is  now  assailed  in  England.  The  tone 
of  Mr.  Morley’s  address  to  a body  of  miners 
would  seem  to  be  revolutionary,  but  probably 
neither  he  nor  John  Bright  nor  any  other  Lib- 
eral orator  antici  pates  a revolution.  There  is  no 
line  in  English  literature  more  exactly  truth- 
ful than  that  of  Tennyson  that  England  is  the 
country  in  which 

‘‘Freedom  broadens  slowly  down 
From  precedent  to  precedent” 

The  national  stock  is  so  little  modified  by  im- 
migration that  the  national  temperament  re- 
mains virtually  unchanged,  and  the  national 
movement  may  be  generally  predicted.  The 
Lords  will  yield.  They  will  not  push  resist- 
ance to  extremity,  and  wThcn  they  have  made 
their  protest,  and  have  arrayed  themselves  in 
line  of  battle,  they  will  politely  withdraw, 
and  leave  the  field  to  the  Commons.  They 
made  their  last  threatening  stand  against  the 
Reform  Bill  of  1832,  and  for  some  time  there 
w’as  a prospect  of  serious  trouble.  But  the 
Whig  ministry  controlled  the  King,  and  the 
King  by  the  powder  of  creating  peers  controls 
the  House  of  Lords.  The  King  intimated  his 
wishes,  and  the  Lords  acquiesced. 

They  arc  not  likely  to  make  another  con- 
test for  a veto  upon  the  action  of  the  House 
of  Commons,  for  the  reason  that  there  is  so 
much  intelligence  and  good  sense  among 
them.  A British  peer  has  certain  class  preju- 
dices and  peculiarities,  but  he  knows  perfect- 
ly well  that  the  real  governing  power  in  Eng- 
land is  the  House  of  Commons,  which  is  the 
direct  and  elected  representative  of  the  whole 
body  of  English  voters.  When  he  perceives 
plainly  the  will  of  that  body,  he  knows  that 
to  resist  it  to  the  end  would  bo  to  invite  the 
demolition  of  his  order.  Nobody  knowrs  bet- 
ter than  he  that  Disraeli’s  pictures  of  a possi- 
ble English  society  in  which  hereditary  lords 
are  the  actual  leaders  of  the  people  are  dreams 
of  romance,  and  that  it  is  a society  no  more 
possible  in  England  than  in  the  United  States. 

Moreover,  My  Lord’s  position,  w hen  stripped 
of  the  veto,  has  its  “ extreme  compensations.” 
Even  the  power  of  the  veto  will  not  be  abol- 
ished. It  will  merely  become  obsolete,  like 
that  of  the  crowm.  It  will  still  remain  as  a 
decoration  of  his  position,  as  the  King  of 
England  still  bore  the  title  of  King  of  France 
long  after  he  had  ceased  to  assert  any  claim 
to  the  French  crown.  But  the  actual  powfer 
of  the  noble  class  arising  from  tradition  and 
long  habit,  from  enormous  possessions,  high 


education  and  trained  ability,  and  from  the 
natural  conservatism  of  English  feeling,  will 
be  immense.  The  peerage  has  become  an  es- 
sential part  of  the  fabric  of  British  society,  and 
it  can  be  no  more  effectually  abolished  bylaw 
than  tastes  and  feelings  and  traditions.  Its 
hold  is  beyond  the  law. 

Mr.  Frederic  Harrison  has  shown  that  prac- 
tically the  government  of  England  is  that  of 
the  people,  as  in  the  United  States,  and  that 
effectively  England  is  a republic  and  not  & 
monarchy.  Mr.  John  Morley  says  felicitously 
that  the  House  of  Lords  is  a Tory  club  with 
a hereditary  veto.  The  descriptions  are 
good,  but  they  are  not  exhaustive.  In  Mr. 
Harrison’s  English  republic,  loyalty  to  the 
sovereign  is  one  of  the  strongestnati’onal  feel- 
ings, and  Mr.  Morley ’s  Tory  club  possesses  very 
much  more  than  a hereditary  veto.  The 
Lords  will  yield.  They  will  not  attempt  to 
cxcrGise  their  veto.  But  they  will  certainly 
exercise  their  other  powers,  and  it  is  doubtful 
if  John  Bright  himself  would  wish  to  turn 
them  out  of  their  chamber,  as  he  would  not 
wish  to  overthrow  the  throne. 


Mr.  Matthew  Arnold  says  that  he  has 
been  obliged  to  decline  the  honor  of  several 
interview’s  with  the  reporters  of  several  jour- 
nals who  wished  to  know  what  he  had  to  say 
of  America.  What  he  has  to  say  of  America 
he  has  promised  to  give  to  the  Nineteenth  Cen- 
tury, but  at  present  he  has  nothing  to  say. 
Yet  in  declining  the  interview  he  still  said 
some  pleasant  things,  W’hich  w ill  not  be  sur- 
prising to  those  w’bo  know  his  essential  kind- 
liness of  nature  and  his  entire  simplicity.  It 
was  doubtless  a mistake  for  a noted  man  who 
is  not  a public  speaker  to  present  himself  to 
a foreign  audience  as  an  orator.  Mrs.  Brown- 
ing’s line  that 

“ Poets  never  read  their  own  verses  to  their  worth” 

is  as  true  of  many  essayists  and  men  of  letters; 
and  it  is  not  often  that  a purely  literary  man 
has  the  singular  charm  in  the  public  reading 
of  his  essays  which  distinguished  Mr.  Emer- 
son. The  seraphic  serenity  of  his  aspect  in 
earlier  years,  the  rich  musical  modulation  of 
his  voice,  the  air  of  immediate  inspiration, 
the  natural  refinement  and  elegance  of  his 
manner  despite  its  want  of  conventional 
grace,  and  a certain  rustic  and  homely  sim- 
plicity, made  his  reading  of  his  discourses  in 
his  earlier  years  very  memorable.  The  impres- 
sion, indeed,  was  always  that  of  the  scholar 
and  the  student  rather  than  of  the  orator,  but 
compared  with  its  charm  much  popular  ora- 
tory of  the  time  seemed  utterly  meagre  and 
insincere. 

But  Mr.  Arnold  is  especially  an  author  who 
should  be  read,  and  the  disparity  between  his 
easy  mastery  in  his  natural  position  as  an  es- 
sayist and  the  inadequacy  of  his  public  ad- 
dress explains  much  of  the  kind  of  disappoint- 
ment which,  with  all  the  admiration  and  even 
affection  with  which  he  was  regarded,  he 
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produced  upon  this  side  of  the  water.  The 
image  of  a cultivated  scholar,  who,  with  in- 
comparable felicity  of  expression  and  an  un- 
surpassed lightness  of  exact  touch,  poises  and 
points  and  shades  and  exquisitely  colors  his 
thought,  so  that  the  whole  effect  is  that  of 
smiling  supremacy  and  unchallenged  com- 
mand, was  quite  lost  in  the  public  speaker, 
although  the  substance  of  the  discourse,  as  in 
the  opening  of  the  paper  upon  Emerson,  and 
in  the  motive  and  treatment  of  that  upon 
Numbers,  was  very  characteristic.  Mr.  Arnold, 
indeed,  is  purely  a man  of  letters,  versed  in 
the  great  works  of  literature,  a sagacious  ob- 
server of  the  currents  of  cultivated  thought  in 
his  own  time,  a critic  of  large  and  generous 
sympathies,  with  complete  intellectual  inde- 
pendence in  moral  discussion,  judging  litera- 
ry and  mental  achievement  by  well-defined 
canons.  He  is  master  of  the  art  of  arts  in 
literary  and  moral  criticism,  the  art  of  “ put- 
ting things,’'  which  is  simply  the  gift  of  say- 
ing what  he  has  to  say  in  a manner  which 
commands  attention. 

This  is  a gift  of  the  highest  value.  For  im- 
portant and  original  observations  of  truth  in 
any  department  of  knowledge  or  thought  do 
not  become  known  because  of  their  intrinsic 
worth,  but  because  of  the  consummate  skill 
and  attractiveness  with  which  they  are  told. 
This  is  a branch  of  the  clothes  philosophy 
with  which  Herr  Teufelsdrockh  does  not  ad- 
equately deaL  Literary  style  is  the  garment 
of  thought.  But  not  only  is  it  true  that  only 
well-dressed  thoughts  arrest  attention,  but  so 
deep  ami  instinctive  is  the  regard  for  fine 
clothes  that  a beautiful  literary  garment  with 
nothing  in  it  often  commands  universal  admi- 
ration. There  arc  popular  books  which  in 
this  sense  arc  only  wardrobes  of  exquisitely 
laced  and  embroidered  garments.  The  gift  of 
speech,  as  it  is  called,  by  which  is  not  meant 
the  orator’s  gift  only,  but  the  power  of  literary 
expression,  is  one  of  the  choicest  gifts  which 
tbe  fairy  godmother  can  bring  to  the  cradle. 
Its  power  is  seen  very  conspicuously  in  the 
books  of  Mr.  Henry  George.  Except  for  the 
lucid  and  eloquent  style,  the  literary  felicity, 
which  is  as  innate  as  a fine  voice  or  an  ear  for 
music,  and  which  endeavor  and  cultivation 
may  develop  and  diversify,  but  never  create, 


the  latest  important  contribution  to  politico- 
economical  suggestion  would  have  been  hard- 
ly known. 

The  Easy  Chair  has  often  heard  a brilliancy 
and  fluency  of  private  talk  which  would  have 
been  invaluable  to  a public  speaker,  but  the 
talker  could  not  command  the  power  of  pub- 
lic expression,  and  the  possible  statue  slept 
forever  in  tbe  quarry.  So  it  was  hard  to  rec- 
ognize in  the  lecturer  whom  we  heard  the  au- 
thor whom  we  knew  as  Matthew  Arnold. 
Should  he  write  a book  of  American  reminis- 
cences we  may  be  sure  of  the  old  charm  of 
treatment,  the  grace,  the  felicity,  the  sparkle, 
which  are  familiar  in  all  his  work.  In  speak- 
ing to  a reporter  of  Chicago,  he  recently  said : 
u I would  not  go  to  see  the  pig-stickiug  at  the 
stock-yards.  Certainly  not!  Why  should  I 
wish  to  see  pig-sticking?”  He  prefers  Phila- 
delphia to  any  American  city,  but  everywhere 
he  found  kindness  and  affectionateness.  The 
Americans,  however,  ho  thinks,  are  a commer- 
cial people,  with  the  intellectual  limitations 
of  such.  This  struck  him,  as  the  insular  lim- 
itations and  the  thinly  veneered  Berserker  in 
the  English  race  struck  Tainc. 

But  the  American  ladies  Mr.  Arnold  most 
warmly  praises.  44  While  many  of  the  gentle- 
men have  the  tone  of  feeling  and  the  speech 
of  English  gentlemen,  the  ladies  are  much 
more  engaging  than  English  ladies,  are  better 
informed,  and  more  capable  in  conversation.” 
Poor  man!  he  must  settle  that  remark  with 
his  own  country-women.  It  will  not  disturb 
those  who  are  accustomed  to  such  homage. 
We  hope  that  Mr.  Arnold  will  give  us  the  ar- 
ticle. America  lies  like  a great  good-natured 
giant  on  the  Western  continent,  smiling  in  his 
shaggy  strength  at  the  crowd  of  pilgrims  who 
come  in  every  mood  of  prejudice,  or  admira- 
tion, or  simple  wonder,  amused  by  their  angry 
and  vehement  comments,  but  recognizing 
readily  the  word  that  really  hits  or  rebukes, 
and  weighing  with  unchanged  aspect  every- 
thing that  is  said.  Nobody  knows  so  well 
as  he  the  value  of  De  Tocqucville,  and  the 
worthlcssuess  of  other  books  that  have  been 
written  about  him.  It  is  because  Matthew 
Arnold’s  view  would  be  worthy  of  attention 
that  intelligent  Americans  would  be  glad  to 
know  it. 


fifrtar’s  literan;  Btrorir. 


MR.  F.  W.  ROBINSON’S  A Fair  Maid 1 is  one 
of  those  rare  novels  that  defy  criticism 
by  disarming  the  critic.  So  full  and  rapid  is  the 
rush  of  its  narrative,  so  racy  and  spirited  the 
flow  of  its  dialogue,  so  manifold  and  various 
the  alternations  and  transitions  of  its  inci- 
dents, and  so  marked  aud  attractive  the  per- 

1 A J^air  Maid.  A Novel.  By  F.  W.  Robinson. 
44  Franklin  Square  Library.”  4 to,  pp.  72.  New  York : 
Harper  and  Brothers. 


sonality  of  its  characters,  that  the  censor  is  in 
no  mood  to  criticise,  but  insensibly  surrenders 
himself  to  the  developments  of  the  plot,  and  is 
carried  away  by  the  absorbing  movement  of 
the  story.  Its  scene  is  laid  in  the  same  rich 
English  county  of  Kent  with  which  we  have 
been  made  so  delightfully  familiar  in  several 
of  Mr.  Blackmore’s  most  engrossing  tales,  hut 
it  is  presented  to  us  under  widely  different  as- 
pects. Instead  of  tho  lush  fields  of  waving 
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grain,  the  thrifty  orchards  bending  under  gold- 
en fruit,  the  luxuriant  meadows  dotted  with 
hay-cocks  and  lazy  kine,  the  bright  landscapes 
flecked  with  swiftly  chasing  sun  and  shade, 
the  ample  and  well-stored  barns,  the  cool  and 
inviting  dairies,  the  troops  of  hard-working 
but  joyous  farm  lads  and  lasses,  and  the  roomy 
and  substantial  homesteads,  whose  wide-open 
doors  are  eloquent  of  hospitality  and  overflow- 
ing creature  comforts,  on  which  Mr.  Blackmore 
lavishes  the  wealth  of  his  descriptive  powers, 
Mr.  Robinson  introduces  us  to  the  dark  and 
seamy  side  of  Kentish -land,  to  unlovely  hop 
fields,  to  swarms  of  lawless,  screaming,  fight- 
ing male  and  female  hop-pickers,  to  troops  of 
drunken  and  abandoned  women,  worse  even 
than  the  brntes  of  men  who  keep  them  com- 
pany, tramping  hither  and  yon  on  the  lookout 
lor  another  job,  aud  forming  black  blots  upon 
the  green  country  round  about,  to  weird  and 
stifling  oast-houses,  half-mined  lime- kilns, 
empty  and  dismantled  barns,  and  gloomy  and 
forbidding  homesteads.  Not  exclusively,  how- 
ever, does  Mr.  Robinson  confine  himself  to  this 
sombre  side  of  Kentish  rural  life.  It  is  but 
the  effective  foreground  of  a picture  in  which 
all  the  moods  and  phases  of  Kentish  life  and 
scenery  are  vividly  limned,  its  brightness  and 
sunshine  as  well  as  its  cloud  and  gloom.  Un- 
like Mr.  Wilkie  Collins  and  novelists  of  his 
school,  who  jealously  nurse  a secret  or  a mys- 
tery lest  the  reader  should  surprise  and  pene- 
trate it  before  the  supreme  moment  arrives 
when  it  is  predestined  that  the  curtain  shall 
be  raised,  Mr.  Robinson  generously  takes  the 
reader  into  his  confidence  at  the  outset,  and 
shares  with  him  the  secret  upon  which  the 
action  of  his  story  hinges  while  its  actors  are 
still  perplexed  and  entangled  by  it,  and  are 
ignorantly  or  intelligently  engaged  in  unrav- 
elling it.  In  this  way  we  are  enabled  to  form 
our  own  estimate,  long  in  advance,  of  the  prob- 
ability or  improbability  of  their  escapo  from 
their  entanglements,  and  to  follow  their  move- 
ments with  a new  and  livelier  interest.  We 
shall  not  presume  to  give  an  outline  of  this 
line  story,  since  its  nature  is  such  that  an  ex- 
posure of  its  plot  would  be  to  ungenerously 
forestall  it  with  the  reader,  and  rob  him  of 
much  of  his  enjoyment.  We  shall  only  lift 
the  curtain  so  far  as  to  say  that  among  the 
actors  in  the  story  the  reader  will  encounter 
several  remarkably  impressive  or  attractive 
characters,  remarkable  for  their  massive  origi- 
nality and  individuality,  and  for  their  bright- 
ness, sweetness,  grace,  aud  supreme  self-forget- 
fulness and  self-devotion. 


So  widely  dissimilar  are  the  methods  aud 
the  requirements  of  science  aud  art,  that  it 
might  be  naturally  supposed  that  the  life-long 
studies  and  investigations  which  have  been 
prosecuted  by  Dr.  William  A.  Hammond  in  the 
difficult  scientific  specialties  of  his  profession 
would  be  an  unfriendly  preparatory  training 
for  the  production  of  a work  in  the  department 


of  romance.  Nevertheless,  he  has  produced  a 
novel  which  has  many  substantial  and  some 
very  striking  merits,  although  it  may  be  safe- 
ly predicted  of  it  that  it  will  not  gain  for  him 
that  distinction  in  the  world  of  romantic  art 
that  his  professional  labors  have  won  for  him 
in  that  of  science.  CleVer,  vigorous,  and  at 
times  brilliant  and  dramatic  as  Lai 5 must  be 
conceded  to  be,  it  is  yet  unmistakably  the 
work  of  a neophyte  iu  art,  and  as  unmistaka- 
bly bears  the  stamp  of  omateurship.  Its  de- 
scriptions are  spirited  and  vivid,  but  hard  and 
unfinished;  its  conceptions  and  delineations 
of  character  almost  invariably  lack  those  sub- 
tle elements  that  constitute  individuality ; and 
its  narrative  is  varied  and  eventful,  but  un- 
equal, and  too  often  and  even  tediously  inter- 
rupted by  scientific  or  pbilosophical  reflections 
and  digressions  which  provokingly  retard  the 
action  of  the  story,  and  are  evidently  intro- 
duced as  merely  mechanical  contrivances  in- 
tended to  throw  light  on  the  motives  aud  acts, 
or  to  give  a clew  to  the  idiosyncrasies  aud 
character,  of  some  of  the  leading  personages. 

The  scene  of  the  story  is  laid  iu  the  mount- 
ain-peaks and  table-lands  aud  amid  the  gulch- 
es and  cafions  of  one  of  our  far  Western  Terri- 
tories, wThither  its  hero,  John  Tj’scovns,  a Polish 
nobleman,  had  been  drawn  by  a dream.  Of 
the  early  years  of  this  man,  and  of  the  influ- 
ences that  entered  into  the  growth  and  devel- 
opment of  his  character,  nothing  is  revealed, 
but  when  ho  is  introduced  to  the  reader  he  is 
in  the  plenitude  of  his  vigorous  prime,  ami  ia 
represented  as  an  accomplished  man  of  tbe 
world,  gifted  with  a lofty  and  courageous  na- 
ture, endowed  with  great  physical  strength 
and  rare  powers  of  endurance,  aud  withal  a 
scholar,  a thinker,  a philosopher,  a mystic,  aud 
a dreamer.  For  many  years  he  had  brooded 
over  his  conception  of  a great  literary  work 
which  was  to  revolutionize  thought  and  be 
productive  of  untold  benefits  to  maukiud.  He 
had  meditated  over  this  work  in  the  quiet 
of  his  native  home,  while  enduring  the  hard- 
ships of  exile  in  Siberia,  and  while  travelling 
or  residing  in  various  European  states.  But 
owing  to  his  absorption  in  the  w ork  of  col- 
lecting materials,  and  in  his  observations, 
thoughts,  and  speculations,  he  had  made  no 
headway  with  it.  In  reality  the  work  was  yet 
to  be  begun,  so  far  as  the  reduction  of  the 
thoughts  aud  reflections  that  he  had  accumu- 
lated to  writing  was  concerned;  aud  instead 
of  realizing  that  he  wTas  overburdening  him- 
self with  materials  and  heaping  up  difficulties 
which  made  the  task  of  writing  more  formida- 
ble, he  suddenly  sprung  to  the  conclusion  that 
it  was  the  fault  of  his  environments,  that  he 
had  exhausted  all  that  the  Old  World  could 
give  him,  that  the  peculiar  character  of  its 
civilization  stifled  originality  of  thought,  that 
his  w hole  nature  must  bo  changed  if  be  would 


8 Led.  A Novel.  By  William  A.  Hammond.  12mo, 
pp.  406.  New  York : D.  Appleton  and  Co. 
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succeed  with  his  work,  and  that  he  mast  seek 
the  originality  he  coveted  and  the  change  he 
needed  in  some  new  land,  where  the  physical 
surroundings  were  more  inspiring,  where  he 
could  cut  himself  loose  from  the  influences 
that  paralyzed  his  constructive  and  inventive 
energies,  and  where,  in  the  vastness  and  soli- 
tude of  nature,  he  could  give  himself  up  to  the 
abstract  and  introspective  thought  which  he 
conceived  to  be  essential  to  the  production  of 
his  magnum  opus . While  our  philosophic  schol- 
ar was  in  this  mood,  not  realizing  or  caring  to 
realize  that  he  had  already  cogitated  too  much, 
and  that  in  reality  he  dreaded  to  begin  tlie 
work  of  writing  up  his  “abstract  and  intro- 
spective thought,17  and  would  gladly  put  it 
off,  as  the  “most  noble  Felix77  put  off  St.  Paul, 
to  a more  “convenient  season,77  the  spirit  of 
Zimmermann,  the  celebrated  mystical  philoso- 
pher and  writer  on  solitude,  who  had  been 
dead  for  nearly  a hundred  years,  appeared  to 
him  in  a sleeping  or  waking  vision,  aud  reveal- 
ed to  him  that  it  would  be  impossible  for  him 
to  accomplish  his  great  work  in  the  air  of  the 
corrupt  and  effete  civilization  of  the  Old  World ; 
that  if  he  would  prosecute  it  successfully  he 
must  turn  his  back  on  Europe  and  go  to  that 
new  continent  beyoud  the  sea  iu  whose  mount- 
ain heights  the  air  is  so  highly  rarefied  that 
the  lungs  are  forced  to  extreme  expansion  in 
order  to  get  enough  oxygen  to  serve  the  pur- 
poses of  life,  where  the  ozonized  atmosphere 
would  destroy  the  impurities  that  the  atmos- 
phere of  Europe  had  incorporated  into  his  sys- 
tem, and  where,  consequently,  thought  would 
be  more  profound,  and  above  all  purer  and 
freer.  The  shade  of  the  defunct  philosopher 
wound  up  these  and  similar  scientific  pedan- 
tries by  pointing  out  on  a globe  the  precise 
spot  in  America  where  all  the  features  were 
in  consonance  with  the  spiritual  needs  of  Tys- 
covus,  and  by  charging  him  to  go  thither,  ac- 
companying his  command  writh  explicit  direc- 
tions for  finding  the  highly  favored  spot,  even 
to  its  exact  longitude  and  latitude,  and  such 
other  minute  landmarks  as  would  have  satis- 
fied the  most  methodical  of  surveyors.  Tys- 
coyub  lost  no  time  in  his  quest,  and  the  real 
action  of  the  story  begins  with  his  appearance 
upon  the  spot  described  by  the  spirit  of  Zim- 
mermann, and  his  identification  of  it  down  to 
the  most  minute  detail.  Here  a great  change 
indeed  awaited  him.  In  lieu  of  the  “effete 
civilization77  of  Europe,  he  is  brought  at  once 
in  contact  with  that  rude  and  lawless,  but 
exceedingly  vigorous,  civilization  of  America 
which  is  represented  by  its  cow-boys,  cattle 
thieves,  and  murderers,  with  their  corollaries 
of  regulators,  vigilance  committees,  and  the 
summary  methods  of  Judge  Lynch.  He  finds 
the  spot  that  had  been  described  in  his  dream 
occupied  by  the  cabin  of  a red-handed  homi- 
cide, with  w horn  he  speedily  struck  a bargain  for 
its  ownership.  Indeed,  he  had  j ust  come  in  the 
nick  of  time  to  do  this  promptly,  and  even  ad- 
vantageously, for  the  ruffian  had  most  oppor- 


tunely received  a warning  that  “ the  commit- 
tee,77 meaning  the  regulators,  would  visit  him 
that  evening  and  hang  him  to  the  nearest  tree, 
in  retaliation,  not  for  a recent  murder  that  he 
had  perpetrated  in  cold  blood — that  being  a 
comparatively  venial  escapade  according  to 
their  code — but  for  the  unpardonable  offense 
of  cattle-stealing.  Mr.  Bosler — for  that  was  the 
classical  name  of  the  scoundrel — had  barely 
time  to  close  the  sale  of  his  premises,  pocket  the 
proceeds,  and  disappear  with  his  family  and 
household  belongings  in  one  of  the  neighboring 
gulches  or  cafions,  when  the  regulators  appeared 
upon  the  scene,  and  in  their  prompt  and  dead- 
earnest  way  had  almost  made  an  innocent  vic- 
tim of  Tyscovus  before  they  discovered  that  ho 
was  not  the  man  they  were  after.  His  narrow 
escape  from  death  by  banging  at  their  hands 
brought  its  compensations,  however,  for  his 
courageous  bearing  in  the  emergency,  and  the 
great  muscular  power  he  displayed,  to  the  dis- 
comfiture of  some  of  their  number,  converted 
his  would-be  executioners  into  his  fervent  ad- 
mirers, and  in  connection  with  a flogging  that 
he  administered  in  a hand-to-hand  fight  to 
one  of  the  most  powerful  desperadoes  of  the 
vicinity,  who  had  visited  him  on  burglarious 
thoughts  intent,  made  him  at  ^single  bound, 
as  it  were,  not  only  a popular  hero,  but  the 
most  popular  man  in  the  region.  But,  besides 
these,  another  element  now  entered  into  the 
experience  of  Tyscovus,  which  was  destined  to 
effect  a more  pronounced  change  in  him  and  a 
greater  expansion  of  his  ideas  than  was  effect- 
ed by  the  oxygen  and  ozone  predicted  by  Zim- 
mermann. He  had  another  vision,  in  which  he 
saw  no  unsubstantial  shade,  but  a woman  of 
superb  physical  beauty  and  strength.  It  was 
Lai,  the  rude,  crassly  ignorant,  aud  thorough- 
ly uncultured  daughter  of  Bosler,  pure  amidst 
the  hardest,  coarsest,  and  most  vulgar  sur- 
roundings, endowed  with  an  instinctive  deli- 
cacy and  refinement,  a native  intelligence,  and 
an  intuitive  perception  of  the  right,  the  true, 
and  the  womanly  that  no  evil  associations 
could  efface,  combined  with  a fearlessness  that 
no  danger  could  daunt,  a courage  and  resolu- 
tion that  no  brutality  could  subdue,  and  a re- 
serve of  love  and  tenderness  that  nothing 
could  exhaust.  This  figure  came  between  him 
aud  his  studies : nay,  it  was  his  study ; and  al- 
though another  figure  interposed — again  that 
of  a woman,  loving,  beautiful,  cultivated,  ac- 
complished, and  learned  above  her  sex — to  dis- 
tract his  attention  temporarily,  his  study  of 
this  perfect  product  of  the  highest  civiliza- 
tion served  only  to  heighten  his  admiration 
for  Lai,  the  wild  and  untutored  child  of  na- 
ture, until  at  last  it  ripened  into  overmas- 
tering and  enduring  love.  The  unfolding  of 
the  character  and  conscience,  the  taste  and 
intelligence,  of  this  frontier  wild  flower,  the 
brutal  ordeals  to  which  she  is  subjected,  and 
from  which  she  extricates  herself  unharmed 
by  her  own  pluck  and  energy,  the  blossoming 
of  her  love  for  the  hero  of  the  tale,  and  the 
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discovery  that  she  was  not  the  child  of  the 
ruffian  Bosler,  but  had  been  stolen  by  him  in 
infancy  from  parents  of  great  refinement  and 
intelligence,  are  woven  into  a romance  of  gen- 
uine but  unequal  power,  and  in  which,  besides 
this  growth  of  a soul  and  birth  of  love,  are  also 
depicted  some  dramatic  scenes  of  far  Western 
life,  illustrative  of  its  lawlessness  and  sense  of 
honor,  its  fierceness  and  gentleness,  its  strange 
commingling  of  vices  and  virtues,  its  bospital- 
ity,  generosity,  and  quick  recognition  of  phys- 
ical or  intellectual  excellence.  This  synopsis 
makes  some  of  the  grotesque  absurdities  and 
pedantries  of  the  tale  more  apparent  than  they 
will  be  to  the  reader,  whose  attention  will  be 
interested  and  absorbed  by  its  rapidly  shifting 
scenes,  its  stirring  and  novel  incidents,  and  its 
striking  contrasts  of  life  and  character. 


Very  delicate  and  fragrant  are  the  flowers 
of  fancy  which  Queen  Elizabeth  of  Roumania 
(better  known  by  her  literary  sobriquet  of  u Car- 
men Sylva”)  has  wreathed  together  in  the  “ cy- 
cle of  tales”  to  which  she  has  given  the  gen- 
eral title  Pilgrim  Sorrow.*  Although  they  are 
not  formally  so  announced,  these  charming  lit- 
tle tales  are  in  part  autobiographical,  and  un- 
der the  guise  of  some  figurative  or  imaginary 
characters  reproduce  many  pleasing,  or  ten- 
der, or  pathetic  passages  in  the  life  of  this 
exemplary  queen  and  true  gentlewoman,  or, 
couched  beneath  some  translucent  allegory, 
give  utterance  to  her  hopes,  fears,  aud  aspira- 
tions, and  to  her  experiences  of  the  joys  and 
sorrows,  the  trials  and  temptations,  the  victo- 
ries and  the  defeats,  of  life.  Each  of  the  tales 
is  a separate  but  related  allegory,  in  which 
the  intangible  external  influences  aud  internal 
emotions  that  affect  the  heart  and  mould  the 
character  are  personified  and  invested  with 
human  attributes,  while  still  retaining  their 
own  special  traits  and  qualities.  In  this  way 
Life  and  Death,  Strife  and  Peace,  Love  and 
Happiness,  Work  and  Patience,  Doubt  aud 
Truth,  Innocence,  Courage,  Ambition,  Pain,  and 
Sorrow  are  symbolized,  their  relations  to  and 
associations  with  mankind  are  defined  and  il- 
lustrated, and  helpful  lessons  are  inculcated 
for  the  conduct  of  life  under  all  the  joyous  or 
painful  vicissitudes  to  which  it  may  be  sub- 
jected. Although  the  title  of  the  group  of 
stories  is  Pilgrim  Sorrow,  and  although  sorrow 
in  some  one  of  its  forms  is  a constant  factor  in 
them,  it  must  not  be  concluded  that  they  are 
sombre  or  morbid.  On  the  contrary,  they  are 
so  laden  with  wise  and  beautiful  thoughts  and 
examples  from  which  the  consolations  and  air 
leviations  of  hope  may  be  drawn,  and  sorrow 
itself  is  shown  to  be  so  pitiful  and  gentle  and 
wholesome,  that  they  minister  rather  to  cheer- 
ful but  quiet  pensiveness  than  to  feelings  of 


* Pilgrim  Sorrow.  A Cycle  of  Tales.  By  (Carmen 
Sylva)  Queen  Elizabeth  of  Roumania.  Translated  by 
Helen  Zimmeun.  16mo,  pp.  28 i.  New  York : Henry 
Holt  and  Co. 


sadness  and  dejection.  A graceful  biograph- 
ical sketch  by  the  translator  is  prefixed  to  the 
tales. 


Although  it  can  not  in  any  strict  sense  be 
considered  the  fruit  of  original  research,  since 
its  materials  have  been  long  aud  well  known 
to  geographical  and  historical  scholars,  Mr. 
Arthur  J.  Weise’s  account  of  The  Diewtcnt* 
of  America  to  the  Tear  15254  is  a work  of  real 
value  and  great  interest,  and  has  involved  the 
study  and  collation  of  many  old,  rare,  aud  not 
easily  accessible  books,  maps,  and  manuscripts, 
a careful  review  and  comparison  of  the  various 
reports  that  have  been  made  by  early  writers 
of  the  voyages  of  those  whom  they  believed  to 
have  been  the  first  discoverers  of  those  portions 
of  the  coast  of  America  lying  between  Baffin 
Bay  and  Tierra  del  Fucgo,  and  a diligent  peru- 
sal of  the  largo  accumulations  of  recent  papers 
and  publications  on  the  subject.  The  chief 
merit  of  Mr.  Weise’s  book,  and  its  distinguish- 
ing feature,  is  the  compression  in  a single  con- 
venient volume,  in  a continuous  narrative  ar- 
ranged in  chronological  sequence,  of  all  the  au- 
thenticated records  of  voyages  in  North  Ameri- 
can waters  and  of  discoveries  on  the  mainland 
prior  to  1525,  and  tho  elimination  from  con- 
temporaneous and  recent  accounts  of  what- 
ever is  now  conceded  to  be  erroneous  or  apoc- 
ryphal. To  the  general  reader,  who  has  neither 
the  time  nor  tho  opportunity  to  consult,  much 
less  to  study  and  compare,  the  multitude  of 
scattered  books  and  manuscripts  in  which  the 
narratives  of  the  early  voyagers  and  discover- 
ers, or  of  their  historiographers,  are  preserved 
in  minute  and  oftentimes  tedious  detail,  Mr. 
Weise’s  epitome  will  prove  an  acceptable  sub- 
stitute, sufficiently  full  for  all  practical  pur- 
poses, and  more  trustworthy  and  intelligible 
thau  most  of  tho  early  relations,  especially 
since  many  of  them  were  written  in  foreign 
languages.  Not  inappropriately,  we  think, Mr. 
Weise  prefaces  the  special  task  he  has  set  him- 
self to  perform  with  two  introductory  chaptera 
embodying  the  traditions  and  legends  that 
were  in  vogue  among  the  ancients  preserving 
the  memory  of  a vast  continent  lying  to  the 
westward  of  Europe,  the  theories  that  have 
been  current  respecting  the  origin  of  the  ab- 
original Americau  races,  an  outline  account  of 
the  alleged  discovery  of  America  by  the  North- 
men— a discovery,  by-the-way,  which  in  his 
opinion  rests  more  upon  conjecture  than  upon 
evidence — and  brief  summaries  of  the  wonder- 
stories  of  Marco  Polo  and  Sir  John  Maiuleville, 
and  of  the  attempts  that  were  made  by  tho 
Portuguese  aud  others  prior  to  the  advent  of 
Columbus  to  discover  a direct  water  route  to 
India.  Having  thus  disposed  of  fable  and  tra- 
dition, aud  also  of  the  partial  discoveries  before 
1492,  Mr.  Weise  enters  upon  a scries  of  histor- 
ical sketches  and  summaries  describing  the  va- 

4 The  Discoveries  of  America  to  tM  Year  1525.  By  Ar- 
thur James  Weise.  M.A.  8vo,  pp.  880.  New  York: 
G.  P.  Putnam's  Sons. 
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rious  expeditions  that  were  fitted  oat  under 
Spanish,  Portuguese,  English,  *Dutch,  and 
French  auspiees,  under  the  leadership  of  Co- 
lumbus, Cabot,  Amerigo  Vespucci,  Verrazzano, 
and  other  discoverers,  and  giving  full  accounts 
of  their  discoveries  on  the  mainland  of  the 
North  American  continent  and  in  the  adjacent 
waters.  Mr.  Weise  has  made  large  use  of  the 
reports  of  the  original  discoverers, which  he  pre- 
sents to  the  reader  in  the  form  of  careful  trans- 
lations when  needed,  and  which  give  us  their 
fresh  and  genuine  impressions  both  as  to  the 
people  and  countries  visited  and  their  own  sev- 
eral claims  to  priority  of  discovery.  His  work  is 
a model  of  carefulness  and  candor,  especially 
when  dealing  with  rival  or  controverted  claims. 
Its  chiefest  interest,  however,  centres  upon  his 
account  of  the  discoveries  by  Verrazzano  in 
1524,  credit!  ug  that  enterprising  navigator  with 
the  first  discovery  and  description  of  all  that 
portion  of  the  American  coast  which  extends 
from  the  Carolinas  to  Maine,  and  which  he 
named  New  France,  and  establishing  the  fact 
that  he  discovered  and  sailed  up  the  Qudson, 
or,  as  he  styled  it,  the  Grand  or  Great  River 
(una  Graudissima  Riviera),  as  far  as  the  Pali- 
sades nearly  a century  before  it  was  visited 
by  Hendrik  Hudson  in  the  Half -Moon.  In  this 
connection  Mr.  Weise  broaches  a new  theory  of 
the  origin  of  the  name  Manhattan,  afterward 
applied  by  the  Dutch  to  the  site  of  New  York. 
His  claim  is  that  instead  of  this  name  having 
been  first  given  to  the  island  by  the  Dutch,  it 
was  in  reality  a corruption  of  the  title  given 
to  the  inhabitants  by  Verrazzano  nearly  a hun- 
dred years  before,  and  imperfectly  handed 
down  by  the  natives. 

The  elegance  and  consequent  expensiveness 
of  Mr.  Weise’s  volume  will  be  a bar  to  the 
popular  use  for  which  it  is  otherwise  admira- 
bly adapted.  It  will,  however,  be  prized  by 
scholars,  and  especially  by  those  who  are  in- 
terested in  geographical  and  historical  inves- 
tigations, for  the  fullness  and  fidelity  of  its 
summaries,  the  copiousness  of  its  citations  and 
annotations,  the  excellence  of  its  translations, 
and  its  valuable  maps. 


The  researches  and  discoveries  of  science 
during  the  last  half  a century,  aud  the  mate- 
rialistic and  rationalistic  theories  and  hypoth- 
eses built  upon  them  that  have  obtained  large 
credence,  have  rendered  necessary  a thorough 
revision  of  the  theological  methods  and  a care- 
ful restatement  of  the  theological  doctrines 
and  opinions  that  were  once  generally  accept- 
ed and  considered  satisfactory.  Indeed,  so 
wide  is  the  difference  between  the  theology  of 
to-day  aud  that  of  fifty  or  a hundred  years 
ago,  that  it  amounts  almost  to  a revolution — 
a revolution  as  great  as  that  which,  in  another 
sphere  of  human  activity,  has  been  wrought  in 
the  weapons  and  missiles  of  war.  So  that  the 
theologian  who  should  now  confine  himself  to 
the  use  of  the  proofs,  arguments,  and  reason- 
ings that  were  relied  upon  os  effective  by  the 


theologian  of  a century  or  half  a century  ago 
would  be  as  far  behind  the  age,  and  as  com- 
pletely at  the  mercy  of  his  adversaries,  as  the 
soldier  who  should  trust  to  the  old-time  fire- 
lock or  the  ineffective  smooth-bore  canuon  of 
the  same  era,  in  opposition  to  the  unerring 
long-range  rifles  and  artillery  of  the  present 
day.  Such  a revision  and  restatement  have 
been  made  with  great  candor  and  learning,  in 
an  important  department  of  the  theological 
field,  by  Professor  George  T.  Ladd,  of  Yale  Col- 
lege, in  a comprehensive  work,  whose  title — 
The  Doctrine  of  Saa'ed  Sci'ipture ; a Critical , His- 
torical, and  Dogmatic  Inquiry  into  the  Origin  and 
Nature  of  the  Old  and  New  Testaments * — very 
accurately  defines  its  scope  and  bearing.  The 
work  is  an  inquiry  into  the  origin  and  nature 
of  the  Sacred  Scriptures  in  the  acceptod  canon, 
as  considered  in  the  totality  of  their  phenom- 
ena and  in  their  complete  history ; and  iu  the 
course  of  this  inquiry  it  discusses  in  the  lar- 
gest sense  of  the  words,  What  are  the  claims 
of  the  Bible!  and  What  is  the  Bible!  The 
inquiry  is  opened  with  a thorough  aud  com- 
prehensive induction,  which  includes  an  in- 
vestigation, first,  into  the  claims  of  the  Bible, 
and  second,  into  its  different  classes  of  phe- 
nomena. In  examining  the  question,  What 
does  the  Bible  claim  to  be!  the  infallibility 
of  the  claims  made  by  the  Bible  for  itself  is 
not  advanced  or  assumed  by  Dr.  Ladd,  but 
the  claims  themselves  are  critically  scrutinized 
as  constituting  one  class  of  those  facts  which 
must  be  taken  into  account  by  a complete  in- 
duction. After  an  exegetical  exposition  of 
these  claims  they  are  tested,  corrected,  and 
amplified  by  an  examination  of  the  various 
orders  of  phenomena  which  have  entered  into 
the  concrete  reality  of  the  Bible ; a classifica- 
tion is  made  of  the  different  conteuts  of  the 
Biblical  writings  j and  the  discussion  of  these 
contents  is  followed  by  dissertations,  in  suc- 
cessive chapters,  upon  their  language,  style, 
and  authorship,  and  upon  the  canon  and  text 
of  the  Bible,  the  aim  being  kept  constantly  in 
mind  to  lay  in  a thorough  and  comprehensive 
induction  of  the  foundations  of  a doctrine  of 
Sacred  Scripture.  The  discussion  involves  an 
investigation  of  the  nature  of  the  Old  Testa- 
ment Scripture  as  determined  by  the  teaching 
of  Christ,  of  the  nature  of  the  New  Testament 
Scripture  as  determined  by  the  promises  of 
Christ,  of  the  claims  of„the  Old  Testament  os 
put  forth  in  its  own  writings,  of  the  claims 
made  for  the  Old  Testament  by  the  writers  of 
the  New  Testament,  and  of  the  claims  made  for 
the  New  Testament  by  its  own  writers;  also 
an  examination  of  all  the  principal  classes  of 
phenomena  w hich  belong  to  the  whole  Bible 
as  a concrete  and  historic  product,  and  a 
searching  inquiry  into  the  doctrine  of  Sacred 


* The  Doctrine  of  Sacred  Scripture : a Critical f Histor- 
ical, and  Dogmatic  Inquiry  into  the  Origin  and  Nature 
of  the  Old  and  New  Testaments.  By  George  T.  Ladd. 
D.D.  In  Two  Volumes,  8vo,  pp.  761  and  765.  New 
York ; Charles  Scribner's  Sons. 


Digitized  by 


Gck  igle 


Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


802 


HARPER’S  NEW  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE. 


Scriptnre  as  related  to  or  dependent  npon  the 
scientific,  miraculous,  historical,  predictive,  and 
ethico-religious  contents  of  the  Bible,  and  as 
exhibited  by  its  style,  principles  of  composi- 
tion, and  authorship.  This  exhaustive  inves- 
tigation and  examination  constitute  the  first 
volume,  or  the  entire  inductive  half,  of  the 
work.  The  second  volume,  pursuing  the  in- 
quiry as  if  it  were  proposed  before  the  tribunal 
of  our  ethical  and  religions  consciousness,  in- 
stitutes a careful  historical  investigation  of 
the  questions : first,  What  has  the  Church 
Catholic  believed  to  be  true  concerning  the 
Bible  T aud  second,  What  doctrine  of  Sacred 
Scripture  accords  with  all  the  most  closely  al- 
lied Christian  doctrines,  and  with  the  common 
experiences  of  men  in  the  direction  and  growth 
of  the  religious  lifet  As  the  result  of  the  in- 
quiry the  conclusion  is  satisfactorily  estab- 
lished that  the  essential  claims  of  the  Bible 
for  itself  are  not  negatived,  but  rather  are 
confirmed,  by  all  the  discoveries  of  modern 
historical  and  critical  researches,  so  that  a cer- 
tain view  of  the  Biblical  writings  may  be  in- 
ductively established,  which  view  is  further 
expanded  and  confirmed  by  the  ancient  per- 
manent opinion  of  the  Church  Catholic. 


One  of  the  most  interesting  incidents  of  our 
home  literature  at  this  juncture  is  the  great 
attention  that  is  given  by  earnest  and  able 
thiukers  and  writers  to  the  preparation,  and 
by  enterprising  publishers  to  the  publication, 
of  small  and  inexpensive  books  on  large  sub- 
jects. Many  of  the  books  in  the  class  to  which 
we  refer  are  scarcely  larger  than  a primer,  but 
their  subject-matter  is  of  large  and  permanent 
interest,  and  excellent  in  quality.  Embracing 
a wide  rauge  of  topics,  which  are  treated  with 
equal  brevity  and  thoroughness,  these  publi- 
cations have  reached  largq  proportions,  and 
promise  to  constitute  a valuable  educational 
agency,  directed  to  the  popular  diffusion  of 
knowledge  in  many  branches  from  which  the 
great  body  of  the  people  have  been  hitherto 
debarred.  The  character  of  these  cheap  and 
unpretending  books  may  be  divined  from  a 
glance  at  the  contents  of  half  a score  of  them 
which  we  shall  take  promiscuously  from  their 
number,  and  which  are  fairly  representative 
of  the  quality  of  this  interesting  class  of  pub- 
lications. 

Lying  nearest  to  our  hand  are  three  brief 
and  instructive  essays*  in  the  department  of 
mental  and  moral  philosophy,  by  Dr.  McCosh, 
in  which  he  exposes  with  characteristic  cogen- 
cy and  candor  the  fallacy  of  the  wide-spread 
impression  that  the  advance  of  thought,  and 

• “ Philosophic  Series.1 1 Certitude , Providence , and 
Prayer.  By  James  McCosut  D.D.,  etc.  8vo,  pp.  46. 
New  York:  Charles  Scribner’s  Sons. 

The  Same.  Locke's  Theory  qf  Knowledge.  With 
a Notice  of  Berkeley.  By  James  McCosh,  D.D.,  etc. 
8vo.  pp.  77.  New  York  : Charles  Scribner’s  Sons. 

The  Same.  Agnosticism  of  llume  and  Huxley.  With 
a Notice  of  the  Scottish  School.  By  James  McCosh, 
D.D.,  etc.  8vo,  pp.  77.  New  York : Charles  Scribner's 
Sons. 


especially  of  natural  science,  has  overthrown 
the  old  andTund&mental  truths  of  philosophy 
and  religion,  and  demonstrates  that  while  some 
of  these  truths  must  necessarily  be  put  in  a 
new  and  more  correct  form,  and  the  defense 
of  them  must  proceed  in  a wiser  way,  their 
radical  principle  remains  as  deeply  and  firmly 
established  as  ever.  In  the  course  of  this  se- 
ries of  essays  Dr.  McCosh  examines  the  doubts 
and  difficulties  that  have  proceeded  from  phi- 
losophy or  metaphysics,  from  natural  science, 
from  ethics,  and  from  cosmogonical  theories, 
with  their  consequences  of  agnosticism  sod 
skepticism,  and  he  subjects  each  of  them  to  a 
brief  but  searching  criticism  and  analysis.  In 
the  first  of  the  series,  on  Certitudet  Frorxdesce, 
and  Prayer,  he  gives  a more  sober  account  than 
is  usually  given  of  first  or  a priori  truths,  vin- 
dicates the  belief  in  a special  Providence  who 
hears  and  answers  prayer,  and  institutes  an 
inquiry  as  to  what  is  the  character  of  our 
world,  showing  that  it  is  neither  optimist  nor 
pessimist,  but  is  going  on  toward  perfection. 
In  the  other  two  essays  he  defends  aud  farther 
exemplifies  his  position  with  regard  to  a priori 
truths  by  a historical  aud  critical  survey  and 
review  of  the  philosophy  of  Locke,  Berkeley, 
and  Hume,  all  of  whom,  as  he  shows,  have 
exposed  prevailing  errors,  and  have  caught 
glimpses  of  important  troths,  bnt  have  pro- 
mulgated serions  error;  and  lie  accompanies 
his  recapitulation  of  the  truths  they  held,  and 
his  demonstration  of  the  errors  into  which  they 
fell,  w ith  succinct  sketches  of  their  lives  and 
literary  achievements,  and  with  condensed  out- 
lines of  their  general  theories.  The  essays  aw 
valuable  aids  to  faith,  and  are  admirably  adapt- 
ed for  training  the  mind  in  those  habits  of  close 
and  accurate  reasoning  which  are  all-essential 
in  the  study  or  intelligent  pernsal  of  meta- 
physical subjects. 


Another  field  of  philosophic  thought  is 
traversed  iu  four  lucid  and  well- written  essays 
by  T.  Nelson  Dale,  grouped  together  under  the 
title  of  The  Outskirts  of  Physical  Science ,7  They 
are  addressed  respectively  to  Christians  and 
naturalists,  marking  out  the  harmony  between 
Christian  faith  and  physical  science ; to  clas- 
sical and  scientific  teachers,  discussing  the  val- 
ue and  importance  of  scientific  studies,  and  as- 
signing them  their  place  and  use  iu  education; 
to  Biblical  and  geological  students,  suggest- 
ing and  enforcing  the  principles  of  interpreta- 
tion which  should  be  resorted  to  for  a tine 
comprehension  of  the  nature  and  object  of  the 
first  chapter  of  Genesis;  and  to  creationists 
and  evolution ists,  setting  forth  and  analyzing 
the  vital  questions  that  are  at  issue  in  the  con- 
flict between  religions  and  physical  science, 
and  establishing  the  conclusion  that  physical 
science  does  afford  some  ground  for  a belief  in 
the  existence  of  God,  aud  that  both  religions 


7 The  Outskirts  of  Physical  Science.  By  T.  Nklsoi 
Dale.  16mo,  pp.  187.  Boston : Lee  and  Shepard. 
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and  physical  science  point  unerringly  to  unity 
of  method  and  to  unity  of  source  in  one  mas- 
ter mind. 


One  of  the  best  intellectual  exercises  that 
can  be  presented  to  the  attention  of  those 
who  have  an  ambition  to  excel  as  close  think- 
ers aud  reasoners,  and  at  the  same  time  one  of 
the  most  graphic  presentments  that  is  extant 
of  the  life,  habits,  manners,  and  usages  of  the 
philosophers  and  philosophic  youth  of  Greece 
in  the  times  of  Socrates  and  Plato,  is  supplied 
in  a modest  little  volume  by  an  anonymous 
editor,  entitled,  A Day  in  Athens  with  Socrates* 
It  comprises  scholarly  translations  of  Plato’s 
celebrated  dialogues,  the  Protagoras , directed 
against  the  specious  but  fallacious  reasoning 
aud  the  defective  philosophy  of  the  Sophists, 
and  exposing  their  charlatanry,  their  para- 
doxes, and  their  practical  abuse  of  rhetoric  and 
of  metaphysical  discussion  by  subjecting  them 
to  a rigid  cross-examination ; and  the  Republic, 
in  which  Plato  makes  Socrates  the  medium  for 
a presentation  of  his  idea  of  a perfect  com- 
monwealth, and  unfolds  the  mystery  of  perfect 
justice  in  language  which  is  at  once  the  most 
poetical  and  the  most  philosophical  of  prose 
compositions.  The  editor  has  prefixed  to 
these  dialogues  a chastely  written  preface  in- 
troducing the  reader  to  the  actors  in  each  of 
them,  and  explaining  the  motives  that  underlie 
them,  and  in  an  appendix  he  supplies  a large 
body  of  valuable  notes  explanatory  of  the  lo- 
cal, historical,  and  classical  allusions  in  the 
text.  


The  history  of  the  influential  event  which 
forms  the  dividing  line  between  modern  and 
ancient  thought  aud  institutions  has  been  ably 
epitomized  by  Bishop  Hurst,  of  the  Methodist 
Episcopal  Church,  in  a modest  little  pocket 
volume  entitled,  A Short  History  of  the  Refor- 
mation* Within  the  briefest  compass  Dr. 
Hurst  has  condensed  all  the  salient  incidents 
and  principles  of  that  marvellous  revolution, 
without  sacrificing  grace  of  style  or  clearness 
and  continuity  of  narrative.  The  volume  is  a 
comprehensive  historical  outline,  in  which  the 
causes  that  led  to  and  the  principles  that  lay 
at  the  root  of  the  Reformation  are  traced  and 
defined,  the  events  that  paved  the  way  for  and 
attended  it  are  passed  carefully  under  review, 
the  religious,  intellectual,  and  political  move- 
ments of  the  times  that  prepared  Europe  for 
the  adoption  of  the  ideas  that  culminated  in 
civil  aud  religious  liberty  are  vigorously  out- 
lined, and  brief  and  animated  biographical 
portraits  are  given  of  the  pioneers  who  clear- 
ed the  way  for  the  Reformation,  and  of  the 
great  reformer  aud  his  friends  and  coadjutors 
who  precipitated  and  established  it. 

• A Day  in  Athens  with  Socrates.  Translations  from 
the  Protagoras  and  the  Republic  of  Plato.  16mo,  pp. 
145.  New  York : Charles  Scribner’s  Sons. 

• Short  History  qf  the  Reformation.  By  John  P. 
Hurst.  D.D.  18mo,  pp.  125.  New  York : Harper  and 
Brothers. 


The  theory  of  storms  is  discussed  with  mark- 
ed ability  by  Mr.  William  M.  Davis,  of  Har- 
vard College,  in  a scientific  monograph,  adapt- 
ed to  the  popular  understanding,  on  Whirl- 
winds, Cyclones,  and  Tornadoes .l0  In  this  ad- 
mirable little  treatise  the  equilibrium  of  the 
atmosphere  is  explained  and  illustrated,  the 
action  of  whirlwinds,  tropical  cyclones,  and 
water  vapor  in  cyclones  is  described,  an  expo- 
sition of  barometric  gradients  is  given,  the  ef- 
fect of  the  earth’s  rotation  aud  of  rain  on  the 
course  of  storms  is  considered  and  expounded, 
the  forces  in  cyclones  are  estimated,  rules  are 
furnished  for  avoiding  storms  at  sea,  and  a se- 
ries of  studies  is  prosecuted  of  the  storm  floods, 
storms,  and  tornadoes  that  occur  iu  the  United 
States,  the  whole  concluding  with  a statement 
in  outline  of  the  theory  of  tornadoes  first  pro- 
posed by  Mr.  Ferrel  a few  years  ago,  and  now 
generally  conceded  by  meteorologists  to  be 
the  most  ingenious  and  satisfactory  of  any  of 
the  theories  that  have  been  broached. 


Others  of  these  unpretending  volumes  are 
upon  subjects  which  have  a direct  and  prac- 
tical bearing  upon  the  needs  and  exigencies 
of  every-day  life  in  the  household,  the  family, 
the  library,  and  the  neighborhood.  In  this 
class  is  a sterling  little  emergency  hand-book 
prepared  by  Dr.  Robert  B.  Dixon,  of  the  Bos- 
ton Dispensary,  whose  title,  What  is  to  be  Donef 
A Hand-Book  for  the  Nursery , with  Useful  Hints 
for  Children  and  Adults,11  furnishes  a key  to 
its  contents.  Its  hints  and  directions  for  the 
prompt  treatment  of  accidents  and  sudden  at- 
tacks of  disease  are  not  ouly  eminently  safe 
aud  judicious,  but  are  such  as  may  be  easily  ex- 
temporized iu  the  absence  of  a physiciau  by  any 
person  of  ordinary  coolness  and  intelligence, 
aud  its  suggestions  with  reference  to  ventila- 
tion and  the  use  of  sauitary  agencies  for  the 
prevention  or  alleviation  of  disease  and  to  in- 
sure against  its  spread  are  thoroughly  wise  and 
practical. — Equally  safe  and  judicious  is  a trea- 
tise liy  Dr.  J.  K.  Shirk  on  Female  Hygiene  and  Fe- 
male Diseases ,la  written  in  plain  and  untechnical 
language  suited  to  the  understanding  and  in- 
tended for  the  general  guidance  of  parents. — 
Besides  the  above  are  the  following,  each  of 
which,  we  are  able  to  say  after  a careful  peru- 
sal, is  excellent  of  its  kind:  Notes  on  the  Opium 
Habit, x*  describing  its  causes,  symptoms,  reme- 
dies, and  general  treatment,  by  Asa  P.  Meylert, 
M.D.;  A Hand-Book  of  Tree-Planting ,u  in  which 
Mr.  Nathaniel  H.  Egleston,  chief  of  the  Forest- 
ry Division  in  the  Department  of  Agricultnre, 


10  Whirlwinds,  Cyclones . and  Tornadoes.  By  Will- 
iam Moiiris  Davis.  18mo,  pp.  90.  Boston : Lee  and 
8bepard. 

11  What  is  to  be  Done  t A Hand-Book  for  the  Nursery, 
etc.  By  Robert  B.  Dixon,  M.D.  18mo,  pp.  67.  Bos- 
ton : Lee  and  Shepard. 

19  Female  Hygiene  and  Female  Diseases.  By  J.  K. 
Shirk.  M.D.  16mo,  pp.  102.  Lancaster:  Lancaster 
Publishing  Co. 

13  Notes  on  the  Opium  Habit.  By  Asa  P.  Metxkrt, 
M.D.  10mo,  pn.  87.  New  York : G.  P.  Putnam’s  Sons. 

14  Hand-Book  of  Tree-Planting.  By  N.  H.  Eqleston. 
16mo,  pp.  126.  New  York : D.  Appleton  and  Co. 
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considers  and  answers  with  great  fullness 
and  particularity  the  practical  questions  why, 
where,  what,  and  how  to  plant  forest  and  oth- 
er trees;  A Modem  Proteus™  or  list  of  books 
published  under  more  than  one  title,  a con- 
venient reference -book  for  the  library,  by 
Janies  L.  Whitney;  A Dictionary  of  Electricity  ™ 
being  a hand-book  of  reference  for  electricians, 
which  includes  all  recent  electrical  and  tech- 
nical terms,  with  explanations  of  their  mean- 
ing and  application,  and  descriptions  of  new 
inventions  iu  electricity,  magnetism,  etc.;  and 
the  Hand-Book  of  the  St.  Nicholas  Agassiz  Asso- 
ciation,17  a sensible  and  handy  manual  pre- 
pared by  the  principal  of  Lenox  Academy,  de- 
signed to  awaken  a taste  for  the  observation 
of  natural  objects,  and  to  promote  the  forma- 
tion of  affiliated  associations  for  the  systematic 
study  of  natural  history,  to  which  end  it  em- 
bodies a large  amount  of  practical  information 
for  the  collection,  preservation,  classification, 
and  exchange  of  plants,  insects,  birds,  reptiles, 
minerals,  and  other  specimens. 


Scarcely  ten  years  have  elapsed  since  it 
was  supposed  that  the  application  of  electrici- 
ty to  practical  uses  was  exclusively  confined 
to  telegraphy  and  electroplating.  Outside  of 
these  two  uses  it  was  considered  merely  as  a 
costly  curiosity,  and  it  seemed  destined  to  re- 
main so.  But  since  then  the  rapidity  of  its 
application  to  other  uses,  and  especially  to  ar- 
tificial lighting,  has  resulted  in  the  invention 
of  a multiplicity  of  methods  and  instruments 
for  its  cheap  and  practical  utilization,  which 
have  followed  each  other  in  quick  succession, 
or  have  been  simultaneously  revealed  to  the 
researches  of  indefatigable  inventors  and  stu- 
dents of  physical  science,  until  the  accumula- 
tion of  discoveries  of  processes,  methods,  and 
machines  has  become  so  enormous  that  few, 
even  among  the  inventors  and  scientists  who 
have  been  most  active  in  the  work,  have  been 
able  to  keep  track  of  all  that  has  been  attempt- 
ed or  accomplished.  The  activity  with  which 
the  investigation  of  the  electric  light  has  been 
prosecuted,  the  great  nnmber  of  those  who 
have  been  engaged  in  it,  and  the  immense 
mass  of  experiments  that  have  been  made  and 
of  results  that  have  been  obtained,  have  also 
operated  to  invest  the  relation  of  the  history 
of  electric  lighting  with  great  and  increasing 
difficulties,  so  that  unless  a systematic  effort 
were  soon  made  to  complete  the  record  of  it 
up  to  the  present  time  by  some  one  possessing 
the  requisite  scientific  and  mechanical  know- 
ledge, it  would  shortly  become  impossible  to 
trace  its  progress  step  by  step  from  its  early 
beginnings  with  anything  like  accuracy,  to 

A Modern  Proteus.  Books  Published  under  more 
than  One  Title.  By  J ames  L.  Whitney.  ISmo,  pp.  10#. 
New  York : F.  Leypoldt. 

u A Dictionary  of  Electricity.  By  IIenry  Queer. 
16mo.  pp.  192.  New  York : College  of  Electrical  En- 
gineering. 

17  Hand-Book  of  the  St.  Nicholas  Agassiz  Association. 
By  FI.  II.  Ballard.  lGmo,  pp.  100.  Lenox,  Massachu- 
setts : The  Author. 


form  a correct  judgment  of  its  present  status, 
or  to  give  due  credit  to  those  who  have  con- 
tributed to  it  with  greater  or  less  effective- 
ness. Fortunately  the  subject  has  attracted 
the  attention  of  two  gentlemen  who  are  com- 
petent to  deal  with  it  scientifically,  yet  in 
a manner  sufficiently  popular  to  enalde  the 
intelligent  geueral  reader  to  understand  the 
essential  features  of  electric  lighting,  aud  to 
appreciate  the  difficulties  that  had  to  be  en- 
countered and  the  problems  to  bo  solved  be- 
fore it  could  become  practical  and  industrial. 
Messrs.  E.  Alglave  and  J.  Bo u lard,  two  accom- 
plished French  physicists,  whoso  unremitting 
attention  has  been  given  to  this  specialty  from 
an  early  day,  have  prepared  au  able  and  com- 
prehensive treatise  on  The  Electric  Light,19 
which,  in  connection  with  the  changes  aud 
additional  chapters  that  have  been  introduced 
by  their  American  editor,  Professor  Lungren, 
is  a highly  satisfactory,  if  not  an  absolutely 
exhaustive,  presentation  of  the  subject.  After 
an  interesting  historical  sketch  of  artificial 
lighting  in  ancient  aud  modern  times  by  oils, 
oaudles,  and  gas,  the  subject  of  electric  light- 
ing is  treated  in  tho  order  of  its  historical  de- 
velopment under  the  beads  of  the  voltaic  arc, 
the  incandescent  light,  the  production  of  elec- 
trical currents,  the  distribution  of  electricity, 
and  the  application  of  tho  electric  light.  Uu- 
der  these  divisions  the  principles  iuvolved  are 
announced  and  explained,  the  difficulties  that 
were  encountered  are  stated,  and  the  history 
is  given  of  the  particular  discoveries,  inven- 
tious,  improvements,  aud  applications  that 
were  made  by  the  various  mechanic iaus  and 
scientists  who  have  contributed  more  or  less 
largely  to  the  utilization  of  the  electric  light, 
and  to  whom  the  world  is  indebted  for  its  pre- 
sent state  of  perfection.  Apart  from  its 
scientific  and  industrial  interest,  the  work  is 
a striking  illustration  of  the  interesting  fact 
that  the  development  of  electric  lighting  has 
not  resulted  iu  any  of  its  forms,  from  the 
fortunate  guesses  or  clever  conjectures  of  en- 
terprising charlataus  and  empirics,  but  that 
its  principles  and  applications  have  beeu  pa- 
tiently and  laboriously  worked  ont  by  strictly 
scientific  methods,  aud  that  every  step  that 
has  been  gained  has  been  at  the  cost  of  severe 
reasoning,  and  of  close  And  unremitting  scien- 
tific research  and  investigation. 


Those  who  were  interested  in  the  brief 
sketch  of  Rochester1*  iu  the  Editors  Easy 
Chair  for  August,  will  find  a complete  aud  en- 
tertaining history  of  that  city  in  a volume  re- 
cently published,  prepared  by  Jenny  Marsh 
Parker,  profusely  illustrated. 

19  The  Electric  Light:  its  History . Production,  and 
Applications.  By  Em.  Alglave  and  J.  Bollard 
Translated  from  the  French  by  T.  O’Connor  Sloakl 
E.  M.  Edited,  with  Notes  and  Additions,  by  C.  M.  Lrs- 
oren.  C.E.  Illustrated.  8vo,  pp.  458.  New  York  :D- 
Appleton  and  Co. 

19  Rochester : a Story  Historical.  By  Jexxt  Marsh 
Parker.  Illustrated.  8vo,  pp.  41$.  Rochester,  New 
York : Scranton,  Wetmore,  and  Co. 
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POLITICAL. 

OUR  Record  is  closed  on  the  15th  of  August. 

— The  following  nominations  were  made 
by  State  Conventions:  Kansas  Republicans, 
July  17,  Colouel  John  A.  Martin,  for  Governor; 
Indiana  Prohibitionists,  July  24,  R.  S.  D wig- 
gins,  Governor;  West  Virginia  Democrats,  July 
24,  E.  W.  Wilson,  Governor ; West  Virginia  Re- 
publicans and  Greenbackers,  July  30,  Edwin 
Maxwell,  Governor ; Georgia  Democrats,  Au- 
gust 13,  H.  O.  McDaniel,  Governor  (renomi- 
nated) ; Missouri  Democrats,  August  13,  Gen- 
eral J.  S.  Marin  ad  like,  Governor. 

The  Alabama  Sfate  election,  August  4,  re- 
sulted in  the  return  of  Governor  E.  A.  O’Neal, 
Democrat,  for  another  term. 

.The  National  Prohibition  Convention  met  in 
Pittsburgh  July  23,  and  nominated  for  Presi- 
dent ex-Governor  Sfc.  John,  of  Kansas,  and  for 
Vice-President  William  Daniel,  of  Maryland. 

The  news  of  the  rescue  of  Lieutenant  A.  W. 
Greely,  the  arctic  explorer,  and  a number  of 
his  party  by  the  relief  expedition  under  com- 
mand of  Captain  Schley  reached  the  Secretary 
of  the  Navy  July  17.  The  leading  points  of 
the  official  story  are  as  follows : At  9 P.M.  on 
June  22,  five  miles  off  Cape  Sabine,  in  Smith’s 
8ouml,  the  Thetis  and  Bear  rescued  the  follow- 
ing alive:  Lieutenaut  A.  W.  Greely,  Sergeant 
Brainerd,  Sergeant  Fredericks,  Sergeant  Long, 
Hospital  Steward  Beiderback,  Private  Connell, 
and  Sergeant  Ellison.  They  are  the  only  sur- 
vivors of  the  Lady  Franklin  Bay  expedition. 
Sergeant  Ellison  had  lost  both  hand*  and  feet 
by  frost-bite,  aud  died  July  6,  at  Godhavn, 
three  days  after  amputation,  which  had  become 
imperative.  Seventeen  of  the  twenty-five  per- 
sons composing  this  expedition  perished  by 
starvation  at  the  point  where  found.  One 
was  drowned  while  sealing  to  procure  food. 
Twelve  bodies  of  the  dead  were  brought  on 
board  the  ships.  Five  were  swept  out  to  sea, 
and  conld  not  be  recovered.  Greely  abandon- 
ed Fort  Conger  on  August  9, 1883,  and  reached 
Baird  Inlet  on  August  29  following,  with  the 
entire  party  well.  He  abandoned  all  his  boats, 
and  was  adrift  for  thirty  days  on  an  ice-floe 
in  Smith’s  Sound.  His  permanent  camp  was 
established  on  October  21,  1883,  at  the  point 
where  he  was  found.  The  expedition  reached 
a higher  point  than  any  other  had  ever  done — 
83°  24'  north,  44°  5'  west.  The  credit  belongs  to 
Lieutenant  Lockwood  and  Sergeant  Brainerd. 

The  corner-stone  of  the  pedestal  for  Bar- 
tholdi’s statue  of  Liberty  was  laid  on  Bedloe’s 
Island,  New  York  Harbor,  on  the  afternoon  of 
August  6.  William  Allen  Butler  delivered  the 
oration. 

An  earthquake  occurred  on  Sunday,  August 
10,  in  thirteen  of  the  United  States.  The 
shock  was  felt  from  Richmond,  Virginia,  to 
Portland,  Maine,  and  from  the  Atlantic  coast 
to  Ohio.  Its  greatest  strength  seems  to  have 


been  along  the  New  Jersey  and  Long  Island 
coast.  No  serions  damage  was  done. 

A motion  to  consider  the  Franchise  Bill  in 
the  English  House  of  Lords,  July  17,  was  de- 
feated by  a vote  of  182  to  132. — The  House  of 
Commons,  August  2,  passed  the  Irish  Constab- 
ulary Bill,  and  on  August  6 voted  a credit  of 
£300,000  for  an  expedition  to  relieve  General 
Gordon. 

Henry  M.  Stanley,  the  African  explorer, 
reached  England  July  28,  having  completed 
the  work  of  establishing  satisfactory  trading 
stations  along  the  Congo  River  from  its  mouth 
to  Stanley  Pool,  1400  miles  by  river. 

The  French  Chamber  of  Deputies,  July  31, 
adopted  the  Revision  of  the  Constitution  Bill, 
as  it  passed  the  Senate,  by  a vote  of  294  to  191. 

The  official  record  shows  that  2200  of  the  in- 
habitants in  the  south  of  France  have  died  of 
cholera  during  the  present  outbreak. 

Both  Houses  of  the  Parliament  of  Holland 
met  in  joint  congress  August  1,  and  passed,  by 
a vote  of  97  to  3,  a bill  naming  Queen  Emma 
regent  daring  the  minority  of  the  Princess 
Willielmina. 

DISASTERS. 

July  21. — Spanish  steamer  Gijon  and  British 
steamer  Laxham  sunk  off  coast  of  Corunna. 
One  hundred  and  thirty  lives  lost. 

July  30. — Steamer  Amsterdam , of  Netherlands 
and  American  Navigation  Company’s  Line, 
wrecked  on  Sable  Island  in  a fog.  Three  pas- 
sengers lost. 

OBITUARY. 

July  22. — At  Swissdale,  Pennsylvania,  Jane 
Grey  Swisshelm,  aged  sixty-eight  years. 

July  23. — In  Syracuse,  New  York,  ex-Attor- 
ney-General  Daniel  Pratt,  aged  seventy-eight 
years. — In  Princeton,  New  Jersey,  Rear-Ad- 
miral George  F.  Emmons,  aged  seventy-flve 
years. 

July  24. — In  Boonton,  New  Jersey,  ex-Con- 
gressman  John  Hill,  aged  sixty-three  years. 

July  25. — At  Concord,  New  Hampshire,  ex- 
Governor  Walter  Harriman,  aged  sixty-seven 
years. 

July  30. — In  New  York,  Royal  Phelps,  mer- 
chant, aged  seventy-five  years. — In  London, 
England,  George  Brittiughnm  Sowerby,  artist 
and  naturalist,  aged  seventy-two  years. 

July  31. — At  Morristown,  New  Jersey,  Thom- 
as Dickson,  President  Delaware  and  Hudson 
Canal  Company,  aged  sixty  years. 

August  1. — In  Vienna,  Austria,  Henri  Laube, 
poet.,  aged  seventy-eight  years. 

August  4. — In  Elizabeth,  New  Jersey,  Levi 
B.  Chatfield,  ex  - Attorney  - General  of  New 
York,  aged  seventy-six  years. 

August  13. — At  Brighton,  England,  Arthur 
Richard  Wellesley,  second  Dnke  of  Welling- 
ton, aged  seventy-seven  years. 
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THE  Drawer  is  not  given  to  statistics,  and 
is  never  an  alarmist,  bnt  a study  of  the 
United  States  census  of  1880  gives  some  cause 
for  anxiety.  It  revealed  a population,  a good 
deal  mixed,  and  only  partially  good,  of 
50,000,000.  The  results  of  the  census  are  not 
yet  all  tabulated  and  published,  bnt  already 
the  figurers  say  that  since  the  census  there 
has  been  an  increase  to  55,000,000;  and  if 
— is  elected  President,  as  there  is  every 
reason  at  this  writing  to  believe  that  he  will 
be,  the  population  by  December  will  be  no 
one  knows  what,  nor  in  what  condition.  The 
people  are  increasing,  in  short,  faster  than  we 
can  number  them  or  convert  them  to  right 
principles.  The  mathematicians,  who  take 
into  account  no  moral  or  economic  cause,  and 
calculate  that  we  shall  double  about  once  in  a 
generation,  expect  that  the  United  States  will 
have  100,000,000  of  people  shortly  after  the 
year  1900,  and  that  by  the  year  2000  there  will 
be  400,000,000  of  us,  and  that  at  least  a fourth 
of  these  will  be  black.  On  the  face  of  it  there 
is  nothing  improbable  in  these  figures.  Our 
territory  (not  reckoning  in  now  Mexico,  Cuba, 
and  Canada)  has  a greater  proportion  of  ara- 
ble, productive  land  than  that  occupied  by  any 
other  people  in  the  world,  and  we  could  more 
easily  support  400,000,000,  indeed  600,000,000 
(it  is  so  easy  to  make  figures),  than  China  can 
sustain  her  300,000,000  or  350,000,000.  How 
our  successors  will  like  being  packed  in  like 
Chinese,  with  no  chance  to  swarm  auy where, 
all  the  world  being  in  like  manuer  overcrowd- 
ed by  that  time,  is  another  matter.  But  it 
will  be  a very  interesting  country  for  a trav- 
eller to  look  at.  One  of  the  most  peculiar 
sights  will  be  the  sea-coast  during  the  sum- 
mer season.  The  inland  population  will,  of 
course,  feel  the  same  necessity  as  now  for  go- 
ing down  to  the  ocean  once  a year.  The  bor- 
der of  the  Atlantic  (to  say  nothing  of  the  Pa- 
cific) will  be  one  continuous  camp -meeting 
from  Mount  Desert  to  St.  Augustine.  There 
will  be  a great  roaring  multitude  camped  along 
it,  extending  some  distance  inland.  All  the  is- 
lands and  sand  spits  will  be  occupied,  and  mon- 
ster floating  hotels,  like  islands,  with  gardens 
and  probably  polo  grounds,  will  be  anchored 
out  along  the  shore.  Of  course  every  availa- 
ble spot  will  be  occupied  with  private  palaces 
aud  gigantic  hotels  and  summer  theatres,  and 
a hundred  devices  for  amusement  and  health, 
and  all  the  bays  will  present  something  of  the 
appearance  of  luxury  and  splendor  of  the  Ro- 
man Bairn  and  Pozzuoli.  Still,  with  all  these 
appliances,  there  will  not  be  room  enough  for 
all  those  who  will  want  a salt  bath  in  August. 
Science  will  come  to  their  aid.  Vast  reser- 
voirs will  be  formed  in  the  interior,  into  which 
ocean  water  will  be  pumped  any  distance,  and 
great  funnels  will  be  constructed  through 
which  to  drive  the  sea  air  inland  to  play  over 


these  artificial  salt  lakes,  and  create  a sea-side 
illusion.  Along  the  Jersey  coast  screens  will 
be  placed  at  the  month  of  these  funnels  to 
catch  the  mosquitoes,  which  will  thus  be  col- 
lected in  heaps,  and  used  for  fertilizing  the 
land. 

There  is  nothing  alarming  in  all  this.  The 
government  will  by  that  time  be  “reformed” 
(indeed,  it  is  a wonder  that  it  is  not  already,  both 
the  great  parties  being  so  eager  for  that,  and 
nothing  else),  and  everybody  will  be  content 
in  the  consciousness  that  he  is  a part  of  a na- 
tion so  big,  powerful,  and  perfectly  organized 
that  it  only  need  to  shake  itself  a little  to  carry 
terror  aud  admiration  ronud  the  globe.  Oar 
private  auxiety  is  of  another  sort.  The  census 
shows  that  in  some  sections  illiteracy  gains 
faster  than  the  increase  in  population,  and  it 
is  found  that  generally  intelligence  does  not 
grow  in  proportion  to  our  increase  in  num- 
bers. And  a still  more  important  point  for  us 
is  that  aneodotes  do  not  bear  any  ratio  to  the 
growth  of  population.  Anecdotes  are  the  re- 
sult of  peculiar  and  original  character.  The 
elements  that  blossom  into  a good  story,  a queer 
situation,  or  into  wit,  do  not  increase  in  the 
proportion  that  numbers  do,  or  by  that  crowd- 
ing together  and  multiplicity  of  population 
which  some  consider  civilization.  We  believe 
it  is  the  experience  of  the  Drawer  that  more 
characteristic  stories  come  from  the  South  than 
from  the  more  thickly  settled  North.  The  peo- 
ple go  on  increasing  like  rabbits,  but  the  power 
to  produce  good  anecdotes  does  not  keep  pace 
with  that  increase.  The  latter  capacity  seems 
limited,  if  not  fixed,  in  human  development. 
There  are  fewer  good  stories  produced  in  any 
given  time  than  good  people.  The  supply  is 
never  equal  to  the  demand,  and  it  is  suspected 
that  only  a certain  amount  of  anecdote  and 
wisdom  was  given  to  the  world  in  the  begin- 
ning, to  last  for  all  time.  This  would  account 
for  the  fact  that  there  are  so  few  new  and  so 
many  old  stories  and  jokes  and  facetire  turning 
up  year  after  year.  Now  few  people  have  any 
idea  of  the  difficulty  the  Drawer  has  in  furnish- 
ing fresh  anecdotes  for  55,000,000  of  people. 
What  will  it  be  when  it  is  obliged  to  find  new 
anecdotes  for  400,000,000  of  people?  If  the 
anecdote  faculty  (not  factory)  would  only  keep 
pace  with  the  growth  of  the  population,  we 
should  have  no  forebodings. 


In  the  village  of there  is  a Presbyte- 

rian church,  several  of  whose  members  are 
Scoteh-Irisb.  Their  views  and  their  practices 
on  the  subject  of  temperance  are  not  in  strict 
accord  with  the  notions  of  their  pastor.  Some 
years  ago  he  preached  them  a sermon  in  which 
he  “came  down  pretty  heavy,”  as  the  younger 
brethren  described  it,  upon  the  habits  of  that 
portion  of  his  flock  which  came  from  the  prov- 
ince of  Ulster.  One  in  particular,  McA , a 
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good  old  mao,  with  bat  one  failing,  who  occu- 
pied a pew  at  the  side  of  the  pulpit,  was  so 
clearly  hinted  at  that  all  eyes  were  upon  him. 
Even  the  minister  expected  that  Mac’s  “ Irish 
blood  would  be  up.”  The  offending  brother 
was  slightly  dea£  but  the  preacher  was  so 
much  iu  earnest  that  even  the  deaf  could  hear. 

But  McA know  how  to  turn  his  infirmity  to 

account.  The  benediction  was  scarcely  ended 
when  he  had  the  pastor  by  the  hand. 

“ Brother  W ,”  he  exclaimed,  “ an*  it  is 

dauncing  ye  are  gieing  it  to  the  young  folk 
about  ?” 

Brother  W waited  some  time  beforo  he 

ventured  another  temperance  sermon. 


A SOURCE  OF  EDITORIAL  MIRTH. 

In  a certain  New  York  family  one  of  the 
servants,  a recent  importation  front  Ireland,  if 
not  strictly  an  object  of  beauty,  is  one  of  great 
joy,  and  her  original  sayings  are  duly  reported 
at  the  dinner  table  each  day,  much  to  the  de- 
lectation of  the  family. 

The  master  of  the  house  is  an  editor,  whose 
duties  do  not  require  his  presence  at  the  office 
until  afternoon,  though  they  keep  him  there 
until  late  at  night.  Soon  after  her  arrival, 
Maggie  asked  her  mistress,  “ Plaze,  mum,  pbafc 
do  be  the  master’s  occipation?” 

“ He  is  an  editor,”  was  the  reply. 

“ Oho ! an  iditor  is  it?  I thought  maybe  he 
was  a Bobby.” 

Referring  to  a much-valued  piu  of  oxidized 
silver  worn  by  her  mistress,  Maggie  said : “ ’Tie 
a pity,  mum,  that  yer  brooch  is  so  dirty.  I 
think,  wid  a bit  av  sapoliho,  I could  claue  it, 
if  I was  let  thry.” 

She  was  much  attracted  by  the  stylish  ap- 
pearance of  a young  gentleman  who  came  to 
call  one  evening,  and  afterward  described  him 
as  having  been  “ dressed  up  to  the  door-knob.” 

She  has  never  seen  a mosquito,  but  has  heard 
such  terrible  stories  of  their  ferocity  that  she 
looks  forward  to  their  advent  with  grave  ap- 
prehensions. One  Sunday  she  was  overheard 
to  say  to  the  cook  that  while  in  church  she 
had  prayed  to  be  preserved  from  sin  and  “ mus- 
kittys.” 

Although  she  is  always  neatly  and  tidily 
dressed,  her  wardrobe  is  limited,  and  she  is 
obliged  to  be  very  careful  of  her  clothes.  Upon 
one  occasion  she  had  just  answered  the  door- 
bell, and  still  wore  the  neat  white  apron  which 
she  always  dons  for  this  service.  Her  mistress 
called  her  to  come  and  sweep  the  parlor,  and 
she  answered, 

u Yes,  mum,  if  ye’ll  wait  till  I take  off  me 
only  bit  of  dacency.” 

She  is  now  having  such  a laughable  and  at 
the  same  time  desperate  flirtation  with  the  ice 


man  that  the  editorial  family  are  apprehen- 
sive that  she  may  soon  be  removed  to  another 
sphere  of  usefulness,  and  be  lost  to  them  for- 
ever. C.  K.  M. 


CORN-SHUCKING  SONG. 

Shuck  erlong,  niggers,  shuck  dis  oo’n  ! 

Dar’s  menny  er  bar’l  in  dis  ya  pile ; 

Dar’s  menny  er  rashin,  sho’s  yo  bo’n. 

Ter  feed  all  de  haii’s  wid  arter  ’wile. 

Luk  at  Susing,  dat  fat  gal ! 

Whar  she  git  dat  ballymeral? 

Mus’  er  got  hit  fum  ole  Miss  Sal. 

Shuck  erlong,  shuck  dis  co’n. 

Chorus. 

Shuck  a ruck  a shuck ! shuck  a ruck  a shuck ! 

Pars  dat  tickler  down  dis  way. 

Shuck  a ruck  a shuck ! shuck  a ruck  a shuck ! 
Ain’  gwiue  home  ez  long  ez  I stay. 

Hyar  dat  bo’  pig,  how  he  squeal ! 

Wishln’  fo’  de  slops  tcr-morrer  mo’n ; 

Ef  he  hatter  got  in  dat  dere  flel\ 

Niggers,  we’d  neber  bin  shuckin’  dis  co’n. 

Luk  at  Moses,  how  he  grin ! 

Ain’  nuffin  ob  him  but  ho  wool  an’  chin ; 

Mouf  ez  big  ez  dat  co’n  bln. 

Shuck  erlong,  shuck  dis  co’n. 

Chorus. 

Shuck  a ruck  a shuck  ! shuck  a ruck  a shuck ! 

Pars  dat  tickler  down  dis  way. 

Shuck  a ruck  a shuck ! shuck  a ruck  a shuck ! 
Ain’  gwine  home  ez  long  ez  I stay. 

S.  C.  Cromwell. 


The  things  that  used  to  amuse  the  people 
of  the  seventeenth  century  were  much  the  same 
— some  of  them  the  very  same — that  are  put 
forward  to  amuse  us.  A specimen  or  two  from 
John  Ashton’s  curious  collection  of  Humor , 
Wit,  and  Satire  of  the  Seventeenth  Century  (Chatto 
and  Windus,  London)  will  make  this  quite  ap- 
parent : 

Meg  and  her  husband  Tom,  not  long  agoe, 

Were  at  it  close,  exchanging  blow  for  blow. 

Both  being  eager,  both  of  a stoat  heart. 

Endured  many  a bang  ere  they  would  part. 

Peter  lookt  on,  and  would  not  stint  the  strife : 

He’s  curst  (quoth  he)  that  parte th  man  and  wife. 

John  came  to  Thomas  his  liouso  to  speak 
with  him;  but  Thomas  came  to  the  door,  and 
bade  bis  Maid  say  be  was  not  at  home,  which 
John  overheard.  Two  or  three  days  after, 
Thomas  came  to  speak  with  John,  and  John 
looks  out  a window  and  told  him  he  was  not  at 
home. 

“ Why  do  you  say  so  ? Do  I not  see  you  at 
home  f ” 

“ Heyday!”  says  Johu.  “I  believed  your 
Maid  you  were  not  at  home,  aud  yon  will  not 
believe  me  my  own  self !” 

A Man,  being  very  much  diseased  and  weak, 
was  bemoaning  himself  to  his  only  Son,  whom 
he  loved  very  well.  “ For,  Jack,”  says  he,  “ if 
I stand,  my  Legs  ake;  if  I kneel,  my  Knees 
ake ; if  I go,  my  Feet  ake ; if  I lie,  then  my 
Back  akes ; if  I lean,  my  Elbows  ake.” 

“ Why,  truly,  Father,”  says  ho  (like  a good, 
dntiful  Child),  “ I advise  you,  Father,  to  hang 
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yourself  au  hour  or  two,  and  if  that  does  not 
do,  theu  come  to  mo  again.” 

KingJames,  riding  a-hunting  in  Essex, comes 
to  a Gate  which  he  must  go  through,  and  see- 
ing a Country  Clown  at  it,  ho  says  to  him, 
“ Prithee,  good  Fellow,  open  the  Gate.”  But 
he,  knowing  who  it  was,  answered,  “No ; an’t 
please  your  Grace,  I am  not  worthy  to  l>e  in 
that  office ; but  Pll  run  and  fetch  Mr.  Johnson, 
who  is  a Justice  of  the  Peace,  aud  lives  a mile 
off,  aud  he  shall  open  it  for  your  Grace.”  So 
he  ran  away  as  fast  as  he  could,  and  left  the 
King  to  open  it  himself. 

Deacon  Archibald — known  also  as  the 
Squire — began  his  political  life  as  a worship- 
per of  General  Jackson.  For  a few  months 
preceding  every  important  election  he  talked 
and  thought  aud  dreamed  of  nothing  else  than 
politics.  The  result  of  the  “ hard-cider”  cam- 
paign almost  killed  him.  His  neighbors,  even 
his  Whig  ones,  rejoiced  that  it  did  not,  as  they 
affirmed  that  the  deacou  would  be  better  pre- 
pared for  the  change  if  it  would  come  during 
an  “off  year”  iu  politics.  It  seemed  as  if  their 
pious  concern  for  the  Squire  was  to  bo  respect- 
ed. On  the  3d  of  March,  1845,  they  were  gath- 
ered in  to  see  their  friend  take  his  departure. 
Close  by  the  bedside  sat  his  former  political 

opponent,  D , expressing  contrition  for  the 

ill-advised  epithets  which  ho  had  applied  to 
neighbor  A.  during  the  heat  of  a recent  po- 
litical discussion.  The  deacon  had  lain  mo- 
tionless for  some  time,  when,  suddenly  open- 
ing his  eyes,  he  exclaimed,  “To-morrow  will 
be  a glorious  day.” 

“ Yes,  brother,”  replied  D , in  lugubrious 

tones — it  was  the  first  time  he  had  ever  ap- 
plied this  fraternal  epithet  to  the  Squire — 
“yes,  brother,  to-morrow  will  be  a glorious 
day  for  you : yon  will  then  be  in  heaven.” 

“I  perceive,  gentlemen,  that  you  do  not  un- 
derstand me.  To-morrow  James  K.  Polk  will 
be  President.” 

It  need  scarcely  be  added  that  the  deacon 
didn’t  die  at  that  time.  Indeed,  he  lived  to 
rejoice  over  the  inauguration  of  the  last  Dem- 
ocratic President,  and  to  have  his  spirit  so 
chastened  by  the  successive  defeats  of  his  par- 
ty that  an  “off  year”  was  uot  needed  for  his 
peaceful  departure. 


In  the  very  entertaining  Life  of  Alaric  A. 
Watts,  the  poet  and  annalist,  by  his  son,  Mr. 
Alfred  A.  Watts,  there  is  a (to  us)  new  anec- 
dote of  Lady  Holland.  Henry  Howard,  the 
painter,  contemporary  of  Constable,  was  the 
only  person  who  ever  ventured  to  tackle  that 
gracious  and  overbearing  hostess. 

One  day  at  dinner  at  Woburn  Abbey,  where 
they  happened  to  be  both  on  a visit,  Lady  Hol- 
land, in  one  of  her  periodical  spasms  of  temper, 
saw  fit  to  make  an  especial  butt  or  victim  of 
Mr.  Howard,  whom  she  treated  with  imperious 
and  ill-mannered  discourtesy.  He  chanced  to 


offer  a remark  on  some  work  of  art  in  Rome, 
when  she  turned  upon  him  and,  in  a tone  of 
indescribable  effrontery, said,  “And  pray, Mr. 
Howard,  when  and  how  came  yon  iu  Rome!” 
as  who  should  say,  “ Ho  tv  is  it  that  persons  in 
your  condition  of  life  have  tl*e  presumption  to 
go  to  Romo  f ” 

He  replied:  “I  was  an  Academy  student  in 
Rome,  Lady  Holland ; I was  there  in  1795,” 
adding,  after  a moment’s  pause,  “ at  the  same 
time  as  your  ladyship.” 

There  was  a dead  silence  for  a moment ; ev- 
erybody kuew  what  must  be  iu  evenbody’s 
mind,  that  when  Lady  Webster  ran  away  from 
her  husband  with  Lord  Holland,  under  circum- 
stances more  than  usually  fluttering  to  the 
dove-cotes  of  society,  it  was  in  the  mouth  of 
February  of  that  year,  and  to  that  place  that 
the  lovers  directed  their  flight  from  Florence. 
Lady  Holland  was  perfectly  civil  to  Mr. How- 
ard during  the  remainder  of  the  visit,  and,  to 
do  her  justice,  he  believed  bore  him  no  malice. 

Another  anecdote  is  told  of  her  which  shows 
how  very  grand  great  ladies  were  in  that  day 
of  so  much  theoretical  equality.  When  she 
was  dissatisfied,  or  fancied  she  was,  with  her 
trades-people,  it  was  her  pleasure  to  have  them 
summoned  to  her  presence,  and  to  discourse 
with  the  creatures,  mediately,  through  her 
page,  as  it  were,  thus: 

“I  am  much  displeased  with  Mr.  Dill”  (her 
ladyship’s  chief  baker);  “his  biscuits  are  as 
dry  as  shavings,  and  his  rolls  are  uueatable. 
If  he  doesn’t  make  a change,  I shall.” 

Page,  addressing  Mr.  Dill,  then  and  there  in 
present  attendance,  and  hearing  every  word: 
“ Mr.  Dill,  my  lady  is  much  displeased  with  you. 
She  says  your  biscuits  are  as  dry  as  shavings, 
and  your  rolls  uneatable.  My  lady  says,  Mr. 
Dill,  if  you  don’t  make  a change,  she  will.” 

Dill,  the  delinquent,  tenders  to  the  page 
propitiation,  which  is  similarly  translated  to 
her  ladyship,  supposed  to  be  in  entire  iguo- 
rance  of  Dill’s  presence,  then  and  there  stand- 
ing in  front  of  her,  and  the  conversation  so 
proceeds  until  by  the  same  vicarious  process 
he  receives  bis  deliverance. 

Some  stories  are  also  told  of  Constable.  In 
the  country  one  day  he  had  set  himself  down 
before  a picturesque  cottage  to  make  a sketch 
of  it,  when  the  good  woman  of  the  house,  who 
had  seen  him  at  a little  distance,  came  out  and 
said,  “It’s  no  use;  we  don’t  want  anything, 
my  good  man,”  mistaking  him  for  a peddler. 
Nothing  disconcerted,  Constable  went  on  with 
bis  preparations,  telling  her  that  he  was  a 
painter,  not  a peddler,  and  that  if  she  would 
go  away  aud  stand  afar  off  at  her  cottage  door, 
lie  would  put  her  into  his  picture.  “ Ah,  sir,” 
she  said,  “ now  would  you  really ! If  yon  had 
only  seen  mo  before  I bad  the  small-pox!” 

One  day,  coming  out  of  the  Academy,  Con- 
stable met  8am,  the  porter,  who  had  just  been 
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moving  into  its  place  one  of  Constable’s  land- 
scapes, painted  in  his  characteristic  manner, 
with  those  spotty  lights  in  it  which  he  was  so 
fond  of  introducing  into  his  pictures. 

“ Well,  Mr.  Constable,  sir,  that  is  a picture 
of  yours,  sir ! Wonderful,  sir !” 

“ Glad  you  approve  of  it,  Sam,”  said  Con- 
stable, feeling  in  his  pocket  for  a shilling 
wherewith  to  encourage  Sam’s  taste. 

“ Wonderful,  sir ! I uever  see  snow  painted 
so  natural  in  all  my  life !’; 

One  of  the  contributors  to  the  United  Set t- 
ioe  Gazette  when  Mr.  Watts  was  editor,  a man 
instant  in  prayer  and  exhortation,  and  full  of 
benevolent  work,  who  wrote  a series  of  in- 
structive papers,  was  a distinguished  “gun- 
ner” en  retraite , and  author  of  a tract  for  the 
conversion  to  Christian  courses  of  flymen  at 
Brighton,  under  the  Baxterian  title  of  “ Cob- 
webs to  catch  Horseflies.” 

A royal  anecdote  was  communicated  to  the 
mother  of  Mr.  Alfred  A.  Watts  by  Mr.  Westall, 
an  artist  of  that  day.  Mr.  Westall  had  the 
honor  of  teaching  drawing  to  her  present  Maj- 
esty. One  day,  after  the  lesson,  the  young 
princess  said  to  him,  “Mr.  Westall,  what  do 
yon  do  on  Sunday  ?” 

The  courtly  but  conscientious  painter  re- 
plied, “ Your  Royal  Highness,  I’m  afraid  I do 
very  often  what  I am  sure  you  never  do,  and 
would  not  approve — I paint  on  Sunday!” 

“Oh,  do  you!”  said  Mr.  WestalFs  pupil. 
“ I’m  so  glad ; because  sometimes,  do  you  know, 
when  I can  get  a little  time  to  myself  on  Sun- 
day, I paint  too !”  

Every  one  about  Alexandria,  Virginia,  be- 
fore the  late  war,  knew  Captain  Charley 

P , and  many  knew  him  to  their  sorrow, 

for  he  was  an  inveterate  joker  (says  a corre- 
spondent). Poor  fellow!  I saw  the  notice  of 
his  death  in  Memphis  in  the  papers  of  last 
week,  aud  that  made  me  think  of  what  I am 
going  to  write.  During  the  war  he  was  clerk 
for  Captain  W , who  was  depot  quarter- 

master, in  charge  of  the  cofiins,  in  the  city  of 
Richmond,  for  the  Confederate  government. 
The  office  was  in  the  rear  of  a store-house,  and 
the  front  of  the  house  was  filled  with  coffins. 
One  warm  Sunday  morning  in  summer  Captain 

P thought  that  ho  would  take  a wash  and 

put  on  a change  of  clothing.  The  office  be- 
ing closed  ou  that  day,  he  did  so,  and  the  day 
being  very  warm,  he  thought  he  would  take 
a nap,  and  proceeded  to  look  for  a good  place. 
He  decided  at  last  that  a nice  clean  coffin 
would  be  the  best  then  at  hand ; so  he  got  into 
one,  aud  went  to  sleep.  He  was  awakened 
after  a while  by  a knocking  at  the  front  door. 
He  called  out,  “ Come  iu.”  The  door  was  open- 
ed, aud  a head  thrust  in,  and  he  heard  a voice 
saying,  “Nobody  in.”  The  captain  had  his 
coat  off,  and  his  hair  and  w hiskers  were  snow- 
white.  Placing  a hand  on  each  side  of  the  cof- 


fin, lie  raised  himself  to  a sitting  position,  ex- 
claiming, as  he  did  so,  “Ha!”  The  door  was 
slammed  to  hurriedly,  and  he  ran  to  it  os  fast 
as  he  could,  and,  on  looking  out,  saw  a country- 
man dashing  up  the  street  as  fast  as  he  could, 
but  not  standing  upon  the  order  of  his  going. 
He  was  rushing  over  everything  iu  his  path, 
and  people  thought  he  w as  mad.  He  had  evi- 
dently seen  a ghost. 


The  following  letter,  which  was  passed 
around  the  House  during  the  late  session  of 
Congress  was,  we  are  sorry  to  say,  not  acted  on. 
Congress,  was  so  much  taken  up  with  politics 
that  it  could  pay  little  attention  to  the  real 
wauts  of  the  people,  and  it  adjourned  without 
doing  auything  to  lessen  the  spavin  of  the 
land.  This  is  the  more  singular  since  it  evinced 
a disposition  to  establish  “ bureaus”  for  every- 
thing else : 

, February,  1884. 

Hon. , House  of  Representatives: 

Dead  Sir,— I have  some  desire  to  lum  through  you 
some  remidy  for  spavin  in  Bosses  you  being  at  the 
head  of  the  government  and  aught  to  use  all  endevers 
to  help  the  poore  farming  class  of  this  Distress  land. 
I have  a fine  mar  that  have  spavin.  She  has  had  it  for 
foure  years  I have  tride  everthinge  for  it  I could  here 
of  I have  examin  a good  many  Ferrers  some  say  it  in- 
cuible  some  gives  remidys  but  all  in  vain  affter  cou- 
siringe  the  matter  I have  determin  to  adress  you  on 
the  subject  to  see  if  thar  be  any  remidy  in  reach  of 
the  poore  farmer  in  the  United  States.  Put  this  to 
the  House  to  see  if  thay  is  any  remidy  or  not  any  in- 
formation will  be  thankfully  received  on  the  subjict. 

1 have  the  honer  to  be  yours  obediant  survant, 


One  Sunday,  at  an  Ohio  camp-meotlng,  when 
the  excursion  trains  had  brought  in  immense 
crowds,  a good  proportion  of  them  being  bent 
on  having  a jolly  good  time  without  regard  to 
the  day  or  the  place,  a disturbance  arose,  aud 
the  policemen  of  the  grounds  were  attracted 
by  the  shout  of  “ A fight ! a fight !”  They 
got  to  the  spot  too  lato  to  see  for  themselves 
who  bad  been  fighting;  but  one  man  was 
marched  off  ami  locked  up  in  the  log  jail,  not- 
withstanding bis  protests  that  he  had  been 
only  a looker-on,  and  that  by  chance.  In  a 
short  time  the  managers  discovered  that  the 
man  was,  indeed,  innocent,  and  they  went  im- 
mediately in  person  to  the  jail  to  release  their 
prisoner.  But  the  man,  seeing  by  their  pro- 
fuse apologies  how  the  land  lay,  refused  to  be 
released,  telling  them  that  he  was  simply  fol- 
lowing the  example  set  by  Paul  and  Silas 
when  they  were  in  the  same  situation.  To 
that  the  managers  had  nothing  to  say,  bnt 
walked  off.  When  they  had  gone,  the  pris- 
oner walked  out,  and  at  the  next  term  of  the 
Common  Pleas  Court  he  brought  suit  against 
the  trustees  of  the  camp  ground  for  false  im- 
prisonment. He  retained  as  counsel  Judge 

C ,and  to  assist  him  a young  lawyer  who 

had  then  just  been  admitted  to  the  bar. 
While  the  trial  was  in  progress,  and  just  be- 
fore the  time  came  for  Judge  C to  make 

his  speech  to  the  jury,  he  bethought  himself 
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of  the  remark  about  Paul  and  Silas  that  his 
client  had  made  to  the  officers  when  arrested. 
It  would  give  effect  to  his  argument,  he 
thought,  if  he  were  to  read  to  the  jury  the 
passage  of  Scripture  concerning  the  release  of 
the  apostles.  While  busy  with  other  prepa- 
rations, lie  scut  his  colleague  to  the  clerk’s 
office,  where,  he  told  him,  he  would  find  a Bi- 
ble, to  look  up  for  him  the  passage  he  wanted. 
The  time  for  him  to  open  his  speech  arrived, 
but  his  colleague  had  not  appeared,  and  Judge 

C excused  himself  for  a minute,  hurried 

out,  and  stormed  into  the  clerk’s  office.  There 
he  found  the  young  man  lying  on  the  floor, 
with  his  head  on  his  hand,  and  an  enormous 
Bible  spread  open  before  him,  while  he  was 
running  his  finger  down  the  columns. 

“ Haven’t  you  found  that  place  yet?”  de- 
manded the  judge. 

His  colleague  turned  another  page  without 
looking  up,  and  said,  “No ; I can  not  find  any- 
thing about  Paul  or  Silas  either,  aud  I am  half- 
way through  Exodus .” 


“TWO  SIDES  TO  EVERY  PICTURE.” 

“My  dear,”  remarked  a gentleman,  gloomi- 
ly, to  his  wife,  “ I consider  myself  the  most  un- 
fortunate man  that  ever  existed.  I have  spent 
my  whole  life  so  far  in  running  after  nothing.” 

“ On  the  contrary,”  replied  his  wife,  briskly, 
“ I consider  your  life  a splendid  success,  for 
you  have  certainly  succeeded  in  getting  no- 
thing, aud  have  no  need  to  run  after  it  any 
longer.” 

That  gentleman  -was  silenced,  but  not  con- 
vinced. 


THE  DUKE  OP  WELLINGTON’S  EXPERIMENT. 

In  a ground-floor  room  in  one  of  the  large 
public  buildings  of  London  a man  sat  writing 
at  a table  covered  with  papers.  He  wras  a 
short,  strongly  built  figure,  with  a prominent 
nose,  and  a face  hard  and  massive  as  a granite 
statue,  wearing  the  set  look  peculiar  to  men 
who  have  surmounted  great  difficulties  aud 
confronted  great  perils.  Few,  iudeed,  had 
had  more  practice  in  both  than  this  man,  for 
he  was  no  other  than  tho  Duke  of  Wellington, 
and  his  crowning  victory  at  Waterloo  was  still 
but  a few  years  old. 

There  was  the  tinkle  of  a bell  outside,  aud 
then  a murmur  of  voices  in  the  anteroom ; but 
the  Duke  never  raised  his  head  from  his  'writ- 
ing, even  when  his  secretary  entered  and  said: 

“ If  it  please  your  Grace,  that  man  with  the 
bullet-proof  breastplate  has  called  again,  and 
wishes  very  much  to  see  your  Grace  for  a mo- 
ment.” 

The  Duke’s  face  darkened,  as  well  it  might, 
for  the  man  in  question  was  the  most  pertina- 
cious bore  whom  he  had  ever  encountered. 
The  bullet-proof  cuirass  was  his  own  inven- 
tion, and  he  never  lost  a chance  of  declaring 
that  the  safety  of  the  whole  British  army  de- 
pended upon  its  instant  adoption  of  this  “ un- 
paralleled discovery,”  which  he  carried  about 


with  him,  and  exhibited  at  all  times  and  in  all 
places. 

Had  this  been  all,  he  would  soon  have  been 
disposed  of ; but,  unluckily,  he  had  contrived 
to  interest  in  his  invention  one  or  two  of  the 
Duke’s  personal  friends,  and  to  get  from  them 
letters  of  recommendation  which  even  Wel- 
lington could  not  easily  disregard.  Something 
must  clearly  be  done,  however;  for  although 
the  fellow  had  hitherto  been  kept  at  bay;  he 
was  evidently  determined  to  give  the  Duke  no 
peace  till  the  matter  had  been  fully  gone  into. 

For  a moment  Wellington  looked  so  grim 
that  the  secretary  began  to  hope  for  the  order 
which  he  would  gladly  have  obeyed,  viz.,  to 
kick  the  inventor  into  the  street  forthwith. 
But  the  next  iustant  the  iron  face  cleared 
again,  aud  over  it  played  the  very  ghost  of  a 
smile,  like  a gleam  of  winter  sunshine  upon  a 
precipice. 

“ Show  him  in,”  said  he,  briefly. 

Tho  observant  secretary  noted  both  the  tone 
aud  the  smile  that  accompanied  it;  and  he  in- 
wardly decided  that  it  would  have  been  better 
for  that  inventor  if  he  had  not  insisted  on  see- 
ing the  Duke. 

In  came  the  great  discoverer — a tall,  slouch- 
ing, shabby,  slightly  red-nosed  man,  with  a 
would-be  jaunty  air,  which  gave  way  a little, 
how  ever,  before  tho  “ Iron  Duke’s”  penetrating 
glance. 

“ I am  glad  to  think  that  your  Grace  appre- 
ciates the  merits  of  my  invention,”  said  he,  in 
a patronizing  tone.  “ They  are,  indeed,  too  im- 
portant to  be  undervalued  by  any  great  com- 
mander. Your  Grace  can  not  fail  to  remember 
the  havoc  made  by  your  gallant  troops  at  Water- 
loo among  the  French  cuirassiers,  w hose  breast- 
plates were  not  bullet-proof;  whereas,  if—” 

“ Have  you  got  the  thing  with  you  F inter- 
rupted Wellington. 

The  inventor  unwrapped  a very  showy-look- 
ing  cuirass  of  polished  steel,  and  was  jost  be- 
ginning a long  lecture  upon  its  merits,  when 
the  Duke  cut  him  short  by  asking, 

“Are  you  quite  sure  it  »*  bullet-proof F 

“ Quite  sure,  your  Grace.” 

“ Put  it  on,  then,  aud  go  and  stand  in  that 
corner.” 

The  other  wonderingly  obeyed. 

“Mr.  Temple,”  shouted  Wellington  to  his 
secretary,  “ tell  the  sentry  outside  to  load  with 
ball-cartridge,  and  come  in  here  to  test  this 
cuirass.  Quick,  now!” 

But  quick  though  the  secretary  was,  the  in- 
ventor wras  quicker  still.  The  moment  he  real- 
ized that  he  had  been  set  up  there  on  purpose 
to  be  fired  at,  and  to  be  shot  dead  on  the  spot 
if  his  cuirass  turned  out  to  he  not  bullet-proof 
after  all,  he  leaped  headlong  through  the  open 
window  with  a yell  worthy  of  a Blaekfoot  In- 
dian, and  darting  like  a rocket  across  the  court- 
yard, vanished  through  the  outer  gateway ; nor 
did  the  Duke  of  Wellington,  from  that  day 
forth,  ever  see  or  hear  of  him  again. 
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COLUMBIA  COLLEGE. 


WHEN  “God  save  the  King”  had 
given  place  to  “Hail  Columbia,” 
and  the  clouds  of  war  were  cleared  away, 
the  thoughtful  people  of  the  new  nation 
saw  that  they  must  build  on  deep  and  wide 
foundations  of  education.  The  several 
colleges  existing  at  the  opening  of  the 
Revolution  — Harvard  (founded  1638), 
William  and  Mary  (1693),  Yale  (1701), 
Princeton  (1746),  the  University  of  Penn- 
sylvania (1748),  King’s  (1754),  Brown 
(1764),  Dartmouth  (1769),  Rutgers  (1770) 
— had  suffered  more  or  less  from  the  war, 
and  King’s  not  least  among  them.  Her 
men  had  done  good  service  in  the  patriot 
cause.  “ There  were  early  found  Jay  and 
Livingston,  Morris  and  Benson,  Van  Cort- 
landt  and  Rutgers,  and  Troup  and  Hamil- 
ton.” The  college  building  had  been 
seized  for  a barracks,  and  afterward  used 
as  a hospital,  and  worthy  Mr.  Lispenard 
meanwhile  loaned  a house  for  the  use  of 
Mr.  Moore,  President  ad  interim,  until 
Tory  President  Cooper  should  return.  The 
class  of  ’76  was  graduated  with  six  men, 
and  two  students  were  matriculated  in 
1777,  but  except  for  an  occasional  meeting 
of  the  governors,  the  college  seems  to  have 
slept  a sleep  very  like  death  during  the 
turmoil  of  the  war. 

In  1784  came  a vigorous  awakening. 
In  response  to  an  earnest  recommendation 
of  Governor  Clinton,  the  Assembly  passed 
an  act  granting  new  privileges  to  King’s 
College,  and  providing  for  the  establish- 
ment of  a university. 

The  scheme  which  it  embodied  was  a 
grand  one.  The  “Colledge  of  the  Prov- 
ince of  New  York,”  as  revived,  was  to  be 
called  Columbia  College,  and  was  to  be 
“the  Mother  of  an  University”  whose 
influence  should  be  felt  throughout  the 
State.  In  fact,  it  was  at  first  proposed  to 
name  the  institution  the  State  College. 
Accordingly,  eight  State  and  city  offi- 


cials, and  twenty-four  persons,  two  from 
each  county,  were  incorporated  “by  the 
Name  and  Stile  of  the  Regents  of  the 
University  of  the  State  of  New  York,” 
and  were  made  the  governing  body  of  the 
revived  college,  as  well  as  supervisors  of 
the  schools  and  colleges  which  they  were 
expected  to  found  in  different  parts  of  the 
State.  The  clergy  of  each  religious  de- 
nomination in  the  State  were  authorized 
to  designate  a regent  from  their  own 
body,  and  the  president  and  a second  repr 
resentative  of  each  school  connected  with 
this  university  system  were  also  to  be  re- 
gents. The  regenta-might  hold  “Estates 
to  the  annual  Amount  of  forty  thousand 
Bushels  of  Wheat” — to  which  strait  of 
financial  nomenclature  the  new  nation 
was  driven  by  the  confusion  of  the  colo- 
nial currency — but  might  not  levy  a fine 
above 4 4 the  Value  of  one  Bushel  of  Wheat,  ” 
nor  expel  or  “resticate”  a student  without 
fair  hearing.  The  regents  lost  no  time. 
Three  days  after  the  passage  of  the  act 
they  met  at  the  house  of  Mr.  John  Sim- 
mons, in  the  city  of  New  York,  and  the 
next  day  elected  Governor  Clinton,  Cham 
cellor,  Hon.  Pierre  Van  Cortlandt,  Vice- 
Chancellor,  Brockholst  Livingston,  Esq., 
Treasurer,  and  Robert  Harpur,  Esq.,  Sec- 
retary to  the  university.  Mr.  Livingston, 
who  served  the  college  faithfully  for  forty 
years,  was,  curiously  enough,  a son  of  the 
William  Livingston  who  had  so  bitter- 
ly opposed  King’s  College  thirty  years 
before,  and  Mr.  Harpur  had  been  a pro- 
fessor therein  seventeen  years  back.  Thus 
began,  a hundred  years  ago,  the  first  of 
those  repeated  attempts  to  make  Columbia 
a metropolitan  university,  whose  history 
we  shall  trace  to  their  successful  realiza- 
tion in  our  own  day. 

France  was  then  the  sister  country  to 
our  new  nation,  and  the  regents  prompt- 
ly expressed  their  patriotic  sentiments  at 
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this  first  meeting  by  appointing  the  Rev. 
J.  P.  Tetard  as  Professor  of  French.  The 
classics  were  obliged  to  wait  a few  days, 
when  Mr.  William  Cochran  was  appoint- 
ed master  of  the  proposed  grammar  school 
and  college  teacher  of  Latin  and  Greek. 
On  the  17th  of  May  the  first  student  pre- 
sented himself  in  the  person  of  the  Gov- 
ernor’s nephew,  DeWitt  Clinton — a name 
afterward  illustrious  in  the  Empire  State 
— and  being  duly  examined  in  the  august 
presence  of  the  Chancellor,  the  Vice- 
Chancellor,  the  Secretary,  the  Mayor  of 
New  York,  and  Professor  Tetard,  he  was 
admitted,  at  the  age  of  fifteen,  to  the 
Junior  class.  His  memory  is  held  in 
great  reverence  by  his  alma  mater , and 
the  chair  in  which  he  died,  presented  by 
his  son,  stands,  with  the  chair  of  Ben- 
jamin Franklin,  among  her  especial  trea- 
sures. 

The  regents  not  only  examined,  through 
a committee  of  their  body,  all  candidates 
for  admission,  but  they  drove  ahead  in 
the  most  approved  modem  fashion.  The 
income  of  the  college  was  reported  at  but 
£1000,  yet  by  December  our  fearless  re- 
gents had  organized  4 4 the  four  faculties  of 
Arts,  Divinity,  Medicine,  and  Law,  mak- 
ing the  first  to  comprise  seven  professor- 
ships;'the  second  to  consist  of  such  as 
might  be  established  by  the  different  re- 
ligious societies  within  the  State,  pursu- 
ant to  the  act  instituting  the  university; 
the  third  to  be  composed  of  seven  profess- 
ors; and  the  last  of  three;  besides  which 
there  were  to  be  nine  extra  professors,  a 
president,  a secretary,  and  a librarian.” 
The  staff  of  the  college  during  the  period 
of  the  regency,  which  lasted  until  sepa- 
rate trustees  were  provided  by  the  act  of 
1787,  really  consisted  of  Acting  President 
Moore,  Professors  Tetard,  Cochran  (Greek 
and  Latin),  Kunze  (Oriental  Languages), 
Gross  (German  and  Geography),  Bard 
(Natural  Philosophy  and  Astronomy), 
Moyes  (Natural  History  and  Chemistry), 
and  Tutor  Kemp  (Mathematics),  besides 
Professors  Bard,  Kissam,  McKnight,  Cros- 
by, and  Romaine  in  the  School  of  Medicine. 
No  president  was  appointed,  for  lack  of 
funds — though  Colonel  Clarkson  had  been 
sent  to  France  and  the  Netherlands  to 
procure  donations  — and  the  professors 
took  turns  in  filling  the  executive  chair. 

“The  Plan  of  Education,”  as  drawn  by 
the  regents,  shows  what  was  the  real  lit- 
erary standing  of  our  colleges  at  the  close 
of  the  war  of  Independence.  Candidates 


were  required  to  be  able  only  to  construe 
Caesar,  Cicero  against  Catiline,  four  books . 
of  Virgil,  and  the  Gospels  in  Greek,  1 4 to 
turn  English  into  grammatical  Latin,”  and 
“to  understand  the  four  first  [sic]  Rules 
of  Arithmetic,  with  the  Rule  of  Three.” 
The  curriculum  was  essentially  classical: 
for  the  Freshmen,  twice  a day,  Livy  and 
more  of  Cicero,  Xenophon,  Lucian,  and 
Demosthenes,  with  written  Latin  exercises 
daily,  and  written  translations  into  Eng- 
lish once  a week;  for  the  Sophomores, 
once  a day,  Tacitus,  Sallust,  Virgil  again, 
more  Demosthenes,  Homer,  Euripides,  and 
Sophocles,  and  they  were  44  to  continue  to 
make  Latin  every  day”;  for  the  Juniors, 
these  or  other  authors,  at  the  choice  of  the 
professor,  with  Latin  compositions;  for 
the  Seniors,  Longinus,  Quintilian,  etc., 
“in  their  chambers.” 

In  mathematics  the  student  learned  vul- 
gar and  decimal  fractions,  extracting  the 
roots,  and  algebra  in  his  Freshman  year, 
and  soared  in  the  Sophomore  to  Euclid, 
trigonometry,  and  conic  sections;  the 
Freshman’s  tasks  were  completed  with 
English  grammar,  and  “the  art  of  read- 
ing and  speaking  English  with  propriety 
and  elegance” ; the  Sophomore’s  with  ge- 
ography. The  Juniors  were  to  be  taught 
logic  and  natural  philosophy ; the  Seniors, 
ethics,  universal  grammar,  and  criticism. 

But  a hundred  years  ago  the  plan  of 
making  Columbia  “the  Mother  of  an  Uni- 
versity,’’which  is  now  being  realized,  was 
premature;  and  the  scheme  proved  too 
grand.  The  original  act  and  others  suc- 
ceeding were  codified  in  1787,  as  is  wit- 
nessed by  a copy  of  the  charter  and  stat- 
utes printed  “at  the  Bible,  in  Pearl  Stafeet, 
M,DCC,XCVI,”  now  among  the  treasures 
of  the  college  library.  The  Regents  of  the 
University,  as  they  are  still  curiously  call- 
ed, became  what  they  now  are,  a useful 
supervisory  body,  to  visit,  inspect,  and  re- 
port upon  the  colleges,  academies,  and 
schools  established  within  the  State;  and 
a separate  body  of  trustees  was  established 
“in  perpetual  succession”  for  the  govern- 
ment of  the  college.  This  act,  passed  April 
13, 1787,  is  said  to  have  been  drawn  by  Al- 
exander Hamilton. 

In  May,  1787,  the  trustees  found  a wor- 
thy first  president  for  Columbia  in  the  per- 
son of  the  son  of  the  worthy  first  president 
of  King’s,  and  elected  to  that  office  William 
Samuel  Johnson,  LL.D.,  one  of  the  most 
distinguished  citizens  of  the  young  nation. 
He  was  then  sixty  years  old.  He  had  en- 
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so  little  to  do,  their  classmates  being  so  far 
belli  ml  them.”  After  graduat  ing  at  Yale, 
the  future  president  attended  law  lectures 
at  Harvard,  ami  was  in  1747  made  a Mat- 
tel' of  Arts  by  that  university,  having  to 
pay,  as  he  wrote  to  his  father  with  great 


terecl  Yak'  at  thirteen , and  was  the  ; * seliol- 
&r  of  the  house”  who  won  the  Berkeley 
bounty  in  the  graduating  class  of  1744. 
His  father  said  of  his  two  hoys:  uIt  was 
a crreat  damage  that  they  entered  so  young, 
‘ * ' j tliat  when  they  were  there  they  hud 
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sorrow .,  tio  for  a proper  wj^'  nod  £8  foi*  Johnson  set  <sail  fmm  Grn-ve*enil  Angmn 
his  decree.  i v been  Sr  irn,;m<l  reached  S*  rat, ford  Oclnfe^l; 

a Tiieui i>»:r  of  the  Connecticut  Assembly,  i Hi*  .Suite  Uhmkfd  him  ‘ ‘ for  las 
tie  by  ills  StiiteAritp  aye ; 

pointmem  * tf  special  eoaiiiiisHioimr  to  Eng*-  American  liberfyy ' made  him  a jmlsy.  Arid 
land  to^eeuve  the  i'lami  to  a-laeg'e  iritet  of  sent  buo  to.  the  Coldttiiil Cfoi»;Lxes>.  whjel> 
land.  jfturiiig*  bis  Jive  years'  fosubmee  • met  .in  NVnv.  York,  September-  Tk  l«T-t  ^ 
abroad  he  made  many  friendw  auiong^^  hf<  h'ppnfoiwvm  as  arbitrator  ou  th<yf;afflt,; 
Wiled  men,  and  souylH  out  hi-*  namesake  Renssohier  estateat  Albany  eaus^d.  \xm\to 
tie*  irreiit.  Dr.  Joliusooii,  iyas  o(Ui  a mot  tub*1  resign  this  honor  in  ftfVdr  hf  Sila^  t>eu,%r:. 
lie-  wrote  to  his  lather,.  “ as  you  ever  j ill  the  >var  of  liuh pen dc-.nce  be  did  aovd 
You  would  not.  at.  lira  ^hht.  *su>jKu-t  he  ; work  at  home,  step  (lit  jg  a substitute  ?o  rh>- 
had  ever  read  :-0. . Uid^Ktfo  liis.'Ultb  dr  front/ atid  iu  the  conHlrnetive  periAd  ih^t 
mwr  i'rmpli  hiibf;  followed  he  was  \>w  of  dui* 

But,  ^ r . fv^r  ypnn&:  niehA  He  - ; .Cdhw^oiicdt .. ' in. . 

j from  -$784  t*>  fe/tbe 

are  fepaM  for  ttese io«i a!  Cdh  y^htihri  df  the 

tevms’hbiV  ^pcunuKvs/'  A family  trade  [ year, ami  lie  waj*  named  i\vil  on  ilnrCotii 
turn  ^jys  foal  when  he  introduced  fom^df  nut  tee,  with  Hamilton,  Mom*.  MadW.t. 
as  &o  Amyri^uVf  df&for -rSo 1 and  Jung*  hi# 

foried • *x  ilie  Aiiioriehn#!  W hat  do  defy  1 revise  th$  &tjfier#f  ami  a r rang*  fclifoarhtffe 
know,  and  what  do  they,  rend  ‘’They  agreed  to  by  the  House/'  He  was ekeml 
road,  sir,  J7ne.  Bdmbfer  ’ v<i>*  the  polite  J President  of- Col ivmbia  College,  Slay  $1 


>AKt  W I.CTl'KH  Ot;  £)«.  KL  ffi  rBASlDfi.'it  JOJ1SSOK. 


17HI,  ami  .held.'  that  office  ifl.Ui 


ll!  V,  Wllicll  w.  \V  I •!!  t>! 


ftHitlapl 

tluw.  iiw  lianiwsijfct''  it-l’t  Luinlon  he  !.h;<l  of  Senjvtwr'  1‘itffii 

pir’^ufetl  liipi , wbh  ‘ • mh  olfifanUy  liyumi  C^nfi*^  U 

I'fipy  of  l.i->  fare*'  folk>  tlicf-iOnarv fj  and  an  delplua  in  171*;$.  'flit;  hili  for  vor.^ 
.•Mu"j-uvi»i.'  v.f  .iintjself  from  a.  ptm?tii»iLr  hy. , l-lte  .jml iemry  - was ■ thT* w n • ! **;  Jam 

Sir  losbuii’ReyttoUk,  'w-biv-lt  In.-  rm, sid-rvd  X'iliver  EUH'.rMfi  i>. 

Uiw  he^;  Uk'rue^.T'  Tbo-  two  jH^aiafc  life-  ] ' 'Colufahift  lw«  pood  'misow,  tl>  b 
loop  eom^votsilftn!.*,  wui  swim  of  the  U-t-  .oif  its  put  riof.  first  pn)si4ent  ucu!  hr 
1 1- is  are  still,  {inseevral  at  tlic  Nitilf-ml  1um=*»-)i  sm  vigorous  for-  ?ho  »--* »1 

a ‘'S-.v  '.f':  La  vuuittliiO  . tfvif  It.  f'Tlhi  uii 
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lielci  ijri  Tnoit y vestry  jo  iameni  thif  death  faculties  of  Law 
of  (ieWei’Oj'  Waslijn^lom  he  kill  ill ; <*»d  i .^j?ty  .##lra ■ 

July  lfi;  1*00  be  remind  fiw  post  and  jj*:  ■ served  without  ^ 
tired  to  Str&ihmL  But  he  lived  to  marry  1 the  Medical  8»>ce*i 
a aeeoml  wife  that  sahib  :vt?*ij\  atid  to  • trustees  to  e^tabli}; 

iii  lists.  a broader  basis, 

jit  the  time  of  f>r  y>edtehi  jirofessor 

there  were  thirty  -niue  •duttexivs  id  the I>r..;^wihfcr;Bard; 
college,  nearly  half  of  whom  were  iu  the  was  obtained  ir* 
Fresh  m mi  class.  Fivo?  of  ihettt  teilgfcd  t7SWl,  iiitd  t’TTiu  « 
am!  Ufucde.i  in  iiK;  coticg/'.  arc!  five  more  n^v  protes^rs  w 
had  roobis  at  id  studied  there,  '] 

those  who  rniered  tin  J7sK  wmvdnho  Ran  dud<»n:s  laid  (W  n\ 
iioiph  of  r*o?i*iolv»-  th«  h a pnetv  uml  nh-  mtirte-  lb  tin-  uisl. 

hid;  &ftd.  iii^  hrofliei  T^etwJcH?^  iu&  seerhod  U>  ha 
lii.il  tin*  boi*'  lV.jfc.ii*  uiv  Snnhommr  otni . dm!  when  ;»»r  0-. 
thfr  frirniefc  >o  Ujh dwuior  yv&r,  The  it**  the  gimt  w#  :.'h 

vumiraf  Ue  ‘feoih^-  w;.r  i-thom  t‘i*;:.iM'..  The  obliged  to  Hm&M 
viIhI  of  Methetii*  of  W; 

of  three  profe^jfe*  each  ; there  V U>* s£*]l  tidy iintiwta 
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ofoepies,  and  in  IMO  h&< 
i if  i 

L^gislaturo  \m  agivvGiant  dffoor 
$liH§e  -;|ry’  tUe  State*  t^aiaous 
■Jwj^  the  .land  M,  *\kmi 

#2500  po r $c  fo  a ml  for  the  ground 
atttT / .•'*?»$*  Troiiv 

jilautA  worth  db&rjn  ^i^-30Ur  for 
h*  I tied*  no  charge  '.\xm  mad*,  die 

/©*&  ■ 

trarl > tlitjd  ealfedElgifc  & tl ie$rofi* 
Vrly  between  foirt  y - ?fcvi?  11 i h u m d 
Fifty ;;  first  itiid  botv(  e>:u 

-Ft$th  titfd Sixth  aveuucs,  no  Imiger 
Y new  fcbfc  fun  fill  h I i le * xfcn  j •<*,'  w b it i 
iri  thr  verj  txui if  ec  of  ;ijU<$  tnty, : In 
folC  to  iy  place  eertnfo  jfopmy 
ceded  to  Vcrinoul  at  thfi 
of  the  boundary;  the  State 
Iaini  to  tilt*  college,  Vifitlf  The  pfo 
yfeo  that  •fchb  ';bjSjIj^|li^'  should 
be  rtniioveii  ihRUcn*  Within  iwelve 

ilm: 

pmfossor  filled  bin  place  at  tbd3fu2)nri^i)ce^  condition.  hex  ides  tiv  the  cidkee 

ujjj.Ut. . Rev  L>r.  WiuirUm  , of  Pluhtdeh  #10  000  in  cash,  ami  the  graUfKi  ^DVs  o/  a 
plmC  wax’ . ' to  Sit  the  vacancy  la  ; portimi  of  Ibis 

May  ofi-SOl*  but  resigned  early  in  Deeem  j chief  sources  of  revenue  of 
bei\  auil ;it  was  not  till  the  dost  day  of  t$ie  \ In  1810  tiie 
year  that.,  in  aeeordaoee  with  -an  unttef-  \ forward.  A coJnfmlmc  of  the 
-.&t dtti|jS;u,g'.  that  prpfetf^ipftal  dutiOtf  slida  Id  j beaded  by  Rufus  King;  tout  teporiett  -duV-- 
t*e  detacilt^d  from  'the-  presideht^,  I&ght  fbgXhb  pre v j nu s y£&r  fit ftf irtvC&C- 
Rev.  Benj/imin  Moore*  Bishop  of  New  i,Tjhi  literary  sf.andfog  fo  die  vfoCge,  The 
York,  a a ivVii  itiiiu^  Hyf  ib  luitl  beOa  Presi - | :f^v^  odui  i^Kibi)  vw*;rb  aer.onli  n^ly 
der t Cooler' \x  >vhiiom  sarre^Hor  .-.i.v  ;o*d  ! mb;ed  with  fhr  opeoitijr  vd  the  oolhge  ytAtr 
WSiijy-  bef^ro^Was. dgaut  : ^C/niore- of. 

side  of.  Tin**  j;»i^.dbssot>.  were-  intruded  ivi'U.i  : ^todb's  wus  adopted  .The  Le^isfaiure  hnd 
the  ibiiy  rharje'e  of  -i.fleoN,  ahd  Cm"  i‘u*-  ;;rapled  \n  tin'  >vnu&  r>f  iMO  a new:  ehar* 
pro^peved,  receiving  a fresh  gviktil  of  .’;t^v:bhy  of  tt>  provisions  jiemiitlii'ijg  the 
tenth*  /h.MM  the  re. brents  iu  18u£,  am]  com-  Oi'iOlee-  to  iea.^c  {a\tpe]fv  for  xixtv  tlov* 

lifts,  Jrtiil  «iid.  tfKhra^if'^wrr^  on  iii^t^ad  of  for  a&U  tltii 

tie-  vu  rib  end  *d  ll»e  i>evv  foundation.  tnisfoes .' -w diO  ;ii  l InV  time  I'eported 

Thr.Medurui  Cu.*lir.^V^4j<>\-r-*vl;.i<  \ld*  t.irae  j denC.  evipfO'vsed  tin.-ir  intention  "Up  lav  A. 
tii^:  v-i^fe  of  X‘T;  Jtuvid  lli^uek  bK^dor  jihd  xtrOifg^r  bw\&  f in  «auivd 

• :U4.i'yl  ‘jiMtHa  : tlUMvaeli  edaeatiOO  than  fas  they  .beiiwy^i 

Tin-*  good  doctor,  UK*ngh  he  got  ioyei ie.n*  ha*  bitborto  i<*en  known  in  these  Stafok,? 
an.  i>xi^ffen  k • . Hbvary ..  of  bndk^v.v^^i^  The  i^>mimtfee  presented  a &U *<»ng  iind 
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of  hohiV'-a.  definition  curiously  in  line  I added  rhetoric  and  iilgybm.  to  tin?  .S*i|jho- 
with  the  scicntilic  uomeudiiturf*  as  well  a*  | more;  nave  the  Juniors  spherical  trig»> 
the  best  scientific  though!  ot  today.  It.  j uointdry  and  couir  nxuvn#  from  tl»e 
disclaimed  any  mtfnlioi!  " to  try  that  most.  Freshman  studies*  .niiks  man  Uujsn  .>! 
fruitless  and  miseh:t*voo«-  ;-vp;rurmrt,  the  | the  {steniorv,  and  history  and  ehromdoj?y ; 


JOHN  MCTIC^K 


■exj^ninrint  of  fcdueaVih£  **ith£r  the  natu-  arid  in  the  fifehior;  ye«r  provided  for  fl'iifcr 
rftlljr  fetupui  or  the  iiic.wmbly  kite'1  The  Jonfc,  natural  philosophy,  and  a#»trc»?H>ai  j;; 
4\wng*&;  iu  the  rouNre  of  study'  from  the  c'riticism  iwid  uiarejSal  gramDitir;  - history. 
J‘  pbu  of  rvlhV»tHVft'  Of  1784  '-added  .two  and  chrouojn^v ; huolleeluul  philosophy;' 
books  of  -Xenophon  void  two  Of  Horn^f,  logk;  .i»«d  tho  *•*  law  at  rial  lire  mol  a:*- 
arid  decrmol  mnl  tVuelioTiN,  to  the  | tions.' 

t irati&e:. -re^Tii the  cjufc-  ; To:  way  for  a wor* ^eoiieertlratol 

fiical  course * >•  • a*  ;<>,  Uiv*-  i hr  Senior  ! and  v i >tv>us adm i ri; relrnH*  *n f ftkhop  Mooiv 

to  the  dik^tiwi of  t|ie.f?iyw$t;  trftu$fem-4  f mV^riodl  in  1811.,  ' ;l*n -‘Ates#  iv^r* ;£*^rg«?Jh ■ 
JjSiKrlid.  and  part  of  (iwgniyhy  firin'  the  ; ie  leader '.in  the  wH*'*rea!lhir>s  a^'U«e  ^ie 
Sophomortj  to  Ure  ^ikshiriWri  dhd  fur  llutiieHihih'ip  ofllie  eiMIt*g't».p 
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but  the  president  must  by  the  charter  be 
an  Episcopalian,  and  the  doctor  was  “the 
champion  of  the  Presbyterians.”  The  of- 
fice of  provost  was  therefore  created  for 
him,  and  the  honorary  position  was  given 
to  Rev.  Dr.  William  Harris — “worthy, 
paternal  Dr.  Harris” — “a  man,”  said  Pro- 
fessor McVickar  at  his  death,  “ of  a tender 
heart,  great  firmness,  and  deep  piety.” 
In  1816,  Dr.  Mason  having  resigned  the 
provostship,  that  office  was  abolished,  and 
President  Harris  reigned  de  facto  as  well 
as  de  jure,  till  his  death  in  1829.  During 
Dr.  Mason’s  administration  the  medical 
school  had  been  given  up  (1813)  in  favor 
of  a new  institution  established  by  the 
regents  under  the  title  of  the  College  of 
Physicians  and  Surgeons,  which  returned 
to  the  fold  in  1860. 

In  1817  the  trustees  began  the  long- 
contemplated  improvements  in  the  col- 
lege building.  Two  wings,  each  fifty  feet 
square,  were  added  to  the  main  building, 
providing  residence  for  four  professors, 
and  room  for  a chapel  and  library  was 
found  in  the  old  building.  ‘ 4 How  grand,  ” 
wrote  Dr.  Haight,  in  later  reminiscences 
of  his  Freshman  days  of  this  time — 
“how  grand  everything  about  the  col- 
lege seemed! — the  stately  sycamores  on 
the  green,  venerable  from  age,  overshad- 
owing the  edifice,  the  old  building,  the 
great  staircase,  the  chapel  with  its  strange 
hanging  gallery,  the  dais  at  the  east  end, 
and  the  white-haired  president  in  his  robes, 
and  the  professors  on  his  either  hand.” 

Among  the  professors  of  Columbia  in 
these  years  were  many  men  of  strength 
and  note.  Dr.  Robert  Adrain — 4 4 Old  Bob- 
bie,” the  students  called  him — was  one  of 
these,  serving  the  college  from  1813  to  1825 
as  Professor  of  Mathematics.  He  was  4 4 an 
Irish  gentleman,  of  large  size,  broad,  beam- 
ing face,  and  silvery  voice” — a genial  soul, 
and  a great  lover  of  chess.  Once  having 
heaixl  of  an  old  salt  who  had  4 4 check- 
mated” pretty  well  around  the  world,  he 
put  on  his  old  clothes,  invaded  the  sailor's 
boarding-house  incog.,  and,  on  beating  the 
old  fellow,  was  amply  rewarded  with  the 
spontaneous  praise,  “You  must  be  the 
devil  or  Dr.  Adrain !”  Chancellor  Kent, 
who  had  been  a profeasor  from  1793  to 
1798,  was  re-appointed  in  1823  to  the  chair 
of  Law,  and  delivered  the  famous  lectures 
that  became  the  chief  commentary  on  the 
Constitution. 

The  college  was  very  proud  of  the  fact 
that  Professors  McVickar,  Moore,  Anthon, 


Renwick,  and  Anderson,  who  for  some 
years  constituted  the  entire  faculty,  were 
all  alumni.  Professor  Anderson,  who  suc- 
ceeded Dr.  Adrain,  and  served  till  1843,  is 
spoken  of  as  a man  whose  character  ap- 
proached as  near  to  perfection  as  is  per- 
mitted to  poor  humanity.  He  was  strong, 
able,  modest,  so  versatile  in  his  knowledge 
of  languages  that  his  students  were  afraid 
to  wager  what  language  he  did  not  know. 
One  day  he  was  noticed  listening  to  a 
strange  conversation  on  the  street;  it 
proved  to  be  Bohemian,  which  he  had 
quietly  added  to  his  stock  of  tongues. 
His  mathematical  ability  was  still  more 
noteworthy.  Mr.  A.  S.  Hewitt  tells  that 
he  once  went  with  the  professor  to  make 
some  observations  at  the  Observatory  at 
West  Point,  when  it  was  found  that  they 
had  left  behind  some  necessary  and  elabo- 
rate formulas.  It  was  ten  o’clock  at  night, 
and  their  only  chance  for  the  observations 
was  early  the  next  day.  “ Never  mind,” 
said  the  professor ; “ go  to  bed,  and  I’ll  see 
what  I can  do.”  By  morning  he  had  re- 
constructed all  the  formulas  from  the  ma- 
terial furnished  by  his  marvellous  mem- 
ory, and  the  observations  were  success- 
fully made.  His  classical  attainments 
commanded  the  exacting  respect  of  Dr. 
Anthon,  and  he  had  found  time  also  to 
train  himself  in  out-of-door  work,  so  that 
he  had  several  times  walked  fifty  miles  in 
a day. 

Dr.  Charles  Anthon  was  another  of  the 
giants  of  those  days.  His  father,  born  in 
Germany,  came  to  the  New  World  as  a 
British  officer  during  the  French  war,  and 
was  Surgeon-General  at  Detroit.  His  mo- 
ther was  the  daughter  of  a French  officer. 
The  father  was  a practicing  physician  in 
New  York  during  and  after  the  Revolu- 
tion, and  in  1796  he  was  made  a trustee  of 
Columbia  College.  The  son,  born  in  1797, 
entered  Columbia  at  fourteen,  and  so  far 
surpassed  his  classmates  that  he  took  the 
gold  medal  twice,  and  was  accordingly 
“excluded  from  competition,”  as  are  the 
pictures  of  the  great  artists  in  the  Paris 
Salon.  On  graduation  he  studied  law  in 
the  office  of  his  elder  brother,  but  though 
admitted  to  the  bar,  it  was  his  appoint- 
ment in  1820,  at  the  age  of  twenty-three, 
to  the  adjunct  professorship  of  Greek  and 
Latin  that  determined  his  life-work. 
Thenceforward  for  forty-seven  years,  till 
he  died  in  harness  in  1867,  he  devoted  an 
iron  frame,  an  obstinate  and  unflagging 
industry,  an  extraordinary  knowledge, 
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ami  a patient  habit  of  accumulation,  to 
the  instruction  of  his  students  and  the 
editing  of  books.  His  Horace  is  believed 
to  be  the  * * first  attempt  at  a critical  edition 
of  an  ancient  author  in  this  country;’' and 
his  series  of  tcxbhooks,  dictionaries,  and 
manuals  of  antiquities,  ainounting  to  forty 
volumes,  covered  almost  the  whole  field 
of  the  educational  classics.  The  students 
of  to-day  scarcely  know  how  much  they 
are  indebted  to  him  for  making  easy  and 
delightful  x>aths  which  previous  writers 
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had  blocked  with  difficulties  on  the  prin- 
ciple that  “ struggling  makes  strong,*’ 
His  works,  republished  in  England,  made 
him  almost  as  well  known  there  as  here. 
The  Athene? urn  said:  “Dr.  Anthon  has 
done  more  for  sound  classical  school  liter- 
atim- than  any  half-dozen  Englishmen.” 
Wedded  only  to  his  work,  lie  knew  no  res- 
pite and  no  other  cares.  His  working 
day  was  from  four  in  the  morning  till  ten 
at  night.  With  his  students  he  showed  a 
curious  mixture  of  harshness  arid  friend- 

■ftf;.'1  /V*‘  ’g-:  ‘ y.t \ 
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liness,  so  that  some— probably  the  lazy 
ones — recall  him  as  a monstrous  tyrant, 
and  others  as  the  embodiment  of  kindness. 
One  of  his  chief  services  to  the  college  was 
the  training  of  his  coadjutor  and  successor, 
Professor  Henry  Drisler,  Who  began  his 
college  service  in  1843,  and  is  now  the 
honored  senior  of  the  faculty. 

Professor  McVickar  graduated  at  the 
head  of  his  class  in  1804,  at  the  age  of  sev- 
enteen, and  at  thirty  was  made  full  pro- 
fessor. As  Professor  of  Political  Econo- 
my, which  subject  was  introduced,  at  his 
desire,  as  a Senior  study,  about  1817,  he  is 
said  to  have  given  the  first  course  of  lec- 
tures on  this  subject  delivered  in  any 
American  college,  and  in  1825  he  publish- 
ed what  is  said  to  have  been  the  first  work 
on  political  economy  from  an  American 
pen.  His  Hints  on  Banking , published 
in  1827,  unfolded  the  principle  of  free 
banking  under  a general  statute  which 
is  at  the  foundation  of  our  national-bank 
system.  “Quiet  perseverance”  was  his 
secret  of  success.  He  preached  as  well 
as  taught,  and  he  had  some  very  clear 
ideas  about  churches.  “Decorate  con- 
struction, never  construct  decoration,” 
said  he,  strikingly  ; and  he  was  a great 
advocate  of  free  seats : “No proprietorship 
in  the  house  of  God.”  He  also  served 
the  college  forty -seven  years,  until  he  was 
made  an  emeritus  professor  in  1864,  four 
years  before  his  death.  The  roll  of  Co- 
lumbia is,  in  fact,  so  full  of  honor-men 
that  it  is  impossible  to  continue  the  ros- 
ter. 

On  Dr.  Harris's  death,  in  1829,  Hon. 
William  A.  Duer,  LL.D.,  “a  respectable 
layman  who  deservedly  stands  high  in 
the  confidence  of  the  community,”  be- 
came the  fifth  president  of  Columbia,  and 
at  once  the  venerable  college  was  called 
upon  to  show  its  prowess.  The  proposal 
in  1830  to  establish  the  University  of  the 
City  of  New  York  roused  the  trustees — 
who  demurred  to  two  institutions  within 
the  city  while  Columbia  lacked  $2000  per 
year  of  its  expenditure — to  lay  fresh  claim 
to  a university  status  by  the  establish- 
ment, in  addition  to  the  “full  course”  for 
matriculated  students,  of  a “scientific  and 
literary  course,”  open  to  such  persons  as 
might  be  pleased  to  attend.  For  the  full 
course  the  requisites  for  admission  had  in 
the  intervening  years  been  raised  by  add- 
ing algebra.  The  mathematical  subjects 
were  strengthened  in  the  Freshman  year. 
The  Sophomores  now  studied  analytical 


geometry,  descriptive  geometry  and  lin- 
ear drawing,  mensuration,  surveying,  and 
navigation  ; they  had  a well  - balanced 
course  in  physics,  including  “the  rela- 
tions of  heat,  electricity,  magnetism,  and 
light”;  their  English  compositions  were 
to  be  criticised  by  the  professor  in  the 
presence  of  the  class,  and  they  were  each 
to  make  a weekly  analysis  of  their  work  in 
history.  The  Juniors  had  reached  prac- 
tical astronomy  with  the  use  of  instru- 
ments, chemistry  applied  to  the  arts,  and 
mineralogy  and  geology,  and  enjoyed  lec- 
tures on  English  and  modern  literature, 

1 4 with  references  to  authorities.  ” And  the 
Senior  class  had  undertaken  the  calculus, 
mechanics,  architecture,  and  engineering, 
the  history  of  philosophy,  the  evidences, 
and  political  economy,  besides  attending 
lectures  from  Professor  Kent  on  the  con- 
stitutional jurisprudence  of  the  United 
States  and  on  international  law.  All  this 
marked  an  advance  corresponding  to  that 
of  knowledge  and  of  the  country.  The  ‘ * sci- 
entific and  literary  course”  w^as  planned 
to  cover  three  years,  and,  as  gradually  de- 
veloped, aimed  to  be  “a  complete  system 
of  instruction  for  young  men  designed 
for  civil  or  military  engineers,  architects, 
superintendents  of  manufactories  of  all 
kinds,  or  for  mercantile  or  nautical  pur- 
suits.” The  applicant  was  required  to  have 
a knowledge  of  French,  and  some  mathe- 
matical and  geographical  information;  he 
then  entered  upon  a course  of  studies  se- 
lected from  the  regular  curriculum,  with 
the  French  language  in  place  of  the  clas- 
sics, and  the  addition  of  chemical  manipu- 
lation, assaying,  book-keeping,  perspective 
drawing,  and  the  use  of  water-colors,  and 
technical  drawing  “according  to  the  in- 
tended profession  of  the  student.” 

The  new  scheme  introduced  many  oth- 
er changes ; nearly  a score  of  public  lec- 
tureships were  provided  for,  whose  in- 
cumbents should  fix  and  receive  the  fees 
for  their  lectures;  various  societies,  the  re- 
ligious denominations,  and  all  schools 
sending  at  least  four  students,  and  any 
person  paying  §1000,  were  to  have  free 
scholarships ; and  any  religious  denomina- 
tion or  person  paying  §20,000  endowment 
might  found  a professorship  and  nomi- 
nate the  professor.  In  the  classes  students 
were  to  be  seated,  as  before,  according  to 
their  grade  of  merit,  but  now  a gold  med- 
al, awarded  to  the  best  student  of  each 
class,  was  to  give  him  individual  preced- 
ence in  the  first  grade.  Two  gold  medals 
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nan  as  well  as  professor  for  some  years, 
became  his  successor  in  1842.  He  was  “a 
refined  scholar, " and  highly  cultivated 
gentleman  of  the  old  school,  living  a 


put  the  student  on  an  honor  list  “ beyond 
competition,5’  as  a sort  of  student  emeritus . 
Here  was,  in  fact,  the  germ  of  a real  uni- 
versity, as  well  as  of  the  scientific  school 


UKNUY  DKISLKR, 


bachelors  life  in  the  world  of  books,  ‘'of 
a pleasant  petulance  and  an  engaging 
earnestness,"  a model  of  good* breeding. 
Ho  is  described  by  Dr.  Haight  as  '*  tail, 
spare*  lithe,  with  a firm,  intellectual  face; 
bearing  the  marks  of  years  of  hard  study 
arid  close  application."  He  resigned  in 
1849,  and  was  succeeded  by  Hon.  Charles 


afterward  started  as  the  School  of  Mines; 
but  the  scheme  came  to  an  untimely  end 
in  1843.  when  some  of  the  studies  wore 
adopted  into  the  regular  course,  and  Ger- 
man added. 

On  the  resignation  of  President  Duer, 
"the  high-toned  gentleman,"  Professor 
N.  F.  Moore,  LL.D.,  who  had  been  libra- 
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King,  LL.D.,  a representative  of  one  of  the 
historic  families  of  New  York,  and  anoth- 
er gentleman  and  scholar  of  the  good  old 
days,  who  served  the  college  for  fifteen 
years,  till  the  inauguration  of  President 
Barnard  in  1864.  In  1857  there  was  estab- 
lished a “ post-graduate  course,”  in  which 
Professor  Arnold  Guyot  lectured  on  phys- 
ical geography,  and  Professor  George  P. 
Marsh  on  the  English  language ; but  this 
continued  only  a year.  Nevertheless,  the 
foundations  of  a university  were  again 
laid,  and  this  time  more  permanently,  by 
the  establishment  of  the  School  of  Law  in 
1858,  with  Professor  Theodore  W.  Dwight 
as  warden,  by  the  re-adoption  of  the  Med- 
ical College  in  1860,  and  by  the  modest  be- 
ginning of  the  School  of  Mines  in  1863-5, 
under  the  vigorous  inspiration  and  efforts 
of  Professor  Thomas  Egleston,  Jun. 

For  nearly  a hundred  years  the  college 
had  found  its  home  in  that  fine  “lime- 
house”  with  the  cupola  which  the  trustees 
had  proudly  completed  in  1760.  There 
had  been  extensions  and  additions,  and 
the  college  was  proud  of  its  site,  its 
grounds,  and  that  umbrageous  and  de- 
lightful College  Place  into  which  old 
Chapel  Street  had  been  transformed;  but 
now  commerce  was  crowding  it.  The 
Botanic  Gardens  were  the  destined  site, 
and  when  in  1851  a resolution  was  passed 
to  “lay  out  building  lots,  with  space  for  a 
church  and  college,”  the  plot  west  of  Fifth 
Avenue  between  Forty-ninth  and  Fiftieth 
streets  was  left  at  its  original  level  for  the 
college  buildings,  for  which  Upjohn  was 
preparing  a design.  Pending  their  erec- 
tion, that  portion  of  the  Trinity  gift  on 
which  the  college  actually  stood  was  sold, 
and  a temporary  investment  of  the  pro- 
ceeds was  made  in  the  old  Deaf-and- 
dumb  Asylum  and  its  grounds,  between 
Madison  and  Fourth  avenues  and  Forty- 
ninth  and  Fiftieth  streets.  The  college 
moved  into  this  temporary  home  in  1857, 
and  appears  to  have  made  this  site  its  per- 
manent one.  The  east  dormitory  became 
the  chapel  and  library,  the  west  one  homes 
for  the  professors.  In  1862  a President’s 
House  was  completed  on  the  grounds.  The 
war  put  a stop  to  the  new  plans,  and  now 
the  college  is  anchored.  The  old  Asylum, 
with  its  columned  portico,  still  exists,  and 
is  known  to  irreverent  undergrads  as  the 
maison  de  punk,  but  it  will  soon  give 
way  to  the  new  buildings  which  are  to  re- 
place it.  This  site  is  estimated  to  be  worth 
over  $400,000. 


Columbia,  under  the  administrations  of 
Presidents  Moore  and  King,  preserved  her 
easy  equanimity  even  into  the  stirring 
times  of  the  war,  though  she  was  sending 
many  a brave  boy  to  the  field,  as  she  had 
done  a century  before.  But  with  the  in- 
auguration of  President  F.  A.  P.  Barnard, 
in  1864,  a new  era  began.  He  was  then  a 
veteran  educator,  having  been  graduated 
at  Yale  in  1828,  and  he  had  been  Chancel- 
lor of  the  University  of  Mississippi  until 
the  war  drove  all  Northern  sympathizers 
out  of  the  South,  and  sent  him  to  Wash- 
ington. Years  before  he  had  been  con- 
nected with  the  Deaf-and-dumb  Asylum, 
little  thinking  that  he  would  be  called  back 
to  the  old  halls  with  this  great  future  open- 
ing before  them.  His  inaugural  address 
showed  a far  look  ahead.  He  was  deeply 
impressed  with  the  university  idea,  and 
with  the  educational  needs  of  the  metrop- 
olis, and  his  faith  has  been  justified  by 
works.  At  his  coming,  there  were  but  one 
hundred  and  fifty  students  in  the  college 
proper,  the  School  of  Mines  was  in  an 
inchoate  state,  the  schools  of  Law  and  of 
Medicine  were  connected  with  the  School 
of  Arts  by  the  merest  thread  of  association. 
To-day,  a thousand  students,  under-grad- 
uate, graduate,  and  professional,  throng 
the  college  grounds,  and,  with  the  excep- 
tion of  the  Medical  College  (which  has 
five  hundred  students  in  its  building  on 
Twenty-third  Street,  and  whose  connec- 
tion with  the  university  consists  chiefly 
in  the  signing  of  its  diplomas  by  the  Pre- 
sident), all  the  schools  abe  part  of  a com- 
pact and  centrally  governed  university, 
to  which  a splendid  future  is  assured. 

The  trustees  had  foreseen  the  need  of 
more  room,  and  each  member  of  the  facul- 
ty had  been  requested  to  furnish  an  esti- 
mate of  what  the  future  would  demand  in 
his  special  department.  A building  was 
erected  for  the  School  of  Mines  in  1865, 
but  only  as  a temporary  expedient;  and 
in  1871  the  trustees  appointed  a Commit- 
tee on  Site,  who  examined  various  loca- 
tions, and  presented  three  plots  to  the 
board  for  their  choice.  But  in  1873  the 
pressure  for  room  became  insistent,  and 
against  the  judgment  of  the  president, 
who  entered  a written  protest  on  the  min- 
utes, the  die  was  cast  by  the  erection  of 
a solid  and  permanent  building  for  the 
School  of  Mines  on  the  old  grounds.  Co- 
lumbia has  found  her  permanent  home, 
and  her  architect  has  had  to  meet  the  diffi- 
cult problem  of  housing  a great  and  grow- 
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ga nie  1ai^>rato^v  ‘provided  i jntv  the  tn  u> 

nifieent  Phoenix  bequest,  and  for  large 
l^c-^rfe-FdoaiS  -far ' the.  seienti  fld' professor. 
The  Fiftieth  Street  side  is  now  occupied 
'j^K'the  alder  School  of  -Mines  building, 
and  by  the  original  asylum  edi lire,  with 
the  dhapel  and  old  library  adjoining.  The 
site  of  the  asylum  will  Alford  room  for  the 
Political  Science,  ete  ^ 
ami  be  placed,  either  by 

a wA  dha|*&}  And  A tadfee  lial  h to  hold  a 
thousand  hearers,  or  by  additional  slaek- 
hlwhry,:  Thfe 

lwdow>  ami  lhh  library  above,  with  the 
observatory  in  the  top  of  the  adjoining 
tower, weiipy the ^ vei^  ^trikmg  building 
dividing  uiie  quQdraKgh?  frdttytlm  other, 
which  is  one  ojf  ihe  chief  Architectural  fea- 
lines  of  ibis  lirdabie  group  of  buddings. 
Ifchfe#  been  t^mfdehSii  d rmtt'g  ffetepasfc  year 
at  a cost  of  about  &2(H>/000  The  interior 
of  th is  build) ogr  is  tin isheil  in  brick;  a?id  it 
is  altogether  a "most  honest  and  noble 
pieeeof  work;  . The  present  library  huiUP 
ifig  js  SnhyrjiteiV  From  the.  did  cull  ego  by  a 
space  of  oo  fy  a few  inches,  which  the  buys 
_-3Sye  the  Pass  of  Tlierampy lie 

Under  tfy  is  the  engine- 

room,  courier  teii  wjilythn  library  and  the 

passages, 

&nd  ?t  vrtiis  a :qpie  worthy 

avebite^fjbt^f  ns<y  V&dihnl  itf 

Mioej?  ludhiiu^ 

The  rtuikti  irripoH&iJ  t hiterktr  feature  of 
the  new  building  is  the  noble  library  hall, 
a room  of  grand  proportion#-,  with  u triple 


arch  roof  supported  by  iron  truss*  work,  s<* 
that  the  floor  spaei^AlS  by  7b  ms?; 

broken  by  divisions.  A gallery  makes  the 
circuit  of  it,  and  the  walk,  within  reaching 
distance  of  the  floor  and  of  the  gallery v 
are  Hm*d  with  that  best  of  decorations, 
books,  Tliy  Pjicgmx  collection,  of  above 
7000  valuable  and  rare  books,  occupies  the 
f entire  pnith  gfillerf..  The  general  ar- 
I raiigehVent  k % f;0bject^r.  dnd  <Wi 

: illy  tybt&ry  hm  lirniui^tioued:.' 
;}  Afcfep^s  i<>  the  06,1)00  ytedltohi*  Itere  siic-l  ve<J 
f as  a i^f li  briry , k 

with  t&ble^  to  winch  the  r&uier  may  freely 
hike  ay  many  bopte  m he  rei|uices,  fend  a*; 
i he  du^c  comes  on,  x tap  of  thy  kill  from 
the  librarian  ^ room  to- ^ I IhreTigi direr  pu&sa* 
hfcdfepdfial  & movable  ek 
he  may  turn  am  or  off  at.  wiJh  AH  t he  to- 
bies have  i ndi  ykiual  lights,  and  therfi&des 
for These  burners  m&  for  t\\pip  atewt  iti& 
room  were  so‘  :aTfaiijgfe^'  $?' 
with  Dr.  C/Jts  Agnew,  ;wUo As  i>t>0  of  the 
trustees^  th  at  all  the  light  f^d  Is  on  the  hooks 
or  tiibles,  and  no  My  gl  ares  into  the  reader  js 
i$yp.  The  assistant  bbrari^ns  have  their 
desks  on  the  main  hour,  and  are  ready  u\ 
put  their  knowledge  of  their  Hpeeial  ku.1>- 
\ jee  ty  a t thy  ;kery)^ e :pt.  tlie  rekd^.  It  U 
} )>k?t.'sr«ut  to  note*  that  the  cmireoienres  of 
fbik  jihmr^  ^n*  hy  be  extended  not  otdy  to 
Put  1600  mondiw  -of  iUe  univet^iiy  ^nd 
M%  hi  nniu w but  io  m&h  $#■ 

Vii&y  righijy ' Reck  its  »b  thtiit 

what^ ^ the ^ Astitr  and  Le.t.iixx  Idmtries  Imve 
not  given  to  Netv-Ynrker^,  Columbia  will 


pl a 5 of  eoi.r.rO'K  Bru?.i<is;cfc\ 


Go  gle 


COLUMBIA  COLLEGE. 


827 


give — a working*  library  open  every  day  in  I modern  library  eo  operation,  of  which  the 
the  year  except  Sundays  and  Good-Friday,  ! new  librarian,  Mr.  Meivil  Dewey,  has  been 

The  modern  librarian 


and  from  eight,  morning,  till  ten,  night,  j a leading  apostle 


a git  of  oiD  am*  sen 


Such  facilities  as  these  are  made  possible 


ry  methods  and  fittings  resulting  from  the 


aims,  above  all,  to  bare  his  books  used,  to 
give  them  the  greatest  accessibility  at  the 


. * ''  Original  from 

.UNIVERSITY  OFMICHIG 


828 


HARPER’S  NEW  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE. 


albeit  to  the  dire  disturbance  of  the  old- 
fashioned  book-keeper , who  fears  his  pre- 
cious books  will  be  hurt  by  using.  In  re- 
spect of  facility  of  use,  the  Columbia  Col- 
lege library  promises  to  be  the  most  nota- 
ble in  the  country.  The  libraries  of  the 
several  schools  are  now  brought  together 
under  one  administration,  and  the  law  li- 
brarian, the  science  librarian,  and  other 
specialists  are  staff  officers  of  the  univer- 
sity librarian.  They,  in  turn,  have  the 
help  of  a staff  of  bright  Wellesley  girls,  of 
the  class  of  1883,  who  are  trained  as  cata- 
loguers and  library  assistants.  The  staff 
hours  are  so  arranged  that  no  one  need 
work  more  than  seven  hours.  Catalogu- 
ing goes  on  without  closing  any  part  of 
the  library  ; it  will  require  three  years  to 
complete  the  work. 

The  system  of  registry,  which  makes  free 
use  possible,  is  centred  in  a desk  at  the  very 
entrance,  in  the  transept  of  the  great  hall. 
This  desk  is  in  easy  communication,  by 
means  of  sliding -boxes,  with  the  stack- 
rooms,  in  which  the  body  of  the  collection 
not  needed  for  reference  is  packed  with 
such  economy  of  space  that  a low  room, 
61  by  22  feet,  houses  40,000  volumes. 
These  are,  indeed,  catacombs  of  books, 
with  lettered  avenues  and  numbered  streets 
but  twenty-six  inches  wide,  so  that  a book 
can  be  had  instantly  when  called  for  from 
the  card  directory  below.  Each  book  has 
pasted  inside  its  cover  a pocket,  into  which 
slips  a book-card ; each  reader  is  represent- 
ed also  by  a card  arranged  according  to 
his  initials  in  a case  at  the  registry  desk. 
The  book’s  number  is  entered  on  the  read- 
er’s card ; the  reader  signs  his  initials  on 
the  book’s  card,  which,  while  the  book  is 
out,  is  kept  in  a second  case  at  the  regis- 
try desk,  arranged  by  subjects.  Thus  any 
book  “out”  can  be  instantly  traced,  and 
the  receipt  for  it  produced.  When  a read- 
er wishes  to  return  a book,  he  has  only  to 
hand  it  in  at  the  registry  desk;  and  if  he 
is  in  a super-American  hurry,  he  need  not 
wait  even  the  instant  required  to  make 
sure  that  the  attendant,  by  stamping  the 
date  of  return  on  the  book  card,  has  can- 
celled his  receipt.  There  is  no  field  in 
which  modern  organization  has  achieved 
a greater  triumph  than  in  this  single  ex- 
ample of  library  administration. 

The  library  itself  has  been  of  slow 
growth,  that  of  King’s  College,  which* 
should  have  been  its  nucleus,  having  ap- 
parently been  dispersed  during  the  Rev- 
olution, by  the  seizure  of  the  college  build- 


ings for  military  purposes.  In  1806  six 
hundred  volumes  from  it  came  to  light  in 
a room  in  St.  Paul’s  Chapel.  Several  do- 
nations and  purchases  had  increased  the 
collection  in  1862  to  16,000  volumes,  val- 
ued at  §34,000.  In  1882  the  munificent  be- 
quest of  Stephen  Whitney  Phoenix  brought 
to  the  college  his  superb  collection.  The 
united  libraries  in  1883  numbered  50,000 
volumes,  and  the  accessions  this  year  add 
about  12,000  more.  In  the  upper  stack- 
room  is  housed  the  fine  Torrey  herbarium, 
covering  60,000  specimens,  and  valued  at 
over  §25,000.  Above  the  wing  of  the  li- 
brary building  is  the  tower  and  paper  dome 
of  the  astronomical  observatory,  with  the 
Rutherfurd  telescope  and  transit  instru- 
ment. 

After  many  false  starts,  Columbia  Col- 
lege has  at  last  physically  and  intellectu- 
ally begun  to  build  thoroughly  the  foun- 
dation of  a true  metropolitan  university. 
Her  system  now  includes  “a  School  of 
Arts,  a School  of  Mines,  a School  of  Law, 
a School  of  Political  Science,  and  a School 
of  Medicine,  employing  a president  and 
one  hundred  and  twenty  professors,  in- 
structors, and  assistants” — almost  as  many 
as  her  students  in  old  days — and  number- 
ing over  fifteen  hundred  students.  To  this 
the  trustees  have  voted  to  add  a School  of 
Library  Economy,  for  the  training  of  li- 
brarians, of  which  the  librarian  will  be 
the  chief  professor. 

The  progress  made  in  the  School  of  Arts 
since  u the  plan  of  education”  first  cited  is 
interestingly  shown  by  an  examination  of 
the  present  course.  The  classical  course  is 
bettered  in  the  selection  of  authors,  but  the 
chief  change  has  naturally  been  in  round- 
ing out  education  with  the  new  studies. 

For  entrance,  the  would-be  Freshman  must 
construe  more  of  Caesar,  Cicero,  and  Vir- 
gil than  a hundred  years  ago,  and  some- 
thing of  Xenophon  and  Homer  in  place 
of  the  Greek  Gospels;  he  must  be  versed 
in  English,  Latin,  and  Greek  grammar, 
prosody  and  composition,  writing  an  Eng- 
lish paper  off-hand  in  the  examination- 
room  ; he  must  know  the  elements  of  an- 
cient and  modern  geography,  of  ancient 
history,  of  arithmetic,  algebra,  and  geom- 
etry. In  the  Freshman  class,  the  classic 
authors  are  Horace  and  Cicero,  Homer 
and  Herodotus;  in  the  Sophomore,  Horace 
(Satires)  and  Livy,  Euripides  and  Xeno- 
phon ( Memorabilia ).  In  both,  the  stu- 
dent must  elect  one  modern  language,  hav- 
ing choice  of  German,  French,  Italian,  and 
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H pan ish . Th e V reshpnian 

and  gwmuUry,.  with  '.romo  soaions,  tho 

$op.b<nwmv  renohos 


aM.entioa  to  tte  ipftw  4d$i#>u  ami  | Latin  J&scKyUia  tmd  TJtmm- 

Tiuioinmyv  .*  • t?i*\  Soplturrum.v  histv^i*  ai  ! thorny  <Qn  tlu^  UVnvny  pqmpai##V.£  phi 
grafittaMy Amilh*  pwtry  uf  k>1ifig;y,  diitwntiai  ami  int^rntl  eu)£«k*$. 

it  ^tvuiy  of  botfi  $ ears,  iUiM.  t h*  agronomy  ipniciicak^ -voii  te»\}\nacHiva\'> 
’8^pfeun^e>adifc  Gmnaii  arid  6?tenfcb,hiS'  y u&ik*  twg)if?r  pU  * 

torv.  Tbi*  td^CiVe  syumu  was  intro-  .mhI  liihojogr*  psytho},  yy  nm?  » .in 

tltJCM.i  in-'  ISUi?;  hmJ  miw  Joomrawl  Senior  in  stray?  of  piu}o>^fn<y,  Mn*  twiislitniinm*-! 
st-uUiA*  antf  ‘vijn'My  elmiyi.*:.*-rciH‘t  tht*  "x  inMorv  of  Encrlainl  :nnl  Europe*.  :u»tl  polif 
toy  tiVtf  Junior  veuiy  Enslisli;  ' ieal  ♦.cHiiofny.  y)iH»Hv^MuiI 

vvilU  /vhv-Im  rvi  <t»n  xvvttuunv  &m\  the  spa  • ; k*  W-yfewi^feti  -ally  >.vwh  iin  piv»vi- ?>o.> 
*1*1  sruJy  of  tin'rw j,  AiiltoH.  n..t*ii  8peit*er.  { ;u.u  tin-re  mast  hfi-  atrnvrnli^r  h<U  Jus*  .H»uu 
^SJwgTisU  ki^to^y 4usJ  puln’iral  « eo  (in w%v\$ . I • -It ft i*t 4 .lio a m Vijf- 
iqpi  $$*>  Iiteru-  j that  stujfrhfc*  shall  t&U 

lur/y im$ ;{ Ivt?  . pjjrni^ibh  £bt 

iu^oiT I ij»M'!i  Tin*  Juniiir  j uiotiiiy. 
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After  six  years  of  tleYelpje 
men  < a c*oiw pejteht 
ty  desired  that  ^vfurhiy 
all  the  must  famous  ^iOKilv 
in  the  vvorlil  there  is  ;y  fut- 
on* so  dyA\  with 

mid  imi  oVai 
where;  all  the 
■'iiyv  curried  un  with  the 
xvMttt equal  viw:%- 

yihiv:lnfen5Ktui^  and  mk 
ihirtthle  feaixire  of  m>  uniter 
work  bu^iid^  dosses  in 
\ ir&rifc&l  uo  n \ \)^ si  ail  ed  t o 
iii'  which  tin*-  MsiV 
w i}li  itttp  tfe 

: m i if  tiK ; tilt  <ik  - 

vn<t t th  e gfeit 
>uid  maelifne  MinopW  of  New 
Yhek  city,-  m&kiiig  work 
itig  drawings^  lumUImg 
tools,  mid 

workshop  letHiiWf.1  f nim 
t heir  instKieto^  in  w]$dX 
th  e -Work  men  ■,  d u rin.gr.  tf$jr 
iiCfojj i tig#/  ft io\v  <*1*4*1  in 
.i&rfeSi';  utid  in  geodf#yv  ;£ri 
whit'll  xUjluahk’  field  work 
is<  dope  On  t he  New  York 
Hutfe  burvey.  Tins  vnem 
hwhip  of  the  school  no# 
iild udes  liejirly  i huh  - 
rjred  itu4d>ti« . and  i{  JiM  li 
>;apa'jt»j^  fAea ilV . <«df; 

C Jf,  t'hantUevU' 

The  Echoed  fit  5teil*vipfer-the.  Cdhige  of 
I’lndfi^nruptl  \^k  v$$tt  r& ' ’ 

ftireet,  fiKViug  pyer ;ift V ic.. }i iiiVtJ ^,V- • 
wit}]  Dr.  Al on xVl  ^h^.it  a&  pr*%khjrp  ^ has 
htff  h tiimoufii  conmx-iioo  vrilji  the  utn- 
Ifot  the  ,'of  £i&w'\ hiwHir  ihfy 

^^hagetiieuf  of  its  dislmyuivh^tl  w>mlxor 
|hs?M4^>r  Theoilor^  W.  Itii 

Hifyix  Plave?  now  tomitfe# 

will  1 tbe  uRjiu^k Vit>lA\  ^iidhsehiffely  ruider^^^ 
‘irrMiiiy  him!  1WM  the  government  of  the  college  out horifie.v 
from  ^hai]  hogin  li^  j*iii*uu^sltHs  l>ee<h  so  great  thiit  iWo  svf*> 
K->f  Muu  !?>  [irio  of  hri  mrs  :hv  irrjwnvii'  from  fVde*V>r 
-nU of ' i *••■♦*;’..  proio-  DvruOo.  niW\  in  tin*;  morning  and  one  m 
utii.Viun  he  &*ked  the  affomncm  Two  timnt  - ermrl# 
f provided  ni  livkl  r-ieli  wfivlc  for  wlueh  pi;muo> . i t p.< 

{ u:>|h  ii-o  fnnUliu*f  UHUsii^uu  the  <71.se  m>  hr  lUse 
;.nn*iid.v.bui  twelve  ic>  v«;u  out  k>  tjie  >4  (»‘H  in  joK;>i«U‘  ..anil 
hexV^vtu*.  M|*pit!-(!  HI  WfiU.M  rV'U  •-.fiOOK  nf  .laU  u»v  4riM*5;ii  hy 
'Why  .teltlti  of  HfA  :u;  ‘.tudrlU*.  uVnl  a <il/r;}^Uul  V- 

xdfed  f>>Ky  u^hh  hy  -rhv  pfiVfes^v  tieinig  m jud-gp* 
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ah out^?vnvih  of  dm  So.hoo  1 of  Law,  lias  leye  or  ^Isowiici^-  under  the  direction  of 
bt^vrf)<v  under  (he  headship  of  Professor  the  president. ' 

ylobii.'^W,  Burgas#,  a ibihhe  Th*  (ut^rey<§houltl  few  C#lkmt»{a,  xWitler 

wr  at'  tin*  university  fatuiiy.  It  Vras  vym  .management;  one  of  the  gl‘e?it  tuii- 
e*t&  (disked  in  1S80<  '•*  to  prepare  young  verities  of  the  world.  liei  ■' pJiysieal  bii^s 
men  for  the  duties  of  public  life.*  It  /re/‘  Of  ?<  nnignitk  e)»f  endowment  of  real 

rpure8 for  utlniission  the  quaUlicatio ns  ne  estate  Valued  at  over  *V»Okonn  The 
ces-owY  /for  the  /hm'ior  class  m college,  progress  of  the  last  ten  yttif*:  points  to 
ami  it  M ward*  the  degree  of  PhJb  after  h the iK^ibility  of  a urn  versify  n>  ibis  great 

tji;  physical  wromhrn  city 

and  polUanl  geography.  the  history  of  muwrsiries  of  Mm  Ihnwssnn'ec  slain  at- 
philosophy,  the  history  of  the  literature  tract  ihmtwuuL  of  students  hy  Mm  Jar'll*, 
of  the  pohfK'al  sciences.  the  constitution  dies  for  study  which  only  a p>eid  centre 
ai  history-  of  Europe,  England,  mid  (lie  of  ciriU^ed  activity  can  ' supply;  •'•  With- 
V/nittai  SkddSj  Roman  jttyfejhhjileia'fi.  the  ! tjuy  iwhpreeB  0 gveat  libraries,'  *tf  mu&feu 
c0^n^raii\m  ^UTistUutiahxl  law  of  $hrb-  j and  of  ttH*,  At  ;hyr  disposal,  W |ih  tJi6uf*ther 
jreur*  states,  the  United  St  a j and  the  {Treat,  edueaimnal  vnstifciituurs  of  the  city 
several  plates  of  the  j/nina.dbe  hrOory  j acknowledging  her  diversity  charaehw 
of  d!ploiiiaey>Hdntiiii>traii\ v kiw;.  puliueal  ! cs  giving  a centre and  head  to  a-  general 
.etxmmny  statistical  and'  social  s&op%&  .educational  system*  wjfli  a true  spirit  of 
Provlsixjft  is  mxMhvfoy  *pmHT  In  ^dhularyhip  which  pccjnit^  no  Jeafapsy 

any  of  thpsa  departments.  The  sehnol  J bur  >i'j  ways  inspires  union  to  a common 
has  already  att'cHciod  an  attendance  of  \ end,  Columbia  Unmwshv  might  to  be  in 
forty  students.  and  it  show*.  growth;  ■ <he  n;> * century  a source  of  in  lei  tactual 

Columbia  decided  in  1 88h  in  pAirml  ify  j and  namal  sinmerth  whose  indue*.  e o*  t J 
exanimations  so  as  u>  grunt  corn j he  ’ tVli.;  through  Now  York.  by  the  whole 
proficiency  to  such  wmmjn  .jg**pt*red  I of  jAtperica. 
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ern  stucco  villas,  in  village  green  and  suo*  ureen,  and  tin  is  bed  it  with  loi 
urban  railway  station,  in  Georgian  reini*  Tins  affected  the  Queen  to  h 
imcenees  and  Victorian  progress;  and  as  speaking  of  it  afterward,  slie  sai 
the  old  and  the  new  combine  to  adapt  im-  always  love  little  Kew  for  this." 
perial  Kew  to  current  nineteenth-century  days  of  a simple  unintellectu 
ideas,  it  may  also  be  said  that  the  temper  the  Green  was  not  railed  in ; no 
at u res,  if  not  the  climates,  of  the  world  are  seem,  was  the  hamlet  walled  « 
concentrated  here,  each  with  its  specimen  royal  lodge  and  gardens,  Bi 
of  tree  and  plant,  of  fruit  and  flower.  had  a comparatively  small  ] 

George  the  Third  and  his  Queen  worn  then,  and,  so  far  as  transit  is  f 
more  intimately  associated  with  Kew  was  quite  a distance  from  K 
than  were  any  other  royal  personages,  did  not  need  the  defenses  now 
though  Carol ine,  the  persecuted  wife  of  against  holiday  “ rougher  and 
the  second  George,  began  tiie  gardens,  marauders.  Few  coaches,  1 su> 
It  was  in  the  autumn  of  1780,  after  an  at-  filed  thither  in  the  last  century, 
tack  had  been  made  upon  the  King,  that  barges  and  wherries  carried  bul 
the  good  people  of  the  hamlet,  solaced  sure -seekers  so  far.  The  Greei 
him  with  a rural  demonstration  that  is  re  j variably  have  had  the  same  asp* 
corded  by  Madame  D'Arblay  as  follows:  I somnolence  as  that  which  you 
“ An  exceedingly  pretty  scene  was  exhih-  once  in  a way  observe  there  o 
ited  to-day  to  their  Majesties.  We  came.  day>,.  Tmi  may  picture  the  n 
as  usual  on  every  alternate  Tuesday,  to  j and  his  wife  acknowledging 
Kew.  The  Queen's  lodge  is  at  the  end  of  greeting  of  the  motley  little  c 
a long  meadow7  surrounded  with  houses,  hundred  years  ago;  or.  en term 
which  is  called  Kew  Green,  and  this  w as  j dens  in  imagination,  with  a cert 
quite  filled  with  ail  the  inhabitants  of  the  j ish  boy  having  three  halfpence  i: 
place—  the  lame,  old,  blind,  sick,  and  in- jet  and  Swift's  Tale  of  a Tub  in 
hints  - who  all  assembled,  dr^s$ed  u\  their  wfcecall  William  Oohljett's  plea? 
Sunday  garb,  to  line  the  sides  of  the  mad  view  with  the  English  King. 
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of  the  Thames  and  recall  the  regal  pro- 
cessions of  boat  and  barge  which,  through 
several  reigns,  passed  to  and  fro  between 
London  arid  Hampton  Court.  Or,  what 
is  still  better,  come  with  me  and  be  intro- 
duced to  the  modern  master  of  Kew  Gar- 
dens, and  the  world's  best  authority  on 
botany,  theoretical  and  practical. 


outlook  upon  one  of  those  rich,  velvet- 
like  lawns  that  have  a continual  and 
never-ending  charm  for  Americans  A 
desk  covered  with  letters  and  reports,  a 
pot  of  strange  flowers,  several  colored  fac- 
similes of  rare  plants.  Over  the  mantel- 
shelf there  is  a medallion  bust  of  Sir  John 
Franklin,  the  arctic  explorer,  a vase  of 


*1K  JOSfcril  KOOfcKtt; 


We  do  not  enter  by  the  public  gates.  | white  chrysantheimwis.  a study  of  the 
This  “old  Kensington”  style  of  house,  characteristic  head  of  Professor  Darwin, 
wiih  odd  nooks  and  corners  of  brick  half  ; On  the  walls  there  are  portraits  of  Kir  Jp- 
hidden  by  ivy  and  oilier  creepers,  has  an  j seph’s  '.father  dhe  first  curator  of  Kcw), 
entrance  from  the  Green,  and  Us  front  John  Lind  Icy,  and  other  men  of  note, 
gives  upon  the  Gardens  inside.  We  an*  There  is  a book-case  full  of  miscellaneous 
recei  ved  by  a house -maid  in  t he  light  pnagd^itemture,  and  hen*  ami  there,  on  bracket, 
dress  which  obtain*  in  country  hous^^^and  table,  several  Wtalgwobtl  plagues  and 
PQoUkI  along  a passage  adorned  with  old  bits  of  old  Nankin  “ blue  “ ft  is  t he  room 
engravings,  we  enter  Sir  Joseph  Hook-  , of  a man  of  taste,  of  a busy  man  whose 
ers  study.  It  is  a simple  room,  with  an  1 avocations  lie  among  beautiful  things. 

’ ; ”•  , On^i  Ribfrgrm 
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SIR  ^JSKPU 


Wiil.i  a [ttiifent  |^ten(iRt^vopk. 

ixis^'a  ft r’mjfiKruil^  ^ir  bi  s lifts  j.  tvtim  IVi*  periimi*  artil  vunwi  tmvvfe  h\ 

amkfcamr.v*'^  ^ ami  puWi$h«lf  Ms 

aoatvfiu  an  hy&uue  oiWr  w#1D 

t»f  *v:<\  he  w.y>lks  \v\t!i  Urn  rliHfcs  step  uf  r fcutmu  works  wj  ImTi&h  plknta  uml  bov/ 

yrmu':*  loan,  aval'  talks  likemusi  busy  tmm,  * wa.  ’Rut  it.  is  rro  part  of  our  phot.  to  write 

a*  rf  U»r  jf»i| iir-  had  nothing  in . ytoiv  tor  j his  .ibiuiyraph  v . bfa  and  Ins  Vymks  ute 
him  hut  a i’<-)i*yi.tiun  o|V  hi^  past  days  i'it  {mown  in  all  voimjrm*,  His  mum/  is:  ftv  ' 
wmiR  w-urnm.- V>y* r.ycrrthat  y Imy  ;uv  fall  miliar  ammi^  UmanUte  aml.g&rdem.m.*  *n 
oj  ntR\  pl  oiv  dm/Hopmoms  AuK‘i*m;i,.a>-  it  also  U m India,  AnsfraU^; 

VUr  m^Ullnm  uf  Krmtklm  and  oilier  N\nv  Zealand,  ami  ‘V Iwinv&r  the  Ea-rJuh 

3ii»  mu?  laKujwm  - im  mom*  :\vi‘-  fall  * Utopia £«>.  is  spoken,  and  in  mauy  rdhor 
.imipoasizo  the  ori  :i  mb  Sir  .U»^  jm.  thru  w muird'ev  where  >t  is  lnsf; 

Dr.  f I Upton*  in  jyd9  wnni  nut  m»  h? »sM  sir  tC<ov  Gardens  ’cover  several  laimh^d 
jaomsIwoAs  dbp.iim  &ehtk\  to  ftm.A»u.  wwies  Th- v ,ur  ’hv'-milkd  whb  ^vmd 
troi  jc  Or-  :.•* g Tfio  VAmuy;  mrdwno  ohjnri  am)  wolar.  They  moan  speoimmiSp*  h *r~ 
\v<G  bntamo4  tmsmiodi.  ami  i>n  ikV  trrvrh  i git  frees  ami  examples  of  plants  and  fl«u*o 
(a/  published  iti/j  i-Vorr/  A>4*trrf t<a . v.d»mh  .-»■>.  from  oyory  parr  of  the  world;  pjvihyed 
o mhv;  vl>4  «'•;),»,  .»  w-o-h,,,,m  Ten  yearn  • mm  mid\  OJMl  ’ They  kmlude  i*»  a rum 
Ub‘v/’  >!»*•  omdr  :iO  V o>,rv];ov  i.vro  tV:T'L/:r  flu  «dd  btu)t  j Vi  i he  wd^-rh  A 

the  lihifalvi viv^'  fer  th# -yiuir} td;ydyhfof* a the  Kn>t, ytiiil  ueoupied  hy  0v?*)izjt 
i ^ ^ t D ^ iy -i,;’  • vHi^v'^s • Gharloitn,;'  Th^ 

Drjred  vliid  jrn^xvfe»ued  *hy. ^ dVf  bnu^e^  t|inpy  iuh^tWd5j% 

.\lp)  toh-rO' d tf»  -mO  mrmfhivm  u'i^A>v  ^ h‘'Vfm H'able  t/liiomo 

l'iOUvi  haa  bo't4,uri7/Uig  in  -Urn  uthvfliUYoik#  | 'tUvo*r;  and  a palm  liousr  hHed  v^  dit  lh>5 


A DAY  WITB  SIR 


iw&  M{»  j$|wl  iUfffe  br«>v/i»  inliorks 

upon  ,yTa.->. 

k‘L.-t!ora  ivpros.oni  a so  ini  l doal  of  mv 
workA'  J a.€ '•  ; • ' f f JM icy. ' cdmv  to  Kcw 


nov^t  of  tropical  .growth*.  Thoi-c  «%  o 
special  boiiii/ical  Sir 

Jfl&piy  tlm  curator,  er>mluet*r  bis  expbrb  £ 
ineirts  in  preparation  tmd  Motivation. 


» 


i#  nit  oxfkxfcm5* 


'-km!  All  parts  of  Ipneprc  Ani:.-:,  A fric;.,  and 
• Air^fe^:  it?''  to  ft#^.  ./iikl  jilajots. 

Ik  iUr  *y.j if  ti’ml  Mi** 

napiUu:  $Mp  bi»m  Uivmnst  upfr»y,cMaed 
/pittas.  ■•  Mnny m f ft  if 
Arul  in  rot, Urn  [fv$:  out!  U look  to  *>nr  col 

.V  - _•.-••  i;»Phi.  th»-  pf  i>!:>!Jl> 

v\%icfi  Uu  y hare  U*k?u  tin ui>  tefi  * 


The  ple&^uro -^fenioJ*  arc  laid  <>iU  Tvith 
areut  car*.  A & >o I vt » <_*•  dvjidt?- 1 o ih*>  eye. 

’tiifrjr: :AM'  al^>  W.  j.#?  THftde  to  von-- 

tryiso*.  !•*?!>•-  ik  ^ • of  tin-  ioOi^- 

JP 

: f * Yon ' r*eiH  i*» k a lA$vy  oprr'sp*  * n d - 
OiO*/  i O-fO-fk  jW  Of’O  out  imo  Ql« 

yhur*1  ihfc  Tirifufg-  ifcit}'*.  ,uv  be 
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^ v<  Y^u  bare  tad 

somo  remark* 

able  successes  it)  die 
iDtcoduotion  of 
at  id  commercial  p&nfcs 
in  British  colonies  ^niLfc- 
pe  n d e neiee  V* 

' Y cs  : we  have 

Innate  in  the  )u*opag^maf 
CV>f#tnhiiaa  barks  in  India  mere 
piwtibyUivly  in  to  tjtfc  $$ft 

<dojon)bhtu  &mi  ‘bjh|  Civrtha^rm 
harks  of  wnuneiw.  AVa  tove 
grow  n some  ferty  nr  ftf t y pfcmts 
from  catling#  \dueh 
brought  from  New  \ 

Wo  have  introduced  with  great. 

t the  ci  nohow*  in  Jam&fcfr, 
the  bark  having  come 
tetightml  in  bo  feold  at  a $«*l 
} it'iee  W e sent  Mm e btyks 
h*  the  Putvjub.  wliieh  -a&'fcxmg 
well.  We  hare 
nibher-yieiiliug  plants  of  .&w*& 

A morion  in  Qzylmt  &w\ 
unvt  l>r.  Th Waites,  d# 
luts  tlbMriMfed  the>ced 
jn*.  Jamaica.  J»va  Sydney.  ?m»- 
iiliui.  Zanzibar.  ami  Qu'WiS- 
tarnT/d 

'*  With  regard  to  t ik*.  r »<ri-o- 
• nsk.if  b uae»i  a*>  a lor 

qnmiiief’ 

’"Ami  proves  an  excellent 


in  Tfif-  r a lm  HOCSja 
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one,” answered  Sir  Joseph.  “It  is  not  as  gaged  at  Kew.  In  answering  our  ques- 
pleasant  as  quinine,  but  taken  in  moder-  tions  he  hardly  once  spoke  in  the  first 
ate  doses  the  nauseating  effects  which  person  singular,  but  invariably  made  a 
used  to  be  charged  against  it  disappear,  point  of  including  his  lieutenants  and 
The  cinchona  plantations  introduced  from  other  subordinates  in  the  administration 
Kew  in  British  Sikkim,  Bengal,  have  paid  of  this  great  national  institution, 
four  and  a half  per  cent,  on  the  capital  While  we  talked  we  walked  past  beds  of 
outlay.  I am  informed  that  recently  in  varied  colors,  chrysanthemum  and  other 
India  a method  of  making  the  sulphate  autumn  flowers,  over  a vast  carpet  of  close- 
itself  has  been  discovered.”  ly  mown  grass,  under  the  boughs  of  mag- 

“Do  medical  men  consider  cinchona  nificent  trees.  Once  in  a way  a positive 
as  good  a febrifuge,  for  all  practical  pur-  red  or  yellow  would  suggest  the  fall  foli- 
poses,  as  quinine  ?”  age  of  America,  but  only  to  be  made  con- 

“ Quite;  and  the  price  is  a question  of  spicuous  by  the  sombre  surroundings  of 
great  importance,  the  pure  sulphate  being  the  English  tints.  That  portion  of  the 
fifteen  shillings  an  ounce,  the  other,  three  Gardens  called  the  Arboretum  is  a paradise 
shillings.”  of  noble  trees.  It  was  originally  a mere 

“ What  kinds  of  seeds  are  most  asked  game  preserve  covered  with  rough  timber 
for  by  your  correspondents  at  the  present  and  undergrowth.  Five-and-twenty  years 
time  ?”  of  careful  attention  has  converted  it  into  a 

“ The  eucalyptus.  We  have  good  re-  lovely  park  of  lawns  and  walks  and  wood, 
ports  of  the  results  of  our  propagation  and  in  which  every  tree  is  named,  and  many 
distribution  of  this  Australian  genus  from  of  them  are  the  outcome  of  the  curator’s- 
Assouan,  Bengal,  Bombay,  Jamaica,  Sa-  planting.  The  Thames  runs  along  this 
harunpoor,  Singapore,  Zanzibar,  and  oth-  locality,  and  the  gardens  go  down  to  the 
er  places.  We  have  also  made  great  ad-  river  in  lawn  and  terrace,  in  tree  and 
vances  in  the  introduction  of  various  fod-  flower.  What  is  here  called  “the  old  oak 
der  grasses.  Another  matter  that  will  collection”  contains  a hundred  trees  up- 
interest  you  is  our  progress  in  regard  to  ward  of  thirty  years  old,  chiefly  Asiatic 
the  culture  of  Liberian  coffee,  which  sev-  and  American.  Recently  a fine  grove 
eral  of  the  Eastern  colonies  are  now  grow-  of  American  oaks  at  the  bottom  of  Sion 
ing  from  our  plants.  The  great  demand  Avenue  has  been  brought  prominently  in 
for  Liberian  coffee  is  in  New  York.  Lord  view  by  the  removal  of  a collection  of 
Kimberley  first  mentioned  the  subject  shrubs. 

to  me,  and  lately  we  have  had  some  very  Among  the  buildings  (and  they  are  nu- 
gratifying  reports  of  its  profitable  merous)^  the  most  interesting  to  the  gen- 
growth.”  eral  sight-seer,  and  probably  not  the  least 

“What  do  you  regard  as  your  special  to  the  scientist,  is  the  Palm  House.  It  is 
work  just  now  at  Kew,  that  upon  which  situated  almost  in  the  centre  of  the 
you  may  be  said  to  concentrate  your  ef-  grounds,  with  a broad  terrace  that  looks 
forts?”  upon  a pond,  picturesque  with  fringing 

“The  raising  of  plants  and  seeds  for  weeds  and  willows.  On  summer  days 
the  colonies  and  for  other  countries.  Com-  crowds  of  children  and  well-dressed  peo- 
munication  is  now  so  rapid  that  the  effect  pie  haunt  this  favorite  spot,  rambling 
of  our  experiments  is  soon  known.  By-  at  will  through  the  great  galleries  of  the 
the-way,  one  of  our  latest  records  of  sue-  crystal  house  of  palms.  The  sheet-glass 
cess  is  the  cultivation  of  mahogany  in  the  with  which  the  house  is  glazed  is  tinted 
Old  World.  We  raised  it  from  seed  here  with  green  to  modify  the  direct  heat  of 
at  Kew,  and  have  given  it  a home  among  the  sun.  The  building  is  362  feet  long, 
the  forest  trees  of  India,  Burrnah,  Singa-  100  feet  wide,  and  66  feet  high,  with  wings 
pore,  and  other  places.  Sometimes  we  50  feet  wide  and  30  feet  high.  The  iron 
have  little  difficulties  placed  in  our  way,  ribs  of  the  structure  are  secured  in  heavy 
but  not  often.  We  do  not  wait  for  the  blocks  of  granite  placed  in  solid  concrete, 
colonial  or  Indian  governments  to  ask  us  The  house  is  heated  by  six  boilers,  con- 
for  plants;  we  send  them  whatever  is  gootjpmected  with  a system  of  20,000  feet  of  hot- 
f or  them.”  * water  piping.  It  has  an  under -ground 

This  work  of  finding  out  what  is  desir-  railway  for  the  conveyance  of  coal  and  the 
able  for  a colony  and  providing  it  is  the  removal  of  ashes.  Sir  Joseph  conducted 
labor  upon  which  Sir  Joseph  is  chiefly  on-  us  around  the  galleries  in  the  central  por- 
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or  Mid  fhdi*  ? One  of  these  Marvels  of’ 
vr^i<iiioiT  tho  Ai'enyo  xumhnnfery 
of  rto  1 ? m l» &H  An:i;ip»d#i^Oi;  >A  vHudi  k 
in  MpSf%, % .when  the  matt  veh 

tiKfe 

fadi  the  stem pfafy. 

whom  the  bra:nelli  to  eur,  and  hi 
ami  night  they  lit  id  the  pot  iVU^j;  tt#? 
win*?;  to  an  i i t :^5r i vl  to :&n 

totli  white' Mid  i^d:M 
knMvn  i^nd  mrt  ito  toi;«t  toattofu1*  *d 
th^r  jmJifiii  in  Uto lultUto ^^^i>dhr- 
jttfj&wMt,  (wln<?h  i&:  fotifid  . 

i he  basins  of  the Atoasto  and 
."  The  ob riles  t &m«rtcRU  voyu^»>^  im?\ 
missiunrmes  noticed  its  abuiutoiv' 

Mn*  delta.  of  the  Diiiioeo,  and  h*ev  j* 
Hu*  season  of  iiUJndah<>n*  tb** 
dwelt  mi  vtnirvb  supfwtod  hx.  the  £ re*- 
ty\g  trunks,  whose  fruit  utfv<rd^tl  t&»r 
Mf  bfod  ; so  Mint  to  them  it  -x:\r- in,  1 

etrbof  *yhi  i?ulfy\  tvr  ^>>o.  i>!  iife  ? There, 
v veto  to*rf  ^miianen*  of  dto 

yei/et  ahtotoory  p*im  iJPhj/tehp^lfftpi 
^fcarpnifi}^  bmy&n  i imifau, 
a .ni tflniiftrit 

tohhr  bbaijtifVil  proto^liohs  tof  hV>j*toJ 

lands*  including  the  «Wtg*>  ito 
Stirub,  the  tMaanmb  tim  m^iuto  U*i! 


LWOH-nut,  the  i\£-lvv*,:.  the  v-om'i  ptot 
the  breiul-ti^  tlto  :$*£ 


•;^ajt;#ir’: .;:  'Sir  Joseph  spoke  of  -^V 
other  speemretto^  a rftotr  w%/!oto 
thevm . He  was  More  parltontody  $m- 
eerued  its*  to  the  nltinjato  tale  of  Hto 
finwt  specimen  of  the  Panda a\ 
Europe,  which  is  gradual! y bwnthti^ 
tpo  hig  for  ito  now  home, 


It  hah  toeu 

lopiKd  ami  out  in  various  lUn-ctooc** 
hut  it  put**  out  new  artn&  wl uzh  hlrvidf 
piH^Vi^touBt  the  roof 

" Tim  truth  to”  saiid  ;Hir  ♦fp£epfj> 
tomee  1 HT7  we  knve  used  tor*>to  atto 
syatr M ttf  faetoiog*  umler 
totf  which  rusmy  plants  nasv  &varwtv 
tohWh  torntody  toi  o^sto  hm 
liftv  Tlie  tub  in  wluch  th in 
tree  is  growing  stands  ‘ on 
£rtoto t Ilf-  h Ofv Wa  ter 
-reveis,  *%& 

Hie  ^enia]  .warmth.. 4>  &\ 

t have  seen  iru.uiy  stove-h^U^  bv 

cj-admfe  tho*so  ;i>f ; <?hatswertii  aito 
- hone  wh^-e  tM  jx^hhi^  gp* 

aieii  eyh'hntb'{hTH>fV'of  • t hhiwtoh.  ac*di&¥, 
Ke-w*  aiid  I hare  frequrri* 

> I 'milteetl  .tlhtt  'E)h'j|tlish'' , t’ra'vtol lei's- xh*>  th 

>Mt  to:  iuvurjaih.r  turn  - Ir 

of  th:Av-  itoh:  J>en  f tie 


hr  rn^  Vnitoc 
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840 


»vGo  gle 


•Grigjr-Bl  fror 


a day  wtTtf  mn  jtMmm ewiceb  ke\v 


The  Yen us  l and  Queen  to  play  «t  being  poor  pern 
l>h-  still  ifenuij  i>^.  It  is ^ck>sedt  andbu^  bot 
:rowd  : .been  ojHened  for  years.  Thn  park  round 

about  it  is  almost  iu  a w.tld  state.  Qno 
the  spring  I walked  Over  it<  and 
litt I e world  b f h)  u ei^ils  ; the 
wild  hyacinth  li^i&Uy  evrijy  jk-rti. 

of  ground.  Tim  gveat  tmj£  grew  tip,  as 
it  vv^nv  out  <>t  them, .'hiding  the  sky,  and 
down  the  perfume  which  every 
bre^e  ui ed  to  stit  into  a j lei  it  m] t&  h r t i w 

.Uxv 

All  red  ami  gold  of  the  sunset,  hast 
gnh^  oh  1 of  iTij?  sky  as  we  g’UidualJy  leave' 
K^w  behind  n*  and  ilio /cozy-hx>kif»^ 
hou^s  on  the  fjrmoe  Pighls  by^in  to 
^pjjnkr  h1  Ww  whitlows,  and  lamps  to  dot 
tViiy  ^adwav,  where  iye  I i tiger  to  tf*fe*i  w 


pla^it  as  tli us  accomplished, 
flytrap  W*m&<i 

aUraction  in  thi» hou&N.  A little  c 
of  curious  guser^  may  often  W seen  here*  ^ 
mAh  the  fey -catching;  ii&irds'  house  at  the  * day  in 
" Zoo,"  waiting  for  the  immolation  of  an  ! it  Was  a 
unfortunate  Hy,  The  plant  <$p  emnieptiS' 
ly  .hatned.  afUr  Vynus  is  indigenous  .only 
i n 1 1 le  en^ten  i part  of  NorU  i Owolfea. 

' ThbTem  pg&tfp  JTi%t  iste;  $i  iss  Ki5^b<£ 
liiuseirujVthe  frularged  Bot^Vneal  M 
thy  Herhariuir*;ami  thp  other  buildings  of 
the  place  i%m  full  of  fe.ku’cstlng  things 
Bir  di^eph  spoke  with  grriii  stdisfaetiou 
Af  h»s  virit  to  ArmTiek  **  ihfevinmpan fed 
l he  so  ryeyli  i g party  of  the  Top>)>gmpli  ictd 
and  Geological  Survey*  of  the  CuiK'd 
Stately  on  flW  i u yh&tfen  of  tlie  clHef^  h:*' 
sahbT  in  Colombo  and  Utah  Tfeyfeg  tny 

travel  I htvted  thk  nidsv  distinctive  ffikr: 
tope*  of  the  vegetation  of  the 
^thtiK  o££Ue  continent  (fifth  the*  AIT 
innUe  to  the  Paeiiie,  including  the 
eastern  Tt<rtest&:  ;£x v.tci’.  • • tb& 

>$S&si8rippi,  the  prainesv  the  Uhn:  ;>V  • 
petafe*  snlvalpmr.  and  alpine  sfeir&; 
r*i  file  ftuclcy  Mountains  and  the 
Sierva  Nevada,  and  the  ^sdifjnfTiaV 
and  other  .cofeiferi^^ 

\b vnrni.  ' During  these  jmn4ue  vs  he 
anys  lie  saw  nearly  every  ferny  of 
natural  phenomena,  and  he  spoke 
of  tb^  great  park  projected  by  the 
Sthtk  iis  Ci-vveriiig  h regioil  which 
yv<>nlcl  include  e^atnphjS  of  tlik1 
leading  pheudfe^uk  of  tlfe 

earth,  in  addUfen  ffo  fekny  :M  i t«? 
fn> y&i  Mrikiu^i  &w£hjf*\*^  v^eta- 
tif>ti.  . re^ul-U  '.of  my: •.  . ^ 

jooruey;M  he*  lulded,  4 ‘ A;vt*o>  a large 
coHeciion  of  seeds  and  m.usehin  ^ 
specimeus.anda  herbariuur  of  abtyal 
a thousand  s.hetnes^  together  wiVlt  : ;* 

jiOtes  mi  .the  d:^lnhutnn»  of  1 in; 

North  American  troths  in  -paHieh 
isor,  a$  alf5u  several  neiv  chi;rfv>^>pdy 
cuts  in  parts the  country  -whence 
I havh  since  o.hhiioed  soml*  n oy el-l 

- ..  . ' •’  " '*  '*  *.y{y  . 

.'  ■ Ti>yre  is-  a portion  of  • 

unchanged  from  fh,k  dkyk;  -Wheti 
tliiit  rtfeal  crowd  cbyfered  the  tViird 
.Gcv:)yge;  ^nd  his  wife  in  ffe*  ^iifeinh 
ye^rs  >4gu.  Quc^fv  X'ieti  Wi.H,  when 
»fef#xlicated  Kett  to  Uie^ '■.p'phiu;i-cef‘. 

tji  ul  f:  uv 

ik^cn  acres.  It  i:-,  railed  iii  and  kept 
; Mphfi-ftmn.  ■ -tnh'y--  rest  of  tTiv-  grdnnds, 

Tlie  rivyul  eoil<tge  where  tiie  King 
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NORMAN  FISHER-FOLK. 


FRINGING  the  Channel  coast,  and 
against  the  background  of  laughing 
hills  and  cool  orchard  slopes,  is  a succes- 
sion of  fishing  villages  inhabited  by  a 
hardy  sea -faring  race.  Although  Nor- 
mandy extends  her  arms  and  embraces 
the  towns  of  Rouen,  Caen,  and  Bayeux, 
the  Norman,  the  lineal  descendant  of  the 
Norseman,  hugs  the  indented  coast.  Be- 
hind him  lie  the  green  luxuriance  and 
nestling  rose- embowered  thatches.  His 
gaze  is  seaward,  piercing  the  salt  spray, 
the  veiling  mist,  the  fury  of  the  storm,  or 
braving  with  undaunted  eye  the  majesty 
of  the  sun  upon  the  waters.  He  wears  the 
tints  of  the  rocks  and  the  water — le  couleur 
du  travail — with  the  same  instinct  that  a 
stone’s- throw  back  clads  the  ploughman 
in  the  hues  of  the  upturned  furrow.  But 
with  the  ploughman  and  his  he  never  in- 
termarries, and  thus  he  has  kept  his  race 
customs  and  traditions  pure  for  centuries. 

In  summer  the  coasts  of  Normandy  flow- 
er with  the  life  from  gay  casinos  and  co- 
quettish villas.  Parisian  toilets  flutter 
down  the  narrow  streets,  and  the  shrill 
voices  of  the  boulevard,  and  those  not  less 
shrill  of  the  Faubourg  St.  Germain,  pene- 
trate the  low,  gloomy  interiors,  and  sur- 
mount the  sound  of  the  incoming  tide 
dashing  against  the  cliff.  But  to  the 
breath  of  high  fashion  and  the  sense  of 
luxurious  idleness  the  fisher-folk  are  alike 
insensible.  But  one  sound  is  in  their  ears, 
to  but  one  voice  they  hearken. 

The  gay  idlers  about  them  don  the  cos- 
tume of  the  mussel  - gatherer  and  the 
shrimper,  and  wade  in  the  salt  pools  left 
by  the  tide,  or  bury  their  feet  with  delight 
in  the  black  slime.  The  yachtsman  hast- 
ens to  exchange  the  luxuries  of  his  craft 
for  the  rough  fare  of  the  fishing  smack. 
They  affect  the  Norman  tongue,  and  the 
curt  phrases  intended  to  cut  the  blast  and 
override  the  sound  of  the  waves  run  trip- 
pingly from  their  tongues.  But  the  fasci- 
nations of  the  airy,  easy  life  about  them 
make  no  mark  on  the  fisher  folk,  except, 
perhaps,  to  whet  the  keen  edge  of  their 
love  of  gain. 

Their  harmony  with  their  environment 
gives  them  pictorial  interest,  and  attracts 
to  the  shores  of  Normandy  that  artistic  life 
which  has  brought  fashion  and  luxury  in 
its  train.  Whether  the  fishing-boats  come 
in  with  the  tide,  or  the  mussel-gatherers  go 
out  as  it  Hows  back,  the  composition  is  at 


hand,  the  moving  groups  dissolving  from 
picture  into  picture. 

The  life  of  the  fisher  people,  their  un- 
written laws,  constitute  a republic  in  a 
republic,  the  one  in  fact,  the  other  in 
name.  Each  fishing  craft  is  a corpora- 
tion. Its  owner  is  its  captain.  One  man 
brings  the  rigging,  another  the  nets,  a 
third  the  tackle,  a young  boy  the  service 
of  his  strong  arms  and  legs.  Each,  for 
his  capital,  whether  in  stock  or  labor,  as- 
sumes his  part  of  the  risks,  and  receives  a 
corresponding  share  in  the  haul.  While 
the  men  are  masters  at  sea,  the  women  rule 
on  land.  Their  labors  are  equally  respon- 
sible and  more  varied.  They  comprehend 
the  more  intricate  questions  of  finance, 
the  condition  of  the  market,  and  the  state 
of  competition.  These  are  delicate  mat- 
ters, but  their  broad  shoulders  and  lusty 
sinews  fit  them  also  for  sterner  work. 

The  Seine  divides  Normandy  in  twain. 
On  the  left  side  the  magnificent  sweep  of 
beach  dips  gently  into  the  water  beneath 
the  cliffs.  At  Honfleur  and  Trouville 
the  fishing  - boats  ride  at  anchor  in  the 
finely  constructed  basins,  for  each  is  also 
a commercial  port.  But  in  the  interven- 
ing villages  the  fishing  life  is  much  more 
characteristic,  since  it  can  only  adjust  it- 
self to  natural  conditions.  At  Villersville 
the  beach  lies  like  a sandy  plain,  broken 
by  low  brown  rocks  extending  far  into 
the  bay.  The  fishing -boats  go  out  and 
come  in  with  the  tide.  The  boats  lying 
at  their  ease  among  the  rocks,  like  sen- 
tient things  at  rest,  are  righted  as  the 
waters  flow  around  them.  When  they 
are  thus  afloat  the  men  are  carried  out 
to  them  on  the  sturdy  backs  of  their 
broad  - hipped  wives.  When  the  tide 
calls  them  home,  the  wives  are  gathered 
on  the  beach,  babes  in  arms,  and  chil- 
dren playing  on  the  sand.  Long  since, 
the  lookout  has  spied  them  with  her  glass. 
Every  sail  and  spar  is  known.  As  they 
skim  over  the  water,  the  rowers  quicken 
their  speed,  and  a deft  hand  furls  the 
sails.  They  glide  into  the  anchorage, 
and  the  fishermen's  labor  is  over.  Then 
the  women,  the  stout-limbed  mussel-gath- 
erers, wade  out  to  the  boat.  They  carry 
the  baskets  to  land,  and  returning,  bring 
the  men  pickback  triumphantly  to  shore. 
The  lithe  young  girls  seize  the  baskets 
and  hurry  up  the  cliffs,  their  quick  com- 
mercial instincts  alive  to  the  need  of  fore- 
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.stalling-  competition.  The  fisherman  goes 
slowly  homeward,  his  wife  and- -.children 
about  him,  and  the  baby  iu  his  arms. 

Here  are  the  most  important  mussel 
grounds  of  the  coast,  and  on  these  the  wo- 
men reign  supreme.  As  the  tide  runs 
quickly  out.  the  procession  of  mussel -gath- 
erers, their  baskets  on  their  hack;  begins 
its  descent  hi  a short  time  the  great 
plain  lies  revealed,  with  here  and  there 
shining  shallow  pools,  and  is  swarming 
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with  gray  stooping  figures.  From  the 
cliff  above  they  seem  part  of  the  land- 
scape; so  perfectly  they  assimilate  with  it. 
Tlie  path  to  the  mussel  grounds  is  t reach 
erous.  The  brown  rocks  are  covered  with 
sea-weed,  and  suddenly  lose  themselves 
iu  black  slime,  shining  like  polished  mar 
hie,  but  offering-  unknown  depths  to  the 
false  step.  But  the  mussel  gatherer  walks 
with  sure  step,  and  keeps  close  to  the  re 
ceding  tide. 

: ■ *,  *.  . Original  fern 
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her  powers  of  humor  under  her  breath, 
and  to  the  unqualified  delight  of  her 
neighbors.  Down  the  cliff  and  out  among 
the  rocks  come  the  carts,  drawn  by  stout 
Norman  horses.  The  women  throw  the 
cords  around  their  necks,  and  dexterous- 
ly swinging  the  heaping  baskets  on  to 
their  backs,  carry  them  to  the  carts.  Re- 
turning empty,  they  begin  their  work 
again,  until  the  tide  comes  creeping  in, 
and  drives  them  shoreward,  working  as 
they  go. 

The  shrimper  is  always  a lonely  figure, 
following  the  tide  through  pools  knee- 
deep,  waving  her  net  like  a great-winged 
bird.  The  labor  is  light,  but  each  sweep 
of  her  vigorous  arm  and  the  dip  of  her 
net  in  the  water  is  the  throw  of  a die. 
That  element  of  uncertainty  which  accom- 
panies so  closely  the  fisherman’s  calling 
drives  her  on  until  stout  legs  and  arms 
are  weary.  The  deep  cone-shaped  net 
comes  up  brimming,  and  as  the  water 
drops  in  shining  showers,  her  eager  eyes 
peer  into  its  depths.  The  shrimp  is  her 
silver  and  gold.  The  shining  crevette  is 
the  stake  for  which  she  plays,  and  now 
the  capricious  waves  line  her  net  with  its 
silver  gleam,  and  now  fill  it  with  worth- 
less refuse. 

The  fishing  life  on  the  other  side  of  the 
Seine  has  more  striking  characteristics. 
The  conformation  of  the  coast  is  alto- 
gether different.  The  very  cliffs  con- 
front the  Channel  waves,  a sturdy  wall 
defending  the  green  fields  and  hoary 
farms  of  Caux.  Here  and  there  the 
inland  streams  have  bitten  their  way 
through  the  cliffs.  The  beach  is  strewn 
with  the  debris,  which  the  waves  have 
licked  into  great  round  pebbles.  IjJtretat, 
F4camp,  Yport,  St.-Valery-en-Caux,  are 
but  morsels  bitten  out  of  the  cliffs,  where 
the  semicircular  sweep  of  beach,  guarded 
at  each  end  by  the  lofty  rock,  makes  land- 
ing, not  harbor,  for  the  fishing- boats.  The 
peculiarity  of  the  coast  makes  the  fisher- 
man wary.  In  the  sudden  storms  which 
sweep  up  and  down  the  Channel  the  in- 
hospitable cliffs  afford  him  no  refuge. 
Unless  he  can  make  liis  port,  he  must 
keep  to  the  open  sea,  or  run  the  peril  of 
the  rocks.  Thus  the  fishing  life  on  this 
coast  is  full  of  sharp  contrasts,  and  in  the 
midst  of  calm,  danger  and  anxiety  on  sea 
and  land  always  lie  near  the  surface. 

The  beach  at  Etretat  is  very  picturesque. 
The  encroachments  of  fashion  have  seized 
half  of  this,  and  bestrewed  it  with  sum- 


mer hotels,  a casino,  and  all  those  gay  sur- 
roundings which  supply  the  diversions 
of  the  idle  summer  days.  The  dividing 
line  is  sharp  which  separates  those  who 
work  from  those  who  play.  From  the 
Hotel  Hauteville  to  the  lofty  cliff  the 
beach  at  Etretat  is  a constant  scene  of 
picturesque  industry:  the  launching  of 
boats;  the  sharp  grate  of  the  keel  upon  the 
pebbles  as,  impelled  by  the  swift  rowers, 
it  leaps  on  the  shore;  the  groups  mending 
nets;  the  mossy  old  hulks  on  the  banks, 
the  receptacles  for  nets  and  tackle,  giving 
forth  odors  of  tarred  rope ; the  women  har- 
nessed to  the  capstan  dragging  the  boats 
up  the  steep  pebbly  terraces  to  await  the 
incoming  tide ; the  washer-women  holding 
a high  carnival  of  cleanliness  at  the  fount- 
ain ; the  babies  crowing  in  the  idle  boats 
while  the  mothers  work;  and  the  children 
running  like  young  cherubs  from  shore  to 
sea. 

From  without,  the  gloomy  dark  in- 
terior of  the  fishing  hut  is  significant  of 
the  drudgery  and  apparent  joylessness  of 
the  fisherman’s  life.  But  this  view  is 
superficial.  The  Norman  wife  has  also 
her  housewifely  ambitions.  Poverty,  as 
we  understand  it,  has  here  no  meaning. 
Her  home  is  the  abode  of  decency  and 
cleanliness.  Of  such,  M6re  Gradot  is  a 
type.  In  front  of  the  dingy  gray  hut, 
with  its  little  windows  hap-hazard  break- 
ing through  the  stone,  her  fish-market 
stands,  newly  built  of  brick,  with  pots  of 
geranium  brightening  the  air.  The  nar- 
row, crazy  stairs  pierce  the  gloom  of  the  in- 
terior. Below,  half  buried  in  the  ground, 
is  the  kitchen,  with  its  wide-mouthed  fire- 
place and  petit  four , on  which  the  pot 
au  feu  fills  the  air  with  its  savory  smell. 
The  brick  floor  shines  with  frequent  scour- 
ing. Old  Rouen  faience,  such  as  the  bric- 
a-brac  dealers  on  the  Rue  Alphonse  Karr 
tempt  the  summer  loiterers  with,  makes 
bands  of  color  ranged  endwise  on  the 
buffet  shelves,  and  two  silver  tankards 
are  conspicuously  displayed.  The  buffet 
of  shining  yellow  wood  is  brilliantly 
polished,  and  with  the  great  armoire,  cu- 
riously ^wrought  as  to  hinges  and  fast- 
enings, is  here  as  elsewhere  the  joy  of 
every  Norman  fish-wife’s  heart.  Above 
the  fire-place  hang  a few  kitchen  uten- 
sils of  copper,  as  resplendent  as  decora- 
tive plaques.  The  light  from  the  win- 
dow, half  above-ground,  falls  through 
blue  curtains,  and  thus  softly  subdued 
the  room  is  full  of  deep  rich  color,  yel- 
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low,  red,  blue,  in  harmonies  that  artistic 
resources  with  definite  purpose  can  not  al> 
ways  compel. 

“But  perhaps  ma’m’selle  will  prefer 
her  own  room,”  said  Mere  Gradot,  half 
disdaining  her  own  pride  in  the  stranger’s 
astonished  admiration. 

“Denise  will  show  ma’m’selle,  and  Je- 
han  will  go  to  the  diligence  and  bring  her 
things,  and  all  yvill  be  arranged.”  The 
crazy  stairs  wind  aloft.  Denise,  smiling, 
thoughtful-faced,  opens  the  door  gently. 

“ Does  rna’m’selle  think  she  can  be  com- 
fortable here  ? Perhaps  the  Hotel  Haute- 
ville  is  too  crowded  for  the  contentment 
of  the  guests.”  , 

The  little  room  is  decked  like  a shrine. 
There  is  a sense  of  sacrilege  in  profaning 
its  purity  with  a traveller’s  dusty  belong- 
ings. Everything  is  virginal  white. 
Snowy  draperies  flutter  at  the  window  in 
the  warm  sea-laden  air.  The  toilet-table 
is  dressed  in  white,  with  knotted  fringes 
swaying.  The  bed  with  its  tent-like  hang- 
ings rises  like  a mound  of  snow  in  one 
corner.  There  are  curious  shell-like  or- 
naments, and  childish  balls  of  gilt  and 
colored  glass  on  the  mantel,  and  pictures 
of  the  Virgin  and  the  Bleeding  Heart 
upon  the  walls.  Denise  unlocks  the  great 
armoire,  piled  full  of  fragrant  linen,  and 
brings  out  an  armful  of  towels  that 
shed  an  odor  of  lavender  throughout  the 
room. 

The  patron  is  a small  man  with  bronzed 
and  wrinkled  face,  and  a pair  of  kindly 
blue  eyes  under  shaggy  beetling  brows. 
His  presence  in  the  house  diffuses  a sort 
of  mild  joy.  Henri  sits  by  his  knee  and 
strokes  his  rugged  hand,  and  Denise  makes 
excuse  to  linger  that  he  may  lay  his  hand 
on  her  hair.  Even  the  loud  tones  of  the 
great  blonde  cousin  Margot  soften  in  his 
presence. 

In  Calvados  and  the  western  shore  the 
fish-wives  are  in  the  employ  of  the  deal- 
ers, and  take  a large  share  of  the  rough 
work.  Here  the  beaching  of  the  boats 
spares  them  much  of  the  drudgery,  and 
they  themselves  approach  the  dignity  of 
commerqantes. 

Each  morning  Mfere  Gradot’s  counter 
is  spread  with  shining  mackerel,  the  rosy 
mullet,  and  much-prized  sole,  amid  heaps 
of  iperlans  and  bouquets ; and  twice  a 
week  Denise  goes  to  Havre  for  langous - 
te$,  a species  of  lobster  rarely  found  here. 
Grim,  rough -favored  Mere  Gradot,  with 
a sort  of  artistic  instinct  almost  universal 


along  the  coast,  gives  her  fish-market  a 
festal  air  which  nearly  atones  for  its 
fishy  odors.  But  she  holds  her  own  with 
shrewd  tenacity  among  the  airy  Parisian 
toilets  and  white-capped  cooks  which  make 
here  daily  rendezvous.  In  the  afternoon 
Denise  and  Margot  take  the  fish  that  are 
left  and  carry  them  in  baskets  from  door 
to  door,  and  to  the  remoter  quarters  of  the 
peasantry.  From  morning  to  evening 
there  is  no  respite  to  their  labor,  for  the 
house  is  kept  immaculately  clean,  and 
Denise  finds  time  to  broil  and  serve  in  un- 
known and  toothsome  fashion  the  mack- 
erel and  mullet,  and  toss  with  deft  hand 
the  savory  omelet.  All  these  duties  are 
performed  with  serious  gravity.  No  an- 
gry word  is  heard  in  Mere  Gradot’s  home, 
but  never  also  a merry  laugh. 

“Do you  always  work  so  hard,  Denise  t 
Do  you  never  amuse  yourself  ?” 

“In  summer,  ma’m’selle,  one  must 
work,  but  in  winter  we  amuse  ourselves.” 

“And  when  do  you  marry,  Denise?” 

Denise  blushed.  “After  the  herring 
fishing  is  over,  then  we  may  marry,  ma'm’- 
selle.” 

“That  is  in  October.  In  three  months, 
then,  Denise  ?”  since  her  consciousness  had 
made  the  question  personal. 

“Yes,  ma’m’selle.  And  would  you 
really  like  to  know  ? I will  have  a white 
gown,  and  a wreath  of  flowers  on  my  head. 
After  we  have  been  to  the  mayoral  ty  we  will 
go  to  the  church  and  be  married.  Then 
we  will  drive  as  far  down  as  Ernestine’s, 
and  perhaps  through  the  forest  to  Yport. 
In  the  evening  we  will  dance.  At  the  Casi- 
no ? Oh  no.  The  Place  du  Maire  will  be 
so  clean,  and  the  stones  be  sprinkled  with 
fine  sand,  and  we  will  dance  in  the  open 
air.  Oh,  it  will  be  gay  after  the  herring 
fishing.  Louis  and  Madeleine,  Jehan  and 
Liszen,  Pierre  and  V6ronique,  I know  not 
how  many,  are  waiting  for  the  herring 
fishing.” 

4 4 And  Margot — is  Margot  not  waiting  ?” 

4 4 Ah,  Margot.  Margot  must  grow  wea- 
rier, for  Georges  Duroc  has  gone  with  the 
men  from  Fecamp  after  cod,  away  in  the 
North  among  the  summer  ice.” 

“And  do  all  the  girls  marry,  Denise?” 

“Why,  yes,  ma’m’selle.  Even  Su- 
zanne, the  donne,  married.  It  would  be  a 
weary  life  for  the  women  without  the  go- 
ing and  the  home-coming.” 

“ But  the  danger  and  the  anxiety?” 

44  Ah,  ma’m’selle,  that  keeps  Rene  closer 
in  my  heart.” 
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The  home-coming  of  Let  Saint?,  du 
Cce-ur  d'Or  is  due.  Toinette,  the  look- 
out ” lias  been  on  the  beach  all  day  with 
her  long  glass,  while  'Polo  is  in  glorious 
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liberty  within  the  safe  confines  of  an  idle 
boat.  When  Toinette  throws  down  her 
glass  with  a joyful  cry.  Henri,  hovering 
near,  brings  the  news,  and  we  hasten  to 
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of  the  patmii  is  Gradot  wdh 
a '!  either  strap  around  ilwiw&k. 
and  Toinette  slips  another  am*# 
her  shoulders,  attached  to  the  arm 
that  Louis  commands.  The  cap- 
stan creaks  as  they  begin  their  slow 
rounds,  and  the  cable  grows  taut. 
At  the  water's  edge  JeJrsuj  and  Picrra  have 
greased  guttered  boards,  they  slip 

under  the  keel  ; these  give  place  to  billets 
of  wood,  changed  as  frequently  as  the  slow 
movements  of  the  capstan  may  require. 
At,  length  La  Saitife  du  Ca'ur  if  Or 
reaches  her  moorings  high  up  on  the 
rocky  terrace,  and  the  men  hasten  to  take 
charge  of  the  haul. 

The  fish  are  piled  in  baskets,  but  the  last 
haul  lies  iii  the  nets.  These  are  tossed 
out  on  the  pebbles,  full  of  live  writhing 
tiling's  struggling  to  few  themselves  from 
the  inextricable  meshes.  Several  are  dead, 


OS  THE  LOOKOUT. 


the  beach.  Toinctte  and  Toto  are  on  the 
brink,  and  as  the  boat  flies  like  a bird  on 
to  the  shore,  Louis  leaps  out  and  catches 
Toto  in  his  arms.  Toinette  clings  to  his 
arm,  and  with  the  patron  holding  Henri 
by  the  hand,  his  mild  blue  eyes  shining, 
we  go  up  the  bank,  where  Mere  Griulot 
waits,  harnessed  to  the  capstan. 

“ Cest  bieu,  tnon  ami  ?" 

"Bien,  Mart  lie.” 

Tlie  capstan  has  four  arms.  The  patron 
and  Louis  place  themselves  behind  two, 
and  Pierre  and  Grand  jean  lend  their 
strong  arras  to  the  other  'two.  in  front 
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bruised  to  death  in  their  efforts  to  escape. 
The  arrival  of  a boat  attracts  a crowd,  and 
the  g ay  population  from  the  Casino  flut- 
ter thitherward.  The  fish  are  thrown 
out  one  by  one,  and  the  bidding:  begins. 
The  competition  is  open,  and  the  pru- 
dent householder  from  the  villa  takes  his 
chances  with  the  fish -wife  here  rather 
than  on  her  own  ground.  They  struggle 
hand  to  hand  over  the  sole.  The  sole  is, 
during  the  season,  the  chief  prize  of  the 
fishermau,  and  the  swarms  of  cat  and 
more  pugnacious  fish  have  made  the  sole 
wary.  There  are  but  four  or  five  in  the 
net,  and  the  patron  has  reckoned  that 
they  shall  bring  him  more  than  they 
would  fetch  at  Havre,  or  even  at  Les 
Halles.  The  demands  of  Paris  have  largely 
increased  the  trade  at  Havre,  Fecamp,  and 


ment,  but  the  patron  speaks  low,  and  the 
fifth-wives  are  curt  and  otherwise  silent. 
The  children  pick  out  the  refuse  with  nim- 
ble fingers,  and  the  visiting  dogs  sport 
with  the  crabs  in  a sort  of  fearful  fascina- 
tion. When  the  nets  are  cleared,  the  bas- 
kets are  taken  to  the  house,  and  the  fish 
packed  among  straw  in  the  tall  crates  and 
sent  by  the  diligence  to  Havre. 

The  Fountain,  at  low  tide,  is  one  of  the 
picturesque  sights  of  Etretat.  In  fact, 
except  at  low  tide,  the  Fountain  does  not 
exist.  It  is  here  the  subterranean  river 
finds  its  way  into  the  Channel.  As  soon 
as  the  tide  releases  the  spot,  the  women 
have  gathered,  and  with  their  spades  and 
strong  arms  scoop  out  large  round  basins 
in  the  pebbles,  and  into  these  the  fresh, 
clear  water  of  the  river  hubbies  up.  Into 
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Dieppe,  and  drained  the  length  of  the 
coast.  Of  late  years  there  has  |>een  ill 
success  on  the  Channel  coast  among  the 
fishermen,  and  the  summer  appetite  at 
Etretat  is  great.  The  bidding  is  more  ani- 
mated since  it  brings  in  u different  ele- 


these  basins  the  women  put  their  clothes, 
and,  if  need  lie,  the  smooth  round  jiebbles 
serve  as  wash-boards.  But  each  woman 
has  with  her  a long  bottle  filled  wilh  a 
whitish  fluid,  with  which  she  deluges  the 
obstinate  stain.  It  is  the  insidious  liquid 
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washing  soda  that  has  made  its  way  into  a 
community  which  is  singularly  free  from 
other  forms  of  vice. 

As  the  tide  recedes,  the  women  follow 
it  with  their  spades,  and  build  barriers 
against  the  lap  of  the  waves  into  their 
pebbled  tubs.  There  is  no  choice  of  places 
except  as  the  personal  preferences  and  so- 
cial qualities  of  the  workers  indicate.  The 
flow  of  water  is  so  abundant  that  the  ba- 
sins are  clustered  closely  together,  leaving 
only  space  enough  for  the  kneeling  wo- 
men. When  the  sun  shines,  the  gray  and 
white  figures,  the  piles  of  white  and  shin- 
ing clothes  on  the  pebbles,  the  sparkling 
sea,  make  a scene  .of  dazzling  light  and 
beauty,  which  the  cool  shadowy  sides  of 
the  tall  cliff  throw  into  greater  relief. 

For  a week  the  sky  has  been  filled  with 
summer  brightness,  but  now  the  shifting 
clouds  betoken  rain.  In  the  evening 
Rene  comes  up  to  bid  Denise  good-by,  as 
his  boat  is  to  leave  that  night  at  three  for 
a longer  cruise  after  fish  that  are  wary  of 
the  coast.  The  morning  is  lowering,  and 
a breeze  beats  up  the  Channel.  To  the 
eye  every  phase  of  the  Channel  is  beauti- 
ful, but  the  fishermen  linger  on  the  beach 
in  the  thickening  weather,  and  the  boats 
that  are  to  start  in  the  afternoon  do  not 
put  out.  The  gale  increases,  and  the 
waves  dash  through  the  great  ogive  win- 
dows which  the  waters  have  licked 
through  the  cliff  and  bespatter  its  side 
with  foam.  The  idlers  of  the  Casino, 
wrapped  in  water-proofs,  hang  over  the 
sides  of  the  promenade,  and,  sheltered  be- 
hind the  glass  windows  of  the  conversa- 
tion-room, watch  the  waves  tearing  down 
and  building  up  the  pebbled  terraces  of 
the  beach.  It  is  only  another  spectacle 
more  grand  and  imposing  than  the  rest 
which  nature  has  kindly  produced  to  ward 
off  some  possible  ennui  of  the  long  sum- 
mer days. 

On  the  heights  above,  by  the  side  of 
the  high-road,  yet  commanding  the  view 
up  and  down  the  Channel,  is  one  of  those 
calvaries  so  associated  with  the  landscape 
of  Catholic  countries,  and  which  to  the 
foreigner  is  one  of  its  novel  and  conse- 
quently interesting  features. 

It  is  the  Man  of  sorrows,  acquainted  with 
grief,  with  hands  .outstretched  upon  the 
cross.  The  details  of  the  carving  are  rude 
and  commonplace,  and  from  the  top  of  a 
diligence,  or  seen  through  the  dust  of  fly- 
ing wheels,  the  lachrymose  visage,  be- 
grimed with  dust,  only  awakens  the 


thoughtless  jest.  With  other  eyes  there 
is  something  touching  in  the  ungainly 
figure  patiently  waiting,  through  mud 
and  weather,  laughter  and  mockery,  for 
the  possible  day  of  sorrow  and  tears.  It 
has  come.  The  rain  falls  furiously,  and, 
driven  by  the  strong  west  wind,  the  drops 
have  stinging  force.  Wrapped  in  water- 
proofs, with  Denise’s  cousin,  Margot,  her 
fair  hair  flying  from  under  the  fichu  she 
has  wound  about  her  head,  we  struggle  up 
the  road.  Upon  the  steps  which  lead  up 
to  the  calvary  the  women  whose  men  are 
out  in  the  boats  have  thrown  themselves 
with  tears  and  prayers.  Standing  on  the 
topmost  step  is  Denise,  her  arms  flung 
about  the  cross;  and  her  tearless  eyes  raised 
in  an  agony  of  supplication.  Her  wrap- 
pings, unloosed  by  the  fierce  wind,  have 
fallen  in  sculpturesque  folds  about  her 
slender  figure.  Denise  herself  might  be 
some  statue,  so  immovable  she  stands. 
The  artistic  relation  of  the  figures,  the 
composition,  as  it  were,  is  striking,  and  the 
service  which  the  natural  expression  of 
the  emotions  renders  to  art  obtrudes  like 
a sacrilegious  thought. 

‘ 4 Denise ! Denise !”  Margot  calls,  but  can 
scarcely  make  her  voice  heard  through  the 
storm. 

44  It  is  useless.  Let  us  go  back  for  the 
patron.  Denise  will  get  her  death.  The 
wind  has  torn  her  fichu  from  her  neck, 
and  her  throat  is  bare.” 

Margot  smiled.  4 4 No;  let  her  be.  It 
will  give  her  rest.  There  is  nothing  else 
now.” 

Nothing  was  heard  from  the  boats  all 
day. 

“Life  or  death,  I must  get  some  mus- 
sels for  Madame  De  Hautepin.  The  tide 
is  low  at  four  in  the  morning,  and  I will 
take  L’Epme  the  donkey,  and  go  by  L’ Ai- 
guille d’Etretat  down  near  Ernestine's, 
where  one  can  find  mussels  if  they  can  be 
found.” 

In  the  night  the  wind  lulls,  and  only 
the  sound  of  the  waves  is  heard  beating 
against  the  pebbles.  In  the  struggling 
light  Mere  Gradot  starts  with  Lupine  for 
her  lonely  walk  beneath  the  cliff. 

To  the  rest  of  us  the  night  is  heavy  with 
sleep.  Denise,  overcome  by  exhaustion, 
has  not  wakened.  Some  time  during  the 
morning  M&re  Gradot  comes  into  the  lit- 
tle white  room.  Her  stern,  hard  face  is 
softer.  She  sits  down,  after  those  little 
lite  salutations  are  made  which  no  Freirat 
woman,  gentle  or  lowly,  omits. 
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“Rene  has  come,”  she  says,  simply. 

“Oh,  M6re  Gradot!” 

“With  me.” 

‘ ‘ Have  you  told  Denise  ?” 

‘ 1 One  would  not  wake  her  for  this.  See. 
I took  L’Epine  and  went  for  the  mussels. 
It  was  dark;  we  could  scarcely  see.  The 
path  beneath  the  cliff  is  narrow,  and  the 
waves  broke  over  it,  so  L’Epine  aud  I 
had  to  keep  close  to  the  cliff.  When  we 
reached  Ernestine’s  the  tide  had  fallen  a 
little,  but  it  was  hard  finding  mussels;  the 
water  had  been  too  rough.  I had  to  wait, 
and  after  a while  I saw  a heap  of  stuff 
wedged  in  between  the  rocks  which  the 
water  had  left.  The  sea  sometimes  brings 
strange  things.  I went  to  the  place.  It 
was  dark,  but  I saw  it  was  a man  drowned. 
I pulled  off  the  sea-weed.  The  face  was 
downward.  I turned  the  body,  but  it  was 
bruised — so  bruised  I could  not  see  it;  but 
in  the  shirt  was  a little  pin.  Denise  had 
given  such  a pin  to  RenA  I lifted  the 
body  up — it  was  hard  work— and  laid  it 
on  the  poor  beast’s  back.  L’Epine  and  I 
brought  poor  Rene  home.” 

“ Oh,  M&re  Gradot ! Alone  in  the  dark- 
ness by  that  wild  sea!” 

“Yes.  Was  it  not  fortunate?  It  will 
be  better  for  Denise.” 

The  details  of  the  catastrophe  came 
later.  The  fishing -boat  had  been  run 
over  by  a packet  from  Southampton  to 
Havre,  driven  out  of  her  course  by  the 
gale. 

A funeral  among  the  fisher  people  is 
as  much  a matter  of  consolatory  pride  as 
among  other  folk.  By  the  wise  provisions 
of  the  Church  the  funeral  train  which 
bore  Rene  from  his  home  to  the  church 
is  composed  of  participants,  not  specta- 
tors. Even  the  little  ones  bear  their  can- 
dles, and  identify  themselves  with  the  sol- 
emn ceremonies. 

Denise  goes  through  all  the  scenes  with 
that  sort  of  stoicism  which  is  peculiar  to 
the  Norman  blood. 

“She  is  cut  deep,  that  girl,”  says  M&re 
Gradot.  “We  must  spare  her,  and  send 
her  to  her  aunt  Ley  rand,  at  Boulogne. 
Ma'm’selle  will  perhaps  see  her  there.” 

The  fishing  quarter  of  Boulogne  is  over 
the  hill,  by  the  Rue  de  Constantine — a 
winding  road,  carrying  in  its  name,  as 
one  finds  elsewhere  in  Boulogne,  reminis- 
cences of  the  old  Roman  occupation.  It  is 
a compact,  well-built  little  brick  village,  on 
the  slope  of  the  hill.  The  place  is  deserted. 


Following  the  street  until  it  overlooks  the 
sandy  beach  beneath,  a strange  sight  is  pre- 
sented. All  the  women  of  the  village  are  on 
their  knees  making  wide  circles  in  the  sand 
with  their  vigorous  arms  and  sturdy  fin- 
gers. When  they  have  loosened  enough 
sand,  they  gather  it  into  their  baskets,  and 
swing  them  on  to  their  backs  and  toil  up 
the  hill.  Their  movements  are  those  of 
instinct  in  animals,  but  their  social  in- 
stincts are  those  of  women.  It  is  their 
afternoon  rendezvous,  and  this  gathering 
of  sand  daily  to  sand  their  floors  their  light- 
er and  more  elegant  recreation. 

Denise  is  not  here,  but  at  the  herring 
factory  near  the  Quai  des  Paquebots. 

At  six  o’clock  the  streets  are  filled  with 
the  fisher  girls  going  home  from  their 
work  among  the  herrings — a picturesque 
procession  which  always  allures  the  stran- 
ger, flitting  never  so  hurriedly  from  train 
to  steamer.  Among  them  is  Denise. 

“ Oh,  Denise,  how  pretty  you  look !” 

She  wears  the  costume  of  the  Boulogne 
fisher  girl,  the  most  piquant  of  the  coast. 
Her  brown  dress  is  cut  low,  and  laced 
over  the  white  shirt  beneath.  About  her 
waist  a blue  apron  is  tied,  and  her  blue 
fichu,  crossed  low  on  her  breast,  is  knot- 
ted behind  with  careless  grace.  On  her 
head  is  a white  cap,  with  a snowy  frill 
standing  erect  like  a halo  around  her 
head,  and  framing  her  sad  face,  which 
brightens  a little  at  my  involuntary  praise. 

“ You  like  it  here,  Denise  ?” 

“ For  myself,  well  enough ; but  my  fa- 
ther misses  me,  and  my  mother  with  the 
accounts,  and  Margot  finds  the  basket 
heavy  without  Denise.” 

“We  all  missed  you,  Denise;  but  the 
patron  has  had  great  luck  with  his  sole, 
and  M6re  Gradot  sends  fish  to  the  chateau 
every  day,  and  Henri  helps  Margot  with 
the  basket.” 

“ I go  back  in  two  months.  The  girl  is 
better  with  the  mother.  I miss  the  dear 
kind  hand  of  the  father  on  my  hair,  and 
Margot  and  little  Henri.  I go  back,  yes, 
in  two  months.  Then  we  will  all  miss 
ma’m’selle,”  she  added,  with  her  thought- 
.ful  politeness. 

“And  ma’m’selle.  Do  you  think  she 
can  ever  forget  the  patron , M6re  Gradot, 
Denise,  Margot,  or  the  little  Henri,  or 
cease  to  remember  the  peaceful  hours  in 
the  little  white  room  of  the  fishing  hut  at 
Etretat  ?” 

Ah,  no,  Denise! 
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pairing  ohly  & rich  mil,  & a 

partially  &unny  position,  and  #edstooal 
water  rugs  in  extreme  drought#.  Yoiuig 
plants  set  in  the  grouud  Aurtag  Aptfl  and. 
Mx#  will  with,  mint*  ilttk  iitCetHiop:  make 
of  two  feet  in  diameter  The 
tops  itf  the  letulibg  or  strongest  growths 
be>em#ed  by  pbj#mgv  ##  the 
shoots.  ha  ve  grown  four  ortly**  inches  long, 
and  this  should  be  continued  tmiil  the  end 
of  J illy,  a|t#  which  the  entire  phiutshou  Id 
be  ®tl  1 Aw#!  $o  grow,  ;^he  flower bud»  begin 
to  form  db&Ut  the  epd  of  A dg#t  or  begin  - 
i\\ug  of ' Be.jneml#,  If  it  i»  deslmhle  to 
have  them  flower  m the  hmise  6r  con- 
mrv&tovy—a ' plan  win#  highly  reeom^ 
mended— they  should  be  dug  up  carefully 
about  the  first  of  October,  and  placed  in 
pots  according  to  the  size  of  each  plant. 
For  the  ten  or 

twel  ve  iiicli#  ui  diameter  are  required* 
The.,  plants  should  be  well  dinmehed  with 
water  at  once,  a h d set  in  some  shady  phi# 
for  a few  days,  after  which  they  chn  # 

. *6c'p&&fi*l  to  the  full  sun.  They  mh#  be; 
protected  before  the  appearait#  of 
but  should  not  be  ^abjected  to  artlfi#al 
heat,  a temperature  of  .forir-tive  U>  fi fry 
degrees  Fahrenheit  being  ' quite  high 
enough.  YYhers  they  are  io  tended  to 
flower  out-of-doors  it  is  best  either  to 
plant  them  at  firet  in  some  sheltered  po 
Vili  mo  or  to  dig  carefully  and  re  move,  to 
inch  a place  after  the  middle  of  October, 
With  this  simple  cave  they  are  among  the 
most  satisfactory  of  jatf  flowers.  With 
such  populai’ity  of  course  the  elirysaiithe- 


| muni  h$  aii.  exhibition  flowor, -and  for  tills 
phrfR^o  rtiuny  very  large  specimens  art? 
grown  in  rum pa  rati vnly  KUiftil  |X#  m va- 
rious .shapes.  Bun#  fgf&wv  as  are. 

to  he 

others,  grown  as  samll :.tw#  on  stems  four 
or  five  f#t  high,  arc  mmnoiuited  >v;ii.U 
heads  tvro  or  mc#re  feet  iy  diFiineieiv  liter- 
ally covered  with  flower*.  Others  again, 
are  trained  in  severe py  mm idtal  an d oonvefc 
forms,  ;.TJie  Eaw^rs':#e  also;  growii.  larli- 
vMaally'  f#  exliibitiou,  and  aiti# a very 
large  size,  the  plant  being  allowed  to  carry 
but  few  buds,  which  arc  #moyed  from 
time  to  time  during  September,  until  the 
largest  plants  have  only  a half-dozen 
flowers  to  support.  These  are  obtained 
by  strict  attention  to  watering  and  stimu- 
lating with  manure  water  three  nr  four 
times  each  day  during  the  growing  season. 

As  to  Inirdiru^s.  many  of  the  varieties 
will  endure  the  sevemst  winter  weather 
m climates  as  void  aa^.ew  York  State, 
providing  they  am  #ightly  protected  by 
fe#  brunchtiS  of  ev# 
gi#n^  hv  keep  the  leaves  in  position, 
The  covering  fif  isna#  is  a spfth'ient  pro- 
tectionm winter.  The  older  kinds,  os  a 
rule,  are  somewhat,  hardier  ihnn  those  <»f 
modern  date, , buf;4p]t^^;  where  flier  are 
| winter-killed  they  are  easily  replaced  at 
very  slight  «co*t  Where  p1#ti  are  al- 
ready in  pots,  a sine  unit  simple  way  of 
keeping  -them'  is  to  piu#  them  fij  #y#ol 
light  cellar  b cool  pit*  or  out  b^ys^,,  wh*# 
the  extreme  weather  # xyn#disj^  tens • 
pored. 


Go  gle 


THE  GREAT  HALL  OF  WILLIAM  RUFUS. 


XVIII. 

THE  flight  of  Charles  from  Whitehall 
did  not  more  really  empty  the  royal 
seat,  in  the  view  of  the  Parliament,  than 
had  already  his  armed  intrusion  upon  the 
sanctity  of  the  House  of  Commons. 

Accordingly,  now,  the  Parliament  be- 
gan to  take  off  the  robes  of  his  preroga- 
tives, one  by  one,  and  as  there  was  no 
Henry  of  Bolingbroke  just  then  about  the 
precincts  of  Westminster  Hall,  they  pro- 
ceeded to  hang  them  upon  a dummy  king, 
an  office  and  authority  without  either  body, 
soul,  or  spirit.  So  they  legislated  and  de- 
creed for  a while  “in  the  king’s  name.” 

But  those  of  them  who  could  not  bring 
their  imagination  to  such  a metaphysical 
point  left  the  speculative  region  of  West- 
minster, and  sought  the  denuded  son  of 
James,  whom  they  found  making  martial 
efforts  to  get  back  into  his  own  again. 
He  secured  a “land  army”  at  last,  but  by 
that  time  it  was  unhappily  opposed  by 
another.  There  were  two  4 4 powers  of  the 
sword”  in  the  field,  and  a great  duel  was 
preparing  between  “the  crown”  and  44  the 
cause.” 

The  civil  war,  for  a while,  was  very  much 
like  the  American  in  the  outset,  “bush- 
whacking on  a large  scale.  ” Neither  side, 
thanks  to  the  pacific  James,  had  had  any 
military  experience,  and  there  was  con- 
sequently a good  deal  of  gallant  blunder- 
ing on  the  part  of  the  one,  and  of  indefi- 
nite struggling  on  the  part  of  the  other. 
The  style  of  it  had  already  been  antici- 
pated in  the  great  Hall  at  Westminster 
during  the  days  before  the  crisis  was  pre- 
cipitated, when  the  nicknames  “Round- 
head”  and  “Cavalier”  were  roared  out 
under  its  roof,  as  Colonel  Lunsford  and 
his  curled  adventurers  rode  in  to  drive 
out  the  close-cropped  London  apprentices 
on  one  day,  to  find  themselves  beset  and 
surrounded  on  the  next  with  cries  of 
“Slash  us  now!” 

In  the  same  way  the  royalist  army  had 
the  advantage  until  Cromwell  came  to 
the  front,  and,  with  him,  organized  victo- 
ry. Then  the  Cavaliers  were  cut  down, 
and  the  kingdom  was  cleared. 

Long  before  this,  however,  the  Com- 
mons had  put  aside  their  dummy,  and  the 
way  was  getting  open  to  an  actual  empty 
throne,  and  to  a king  with  no  claim  to 
the  name.  Even  the  Church  of  England 


had  gone  by  the  board.  Laud  was  be- 
headed. There  was  nowhere  a mitre  to 
be  seen.  Westminster  Abbey  was  a Pres- 
byterian meeting-house.  At  last  Charles, 
who  had  stood  out  for  episcopacy  as  the 
main  bulwark  of  his  throne,  gave  him- 
self up  to  the  Presbyterian  Scots.  The 
Scots  gave  him  up  to  the  Presbyterian 
Parliament.  Then  the  army  of  Independ- 
ents took  him  away  from  the  Parliament, 
and  now  Cromwell  had  him  in  hand. 

, Charles  was  brought  from  Hurst  Cas- 
tle, which  he  had  feared  was  to  be  his 
Berkeley  or  his  Pontefract,  and  brought 
conveniently  near  to  Westminster.  The 
Commons  were  above  any  scandal  of  an 
assassination- ^They  were  resolved  upon 
a more  open  and  impressive  way  of  put- 
ting an  end  to  him  than  on  the  former 
occasions  of  Edward  of  Carnarvon  and 
Richard  of  Bordeaux.  Westminster  Hall 
should  be  the  preliminary  scene  of  it  again, 
but  they  would  go  about  it  in  all  the  form- 
al majesty  of  the  law. 

On  January  20,  1649,  this  “high  (or 
high-handed)  Court  of  Justice”  was  open- 
ed in  the  great  Hall.  One  hundred  and 
thirty-five  persons  had  been  fixed  upon  by 
the  Independent  Commons  to  compose  it. 
Only  sixty-nine  or  seventy  could  be  got 
to  sit.  Some  were  officers  in  the  army, 
some  members  of  the  Commons;  the  re-, 
mainder  were  citizens  of  London.  It  was, 
to  a man,  a court  of  the  people. 

The  spectacle  was  as  bare  of  scenic 
grandeur  as  of  everything  else.  In  the 
absence  of  everything  else,  they  were  not 
at  all  indisposed  to  make  as  great  a show 
as  they  could.  There  was  the  usual  blaze 
of  scarlet  and  crimson  over  the  graded 
seats  of  the  judges,  which  ran  up  against 
the  southern  wall.  Bradshaw,  the  44  Lord 
President,”  sat  in  a crimson  velvet  chair 
on  a platform  in  front  of  and  below  them, 
enveloped  in  a scarlet  robe,  and  wearing 
a great  broad-brimmed  hat.  A desk  with 
a crimson  velvet  cushion  was  before  him. 
In  the  middle  of  the  space  in  front  was  & 
large  square  table,  covered  with  a rich 
Turkey  carpet,  on  which  lay  the  golden 
mace  and  the  sword  of  state  across  one 
another.  The  steel  halberds  of  a numer- 
ous guard  were  seen  gleaming  on  either 
side  and  down  the  length  of  the  Hall. 
Inside  the  bar — a partition  running  across 
some  distance  below,  and  inclosing  the 
court — at  the  very  centre,  was  the  crim- 
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son  chair  for  the  king,  with  its  back  to  the 
bar,  and  directly  facing  the  Lord  Presi- 
dent, over  the  intermediate  table  where 
the  “ regalia”  lay,  and  the  two  clerks  sat. 
This  was  all  that  could  come  down  to 
them  in  the  tradition  of  the  now  extinct 
realm.  The  splendors  of  royalty  could 
not  descend  to  this:  the  king  was  in  the 
shadow  of  death.  There  were  none  of  the 
rich  robes  of  the  nobility:  the  nobles  were 
exiled  or  dead.  There  were  no  ermined 
judges:  the  judges  had  refused  to  sit. 
The  brilliant  insignia  of  the  kingdom, 
which  once  had  been  wont  to  flash  from 
every  side  in  this  Hall  of  kings,  lay  in  to- 
tal eclipse.  Not  an  armorial  bearing,  ex- 
cept those  wrought  in  the  roof,  was  to  be 
seen,  save  the  new  “arms  of  the  Common- 
wealth,” the  red  cross  of  England  and  the 
gold  harp  of  Ireland,  emblazoned  on  a 
huge  escutcheon  which  hung  under  the 
great  southern  window,  and  shone  over 
the  topmost  tier  of  those  who  composed 
the  regicide  court.  We  have  forgotten 
two  ornaments:  there,  high  up  against 
the  wall,  directly  under  the  new  arms,  sat 
Oliver  Cromwell  and  Henry  Martin. 

On  either  side,  looking  down  upon  the 
hatted  heads  of  the  court,  was  a double 
gallery.  The  rest  of  the  Hall  was  also 
prepared  for  the  vast  concourse  that  was 
sure  to  be  there. 

When  the  court  had  been  seated  and 
all  was  ready,  the  gates  were  thrown  open, 
and  the  multitude  thronged  in,  filling  the 
galleries,  the  scaffoldings,  and  the  im- 
mense open  area  of  the  floor.  Then  Brad- 
shaw ordered  the  sergeant -at -arms  “to 
bring  in  the  prisoner.”  The  king  enter- 
ed, and  proceeded  up  the  side  next  the 
Thames,  under  the  guard  of  thirty-two 
officers,  bearing  halberds.  He  was  at- 
tended also  by  his  servants.  The  ser- 
geant-at-arms  with  his  men  received  him 
and  conducted  him  within  the  bar.  There 
were  none  so  poor  to  do  him  reverence. 
Not  a sign  of  respect  was  shown.  Amid 
the  awful  hush  he  stood  for  a moment 
facing  the  court  with  a stern,  steadfast 
gaze.  Then  he  looked  up  at  the  galleries 
in  front  and  on  either  side  of  him.  He 
had  suffered  his  hair  and  beard  to  grow, 
and  they  had  become  gray.  His  once 
handsome,  pensive  face  looked  pale  and 
worn  under  the  shadow  of  his  hat.  The 
banners  of  Marston  Moor,  of  Naseby,  and 
of  Preston  hung  over  his  head.  He  sat 
down,  then  immediately  rose  again,  as  if 
lie  had  forgotten  something,  turning  com- 


pletely round  and  gazing  down  the  long 
vista  of  the  Hall,  crowded  with  ten  thou- 
sand of  his  subjects,  among  whom  on  ev- 
ery side  gleamed  the  bright  axes  of  the 
halberdiers.  The  moment  he  resumed  his 
seat  the  blazing  escutcheon  of  the  Com- 
monwealth caught  his  eye,  with  Crom- 
well's eyes  beneath  it  fastened  intently  on 
him.  It  was  eight  years  since  Strafford 
here  fought  his  accusers,  at  last  to  die  by 
his  hand.  It  was  twenty-four  years  since 
his  coronation  banquet  in  this  room,  when 
the  steel  gauntlet  of  his  champion  had 
rung  upon  this  floor.  And  here  was  he 
now,  king,  by  hereditary  right,  of  England 
and  of  Scotland,  the  heir  of  Egbert,  and 
Kenneth,  and  William  the  Conqueror, 
with  the  blood  of  all  these  in  his  veins. 
Was  there  no  one  to  befriend  or  defend 
him  ? 

There  was  a disturbance  in  his  favor  at 
the  very  outset.  When  the  crier  called 
over  the  court,  amid  the  blank  hush  of 
many  absences,  there  came  the  name  of 
Sir  Thomas  Fairfax,  the  General  of  the 
Parliament.  A voice  answered  for  him 
from  the  gallery  above,  “He  has  too  much 
wit  to  be  here!” 

Bradshaw*  now  addressed  the  king : 
“Charles  Stuart,  King  of  England,  the 
Commons  of  England,  being  deeply  sensi- 
ble of  the  calamities  that  have  been  brought 
upon  this  nation,  which  are  fixed  upon 
you  as  the  principal  author  of  them,  have 
resolved  to  make  inquisition  for  blood.” 

When  the  charge  was  read,  “in  the 
name  of  the  people  of  England,”  the  same 
voice  spoke  from  the  gallery:  “It  is  a lie 
— not  a tenth  part  of  them.”  Axtell,  the 
officer  of  the  guard,  ordered  his  men  to 
fire  into  the  box.  But  the  muskets  were 
soon  lowered.  It  was  Lady  Fairfax ! 

Charles  himself,  when  he  heard  himself 
accused  of  being  “a  tyrant  and  traitor,  a 
murderer  aud  a public  enemy,”  laughed 
in  the  face  of  the  court.  Once  during 
the  reading  he  stretched  out  liis  gold-head- 
ed cane  and  touched  Coke,  the  Solicitor- 
General,  lightly  on  the  shoulder,  saying, 
“Hold!”  The  head  of  the  cane  dropped 
off.  No  one  moved  to  pick  it  up.  He 
stooped  and  picked  it  up  himself,  showing 
no  embarrassment  at  the  moment,  though 
he  afterward  told  Bishop  Juxon  that  the 
omen  deeply  affected  him.  The  president 
ordered  the  clerk  to  go  on,  saying  to 
Charles  that  “if  he  had  anything  to  say 
afterward,  the  court  would  hear  him.” 

When  called  upon  to  answrer  the  charges. 
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entreaty.  1 1 The  sentence,  sir ! I say,  sir, 
I do-” 

“ Hold !”  said  Bradshaw  again. 

The  king  was  taken  out  exclaiming, 
“ I am  not  suffered  to  speak!  Expect 
what  justice  other  people  will  have!” 

As  he  went  out  a soldier  asked  his  bless- 
ing. An  officer  struck  him  down  to  the 
floor.  “Methinks,  sir,”  said  the  king, 
“the  punishment  exceeds  the  offense.” 
Then  passed  he  out  from  the  door  of  the 
Banqueting  Hall  of  William  Rufus,  to  die 
in  front  of  the  Banqueting  Hall  of  his  own 
palace. 

XIX. 

The  dynasty  had  received  a shock,  but 
the  despotism  was  by  no  means  over- 
thrown. The  spirit  was  still  the  spirit  of 
Charles,  but  the  face  was  the  face  of 
Cromwell.  The  spirit  had  reason  to  be 
rampant,  for  in  this  man  was  now  centred 
the  authority  of  king,  Lords,  and  Com- 
mons. He  was  girded  with  the  power  of 
the  sword,  and  he  wielded  a mighty  bow. 
Nothing  was  wanting  to  him  but  the 
crown. 

On  December  16,  1653,  four  years  after 
the  execution  of  the  king,  four  days  after 
the  dissolution  of  the  Parliament,  a double 
line  of  soldiers  was  to  be  seen  winding 
through  the  streets  from  the  palace  of 
Whitehall  to  the  doors  of  Westminster 
Hall.  The  cavalcade  which  passed  at 
high  noon  through  this  military  avenue 
had  somewhat  of  the  pomp,  though  none 
of  the  splendor,  which  had  formerly  at- 
tended the  processions  of  kings  and  queens 
that  way.  First  came  the  Lords  Com- 
missioners of  the  Great  Seal  in  official 
robes,  then  the  scarlet  judges  of  Westmin- 
ster Hall,  then  the  Council  of  State,  then 
the  Lord  Mayor  and  Aldermen  in  scarlet 
vestments  and  state  carriages.  Then  fol- 
lowed a body-guard.  After  them  a large 
number  of  gentlemen  walking  bare-head- 
ed. Now  it  was  time  for  the  state  car- 
riage of  Oliver  Cromwell.  He  sat  in  it, 
dressed  in  a black  velvet  suit,  long  boots, 
and  a hat  with  a broad  gold  band.  The 
carriage  was  surrounded  by  the  principal 
officers  of  the  army,  each  carrying  his 
sword  in  his  hand. 

On  arriving  at  the  Hall,  Cromwell 
alighted  and  entered,  passing  through  the 
array  which  had  preceded  him  there.  The 
length  of  the  Hall  was  a long  walk,  but  he 
moved  on  with  a dignity  of  bearing  which 
was  very  becoming,  though  quite  new, 
and  flnallj^  reached  the  Court  of  Chan- 


cery, where  a chair  of  state  awaited  him. 
“Usually  he  was  very  ordinarily  appar- 
elled,” says  Warwick;  “but  the  dignity 
of  his  position  had  grown  upon  him,  and 
having  had  a better  tailor,  and  more  con- 
verse among  good  company,  he  was  of  a 
great  and  majestic  deportment  and  come- 
ly presence.” 

Now  he  removed  his  hat,  and  stood  be- 
fore the  chair.  As  soon  as  the  chiefs  of 
the  assembly  were  seated,  Major-General 
Lambert,  “in  the  name  of  the  army,  of  the 
three  nations,  and  of  the  exigencies  of  the 
time,  prayed  the  Lord  General  to  accept 
the  office  of  Protector  of  the  Common- 
wealth of  England,  Scotland,  and  Ire- 
land. ” After  a moment’s  pause  Cromwell 
“expressed his  readiness  to  undertake  the 
charge.”  The  oath  of  the  new  office  was 
read,  and  he  signed  it.  Then  Lambert, 
falling  on  his  knee,  presented  the  civil 
sword  in  the  scabbard.  Cromwell  laid 
aside  his  own  war  sword,  and  received  it 
as  a token  that  “he  intended  to  govern  no 
longer  by  military  law  alone.”  He  was 
now  desired  to  take  his  seat  in  the  Chair 
of  State.  Thereupon  lie  put  on  his  hat 
and  sat  down,  all  present  remaining,  as 
before,  uncovered.  The  inauguration  now 
being  over,  the  procession  formed  again, 
and  escorted  him  on  his  return,  the  people 
looking  on  curiously,  but  making  little 
demonstration.  Soon  the  booming  of 
guns  was  heard.  It  announced  that  the 
Lord  Protector  had  taken  up  his  residence 
in  the  palace  of  Whitehall. 

Four  years  more  passed — no  longer  than 
the  official  term  of  an  American  President. 
There  had  come  a wondrous  change.  Both 
the  military  and  the  civil  swords  had  been 
well  used.  England  was  at  peace,  and  in 
such  prosperity  as  she  had  never  known. 
Justice  had  risen  to  its  height  in  West- 
minster Hall.  The  three  kingdoms  were 
one.  England  was  supreme  on  the  ocean, 
the  most  formidable  power  on  the  globe. 

It  was  time  to  make  him  “a  prince” 
who,  as  Macaulay  says,  “had  made  Eng- 
land the  dread  of  all  the  world;  who  had 
been  the  chief  founder  of  her  maritime 
greatness  and  of  her  colonial  empire;  who 
had  conquered  Scotland  and  Ireland ; who 
had  humbled  Holland  and  Spain ; the  ter- 
ror of  whose  name  had  been  a guard  round 
every  English  traveller  in  remote  coun- 
tries, and  round  every  Protestant  congre- 
gation in  the  heart  of  Catholic  empires.” 

Parliament  would  have  made  him  king, 
but  the  army  would  have  withheld  the 
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crown*  He  accepted  all  that,  was  attain- 
able and  safe.  On  the  2Gth  of  June,  1657, 
lie  was  enthroned  in  Westminster  Hall, 
receiving  every  mark  of  royalty  except 
the  crown. 

In  fifteen  mouths  front  that  day,  with 
‘"a  pomp,"  says  Guizot,  far  ‘ ' exceeding  al l 
that  had  ever  been  displayed  at  the  funeral 
of  kings,"  the  body  of  Oliver  Cromwell,  a 
prince"  who  had  wielded  more  absolute 
power  than  any  sovereign  of  England, 
passed  the  door  of  the  Hall  stretched  upon 
a velvet  bed  of  state  in  a magnificent  fu- 
neral car,  his  etligy.  also  above  him,  clad 
in  a royal  robe,  with  crown  and  sceptre 
and  globe— to  he  laid  among  the  kings  in 
Westminster  Abbey, 

Butin  three  years  from  that  same  inau- 
gural day  his  body  was  torn  from  its  splen- 


did tomb,  and  hung  from  the  gallows  at 
Tyburn,  and  his  head,  pierced  with  an  ash- 
en pike,  was  placed  on  the  south  gable  of 
W estmi nster  Hall,  over  the  very  spot,  as  it 
happened,  where  he  had  sat  at  the  trial  of 
Charles  the  First.  There  it  swayed  in  the 
winds  of  twenty  years,  till  one  stormy 
night  it  fell  to  the  pavement,  to  be  picked 
up  by  a sentinel,  to  pass  thereafter  from 
hand  to  hand,  to  be  curiously  examined 
and  identified,  at  last  to  find  what  repose 
it  might  in  a private  cabinet  as  all  that 
was  left  of  Oliver  Cromwell — all  but  what 
lie  had  bequeathed  to  the  glory  of  Eng- 
land. 

XX. 

On  the  morning  of  the  8th  of  May,  1660, 
to  all  appearances  the  Commonwealth  had 
passed  away  like  a dreton,  and  the  restored 
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tnomu’rhy  nctetl  as  if  it  had  been  suddenly  j under  the  new  canopy.  and  n lie  we  mmyrn 
roused  from  walking  in  its  sleep.  New  J chair  behind  the  table.  waiting-  for  the  <*H» 
Palace  Y'ml  is  thronged  with  people  who  j dynasty  U>  come  in  and  take  p»s*<-isi'<iv 
have  reason  to  be  rubbing  their  «*>•**.  The  | ft  was  on  the  23*1  of  April,  HK5).  tvlien  tr- 
gates  of  the  great  Hall  are  thrown  open,  i form  ally,  took  place.  if  wa4  only  » toll 
What-  is  this?  The-  vitu  of  an  tdd-ttfn*  ; dark  man.  with  a pleasant  hw  and  gn»- 
royal  pageant  tills  the  arch.  Heralds and  drnis-vyuo.  seated  in  the  clndr.  and  re 
pursuivants,  m ^prgediib  tnbu.rd»  ambld-  y hig  the  throng  of  ridi'ty  dir-sscd  r„-.b!«- 
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in  the  centre  of  the  Hall.-  The  smoke 
curled  away  toward  the  roof,  the  smell 
made  its  way  to  the  nostrils  of  justice. 
The  lawyers  choked  with  emotion,  and 
loyally  held  their  noses.  Was  it  not  inl- 


and turned  round . What  was  the  public 
executioner  of  the  lowest  grade  standing 
about  and  staring  here  for  V They  al- 
ways sent  him  his  commissions  at  Ty- 
burn. But  now  appe&red  another  officer 
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of  Parliament,  These  lower  courts  had  : now  extinct! 
nothing  to  do  hut  endure.  Was  there  to 
be  a hanging  of  sheep  in  this  shape  i Not 
so.  There  was  to  he  a burning — and  a The  next 
burning  bad  stnelL  These  were  the  parch-  queued  was  o 
m0n is  of  the  late  “ CVun  nionwealth/'  This  j after,  say  ab< 
was  the  “Act  for  the  Trial  of  Charles  the  j the  Second  1 
First" , tins,  the  Act  for  the  Abolishing  • clouds  of  it  ii 
of  the  House  oF  Lords"  ; this.  " far  the  j of  it.  after  a 
Establishing  the  Common  wealth'’ ; this,  sterHall.  T 
1 for  the  Renunciation  Of  the  Stuarts’' ; people  wen*  j 
arid,  last  of  all.  this,  “for  the  Security  of  out  that  it  w 
the  Protectors  Person."  Each  of  these  play  with  fir 
was  received  in  turn  by  Mr.  Ketch,  and  To  a natic 
solemnly  laid  upon  a fire  lie  had  just  lit  religion  was 
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was  the  gospel,  it  was  more  than  offensive 
that  the  representative  of  the  restored 
monarchy  should  spend  his  time  in 
swinging  the  censer  and  counting  his 
beads  in  the  royal  chapel.  It  said  no- 
thing, however,  until  he  showed  a disposi- 
tion to  introduce  the  fragrant  ceremonial 
into  every  church  in  the  kingdom.  His 
attempt  to  bring  this  about  was  a covert 
and  highly  ingenious  one.  But  the  un- 
fortunate feature  of  his  plan,  for  him,  was 
that  it  brought  out  the  whole  disease  of 
despotism  with  which  his  family  were  af- 
flicted, and  of  which  his  father  died. 

He  raised  the  question  of  prerogative 
in  the  Kings  Bench,  and  then  appointed 
the  judges  who  were  to  decide  it.  It  de- 
creed, as  he  desired,  that  it  lay  in  his  pre- 
rogative to  abrogate  any  express  law  of 
the  realm.  The  Chief  Justice  declared 
that  the  crown  was  absolute,  that  the  gov- 
ernment of  England  was  vested  in  the 
king.  Pretty  well  for  Westminster  Hall, 
after  all  it  had  witnessed  of  the  bloody 
consequences  of  that  doctrine!  So  much 
for  reaction. 

Now,  as  might  have  been  foreseen,  rose 
up  the  spectre  of  Henry  the  Eighth,  but 
with  the  brains  and  views  of  James  the 
Second.  The  Supreme  Head  of  the 
Church  at  once  made  a most  generous  an- 
nouncement. There  should  be  universal 
toleration.  This,  of  course,  gave  a foot- 
hold to  the  very  Church  which  was  against 
the  law.  And  it  enabled  the  Supreme 
Head  of  the  Church  to  make  of  the  Estab- 
lished Church  just  what  he  most  desired. 
And,  moreover,  he  was  entirely  free  to 
withdraw  from  the  general  arrangement 
whenever  he  chose.  Still  the  nation 
looked  on  and  did  nothing. 

The  Supreme  Head  then  took  another 
step.  He  ordered  his  44  Declaration  of  In- 
dulgence” to  he  read  in  all  the  churches. 
Now  he  would  make  the  clergy  a party  to 
it.  This  was  the  empty  censer  he  pro- 
posed flrst  to  swing  before  each  altar.  But 
the  bishops  and  clergy,  smelling  the  in- 
cense before,  rose  up,  and  would  none  of 
it.  Despotism  at  last,  in  touching  the 
Faith,  had  touched  the  quick — and  the 
dead  too,  as  it  turned  out.  The  whole  na- 
tion was  roused  from  its  lethargy  when 
the  seven  bishops  came  to  the  front  and 
were  thrown  into  the  Tower.  For  the 
first  time  Churchman  and  Nonconformist 
stood  shoulder  to  shoulder.  For  the  last 
time  the  people  were  as  one  against  the 
king.  The  battle  of  Liberty  with  Despot- 


ism was  fought  out  finally  on  the  floor  of 
Westminster  Hall.  It  was  a bloodless, 
question  of  law.  It  produced,  neverthe- 
less, one  of  the  most  exciting  scenes  ever 
beheld  under  its  ancient  roof.  Now  the 
arrow  struck  the  heart  of  the  despotism, 
and  the  dynasty  died. 

We  may  omit  a full  account  of  the  pub- 
lic excitement:  Tower  Hill  black  with 
tens  of  thousands  of  people,  the  space 
round  the*  Tower  gates  blocked  up  with 
the  carriages  of  the  nobility,  the  Thames 
covered  with  boats,  the  very  guards  of  the 
prison  cheering  the  bishops  and  drinking 
their  health.  The  bonfires,  too,  the  guns, 
the  bells,  the  shouts,  the  blessings,  at  the 
mere  rumor  afterward  of  their  acquittal 
in  the  Hall,  because  “enlarged  on  their 
own  recognizance,”  the  multitude  throng- 
ing New  Palace  Yard,  kneeling  about  them 
as  they  came  out,  kissing  their  hands  and 
their  robes. 

June  29, 1688,  was  the  day  set  for  the 
trial.  The  king  would  not  yield.  “In- 
dulgence ruined  my  father,”  said  he. 

The  Hall  was  thronged  to  its  utmost  ca- 
pacity. Outside,  it  stood  up  amid  an  ocean 
of  heads,  a dense  mass  not  only  filling 
both  the  old  and  the  new  Yards,  but  every 
street  which  led  to  it,  as  far  as  the  eye 
could  reach. 

The  next  morning,  when  the  jury 
brought  in  the  verdict,  “Not  guilty,” 
“Halifax  sprang  up  and  waved  his  hat.” 
There  was  a huzza,  a shout  of  joy  so  tre- 
mendous that  it  sounded,  says  Mackin- 
tosh, “like  a crack  of  the  ancient  massy 
roof  of  Westminster  Hall.”  “It  is  a re- 
bellion in  noise,”  exclaimed  one.  The 
members  of  the  jury  were  embraced,  with 
tears  of  joy,  as  deliverers.  The  multitude 
outside  caught  up  the  news,  and  it  spread 
with  electric  rapidity.  It  ran  down  the 
streets  in  a continuous  roar.  It  ran  down 
the  Thames  in  answering  huzzas.  All 
London  was  informed  in  a moment.  Cou- 
riers dashed  away  along  the  country  roads 
to  carry  it  over  the  realm.  The  king  was 
reviewing  his  standing  army  on  Houns- 
low Heath.  It  broke  forth  in  resounding 
cheers  almost  in  his  face. 

That  night,  while  the  sky  over  London 
was  red  with  bonfires  and  burning  effigies 
of  the  Pope,  there  sped  across  the  Channel 
to  the  Hague  that  message  to  the  Princse 
of  Orange  which  resulted  in  the  flight  of 
James,  “the  Revolution  of  1688,”  the  ac- 
cession, through  the  elective  power,  of 
William  and  Mary  to  the  throne. 
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luries  later,  ami  was  still  conspicuous  in 
all  the  landscape  round  as  the  tit  com- 
panion of  the  new  Abbey,  as  part  of  its 
now  enormous  pile,  and  girt  by  the  gar- 
dens and  tilt-yards  of  a sumptuous  king. 
Now  the  city  of  Westminster  had  grown 
up  all  about  it.  Royalty  no  longer  dwelt 
near  by.  It  was  sought  only  in  its  jia- 
geants  arid  its  affairs.  It  had  become  the 
home  of  the  Law.  Its  quadrangle  was  built 
up  with  the  offices  of  state.  Now  only  its 
noble  front  could  be  seen,  for  it  was  flank- 
ed with  buildings  ori  either  side,  and  only 
its  lofty  sloping  roof  and  long  ridge-pole, 
like  a high  back  amid  the  imbedding  mass, 
told  of  the  volume  of  space  it  inclosed. 

But  the  interior  presented  the  strangest 
sight  of  (ill,  especially  during  term-time. 
All  along  its  walls,  on  either  side,  were 
ranged  the  stalls  of  seamstresses,  milli- 
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We  have  a breathing- pi  ace  just  here  to 
look  about  us.  How  did  the  old  Hall  look 
in  those  days  of  the  Stuarts?  We  have 
been  too  much  engaged  with  it  as  a the- 
atre and  stage  of  a historic  drama  to  have 
the  opportunity  to  note  some  minor  points 
which  will  dll  in  and  add  new  interest  to 
the  pictures  we  have  drawn. 

It  now  bore  the  weight  of  nearly  six 
hundred  years.  It  had  suffered  neglect 
ami  misuse.  Very  different  was  it  in  ap- 
pearance and  environment  in  168$  from 
the  day  when  it  stood  up  like  a Norman 
temple  in  the  meadows  of  an  ancient  palace 
and  monastery,  a magnificent  addition  to 
the  one.  a profane  rival  to  the  other.  Very 
different  was  it  from  the  day  when  it  had 
newly  put  on  its  Gothic  vesture,  three  eeii- 
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of  the  realm,  with  l'echgOwned  #wd  heavily  of  Georgy*  tJav  Third,  hul  only  fiyfe  uf  ter  the 
befifigged  justices,  arm  ;*  gohileaieu  of  tlie  close  of  the  ccmtljfet  m the  It^esUvrii^'vySiig. 
lung  robe/'  met  to  t r a i i sac t 1 > U si ne$s  o f of  the  empire.  Westminster  Thu  1 was  to 
the  gravest  nature,  amid  the  din,  eoiifti-  take  upon  itself  a most  memorable  prop 0_ 
sib to  am!  distraction  incident  to  the  less  against  tymrmy  in  the  Eastern  wing  ub.o. 
■worthy 'uses  of  wk  Rufus's  roaring  Hall," as  In  February,  1788,  Warren  Hastings  whs 
Pope  emails  it,  did  not  escape  certain  sharp  impeached,  for  Tnisgo\ ei^irnex^t  in  India, 
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been  embalmed  in  the  lites^itune  of  the  the  House  of  Lords.  The  splendor  of  the 
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est  when  brought  into  the  current  of  the 
larger  consciousness  with  which  we  have 
tried  to  invest  the  Hall. 

“ Every  step  in  the  proceedings  carried 
the  mind  either  backward,  through  many 
troubled  centuries,  to  the  days  when  the 
foundations  of  the  constitution  were  laid, 
or  far  away,  over  boundless  seas  and  des- 
erts, to  dusky  nations,  living  under  strange 
stars,  worshipping  strange  gods,  and  writ- 
ing strange  characters  from  right  to  left. 
The  High  Court  of  Parliament  was  to  sit, 
according  to  forms  handed  down  from  the 
days  of  the  Plantagenets,  on  an  English- 
man accused  of  exercising  tyranny  over 
the  lord  of  the  city  of  Benares  and  the  la- 
dies of  the  princely  house  of  Oude. 

“The  place  was  worthy  of  such  a trial. 
It  was  the  great  Hall  of  William  Rufus; 
the  Hall  which  had  resounded  with  accla- 
mations at  the  inauguration  of  thirty 
kings;  the  Hall  which  had  witnessed  the 
just  sentence  of  Bacon,  and  the  just  abso- 
lution of  Somers;  the  Hall  where  the  elo- 
quence of  Stratford  had  for  a moment 
awed  and  melted  a victorious  party  in- 
flamed with  a just  resentment;  the  Hall 
where  Charles  had  confronted  the  High 
Court  of  Justice  with  the  placid  courage 
which  has  half  redeemed  his  fame. 

“Neither  military  nor  civil  pomp  was 
wanting.  The  avenues  were  lined  with 
grenadiers.  The  streets  were  kept  clear 
by  cavalry.  The  peers,  robed  in  gold  and 
ermine,  were  marshalled  by  the  heralds 
under  Garter  King-at-arms.  The  judges, 
in  their  vestments  of  state,  attended  to 
give  advice  on  points  of  law.  Near  a 
hundred  and  twenty  lords,  three-fourths 
of  the  Upper  House,  as  the  Upper  House 
then  was,  walked  in  solemn  order  from 
their  usual  place  of  assembling  to  the  tri- 
bunal. The  junior  baron  present  led  the 
way,  George  Eliott,  Lord  Heathfield,  re- 
cently ennobled  for  his  memorable  defense 
of  Gibraltar  against  the  fleets  and  armies 
of  France  and  Spain.  The  long  proces- 
sion was  closed  by  the  Duke  of  Norfolk, 
Earl  Marshal  of  the  realm,  by  the  great 
dignitaries,  and  by  the  brothers  and  the 
sons  of  the  king.  Last  of  all  came  the 
Prince  of  Wales,  conspicuous  by  his  line 
person  and  noble  bearing. . . . 

“The  sergeants  made  proclamation. 
Hastings  advanced  to  the  bar,  and  bent 
his  knee.  The  culprit  was,  indeed,  not 
unworthy  of  that  great  presence.  He  had 
ruled  an  extensive  and  populous  country, 
had  made  laws  and  treaties,  had  sent  forth 


armies,  had  set  up  and  pulled  down 
princes,  and  in  his  high  place  he  had  so 
borne  himself  that  all  had  feared  him, 
that  most  had  loved  him,  and  that  hatred 
itself  could  deny  him  no  title  to  glory 
except  virtue.  He  looked  like  a great 
man,  and  not  like  a bad  man;  a person 
small  and  emaciated,  yet  deriving  dignity 
from  a carriage  which,  while  it  indicated 
deference  to  the  court,  indicated  also  ha- 
bitual self-possession  and  self-respect;  a 
high  and  intellectual  forehead;  a brow 
pensive,  but  not  gloomy;  a mouth  of  in- 
flexible decision;  a face  pale  and  worn, 
but  serene — such  was  the  aspect  with 
which  the  great  proconsul  presented  him- 
self to  his  judges. 

“His  counsel  accompanied  him, ....  the 
bold  and  strong-minded  Law,  afterward 
Chief  Justice  of  the  King's  Bench;  the 
more  humane  and  eloquent  Dallas,  after- 
ward Chief  Justice  of  the  Common  Pleas; 
and  Plomer,  who,  nearly  twenty  years 
later,  successfully  conducted  in  the  same 
high  court  the  defense  of  Lord  Melville, 
and  subsequently  became  Vice-Chancellor 
and  Master  of  the  Rolls. 

“But  neither  the  culprit  nor  his  advo- 
cates attracted  so  much  notice  as  his  ac- 
cusers. In  the  midst  of  the  blaze  of  red 
drapery,  a space  had  been  fitted  up  with 
green  benches  and  tables  for  the  Com- 
mons. The  managers,  with  Burke  at 
their  head,  appeared  in  full  dress.  . . . 
The  box  iii  which  the  managers  stood 
contained  an  array  of  speakers  such  as 
perhaps  had  not  appeared  together  since 
the  great  age  of  Athenian  eloquence. 
There  were  Fox  and  Sheridan ; . . . . there 
was  Burke;  ....  there,  with  eyes  reverent- 
ly fixed  on  Burke,  appeared  the  finest 
gentleman  of  his  age,  ....  the  ingenious, 
the  chivalrous,  the  high-souled  Wind- 
ham .... 

“On  the  third  day  Burke  rose.  Four 
sittings  were  occupied  by  his  opening 
speech  ....  The  energy  and  pathos  of  the 
great  orator  extorted  expressions  of  un- 
wonted admiration  from  the  stern  and 
hostile  Chancellor,  and  for  a moment 
seemed  to  pierce  the  resolute  heart  of  the 
defendant.  The  ladies  in  the  galleries, 
unaccustomed  to  such  displays  of  elo- 
quence, excited  by  the  solemnity  of  the 
occasion,  and  perhaps  not  unwilling  to 
display  their  taste  and  sensibility,  were 
in  a state  of  uncontrollable  emotion. 
Handkerchiefs  were  pulled  out,  smelling- 
bottles  were  handed  round,  hysterical 
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pie’s  money  in  order  to  give  himself  the 
fleeting  glory  of  such  a pageant.  Con- 
trast it,  as  you  may  imagine  it,  for  we 
shall  not  attempt  to  describe  it,  with  the 
coronation  feast  of  Henry  the  First. 
Then  Henry  sat  beside  Edith-Maud,  his 
Saxon  bride;  now  George  the  Fourth  sat 
alone,  his  queen  driven  thrice  that  day 
from  the  Abbey  doors. 

So  Westminster  Hall,  as  a banqueting 
hall,  came  in  with  a king,  and  went  out 
with  a king.  William  the  Second  built  it, 
Richard  the  Second  remodelled  it,  and 
George  the  Fourth  restored  it.  When 
George  the  Fourth,  after  the  biggest  ban- 
quet of  them  all,  proceeded  to  fit  it  up 
anew,  its  glory  both  as  a banqueting  hall 
and  as  a judgment  hall  departed  at  once 
and  together.  Its  long  galleries  were 
taken  down,  the  curtained  inclosures  of 
its  courts  were  removed,  all  the  familiar 
features  which  had  grown  up  in  it  and 
distinguished  it  for  ages  disappeared. 
The  face  of  the  ancient  walls  was  chiselled 
away,  and  the  mason-work  of  Rufus  and 
of  Richard  was  veiled  from  sight  by  a thin 
ashlering  of  stone,  the  windows  were  new 
glazed,  the  cornice,  the  corbels,  the  stat- 
ues, the  niches,  the  sculptures  within  and 
without,  were  all  furbished  anew.  A pave- 
ment of  uniform  square  stones  replaced 
its  aged  floor.  Forty  loads  of  oaken  tim- 
ber, taken  from  some  broken-up  men-of- 
war  at  Portsmouth,  were  worked  into  the 
northern  part  of  its  mighty  roof,  where 
it  had  always  been  incomplete.  Seven 
doors  were  cut  through  its  western  wall, 
as  entrances  into  the  rooms  in  an  adjoin- 
ing building,  erected  from  the  designs  of 
Sir  John  Soane,  1820-1825,  where  now  the 
courts  were  destined  to  sit  until  the  great 
Palace  of  Justice  should  rise  on  the  hill 
midway  between  the  Abbey  and  St.  Paul’s. 
On  the  4^1i  of  December,  1882,  these  new 
“Royal  Courts  of  Justice,”  as  they  are 
officially  called,  were  formally  opened  by 
the  Queen,  and  the  Strand,  instead  of 
Westminster  Palace  Yard,  became  the 
seat  of  English  justice.  The  materials  of 
the  building  erected  by  Soane  were  soon 
after  sold  at  auction,  so  that  by  its  removal 
the  old  Hall  might  assume  its  former  ar- 
chitectural dignity. 

The  great  Hall  of  William  Rufus  is  to- 
day the  noble  vestibule  of  the  Houses  of 
Parliament,  and  as  the  members  of  the 
government  traverse  its  long  extent  be- 


tween a double  row  of  marble  states- 
men,  the  busts  and  statues  of  those  who 
likewise  once  walked  this  way  in  flesh 
and  blood,  they  pass  over  a bridge  whose 
archways  are  the  centuries  which  have 
spanned  the  history  of  their  country. 
The  Palace  confers  dignity  upon  the  Hall, 
and  the  Hall  confers  antiquity  upon  the 
Palace. 

To  Americans  and  to  Englishmen  alike 
it  is  common  ground.  Within  these 
walls  and  beneath  this  roof  the  founda- 
tion stones  of  the  Constitution  of  the 
United  States  as  well  as  the  foundation 
stones  of  the  British  Empire  were  laid. 
It  is  as  much  the  vestibule  of  the  Capitol 
at  Washington  as  of  the  Parliament 
Houses  of  Westminster,  and  the  customs, 
the  traditions,  the  very  language,  of  the 
ancient  courts  which  for  ages  held  their 
sessions  here  are  familiar  and  effectual 
to-day  in  every  tribunal  which  is  known 
to  the  daughter  nation  across  the  sea. 

Westminster  Hall  is  old  England. 
Kings  may  have  founded  it,  but  the  peo- 
ple now  reign  in  it.  It  is  the  area  where 
the  great  events  of  the  kingdom  not  only 
concentrated  their  force,  but  developed 
into  picturesque  scenes.  Unlike  the  Ab- 
bey, it  has  no  tombs ; unlike  the  Tower, 
it  has  no  dungeons ; its  memories,  like  spir- 
its, are  not  visible  in  its  interior  to-day; 
and  yet  if  they  could  all  revive  in  the 
breadth  of  their  association,  if  they  could 
all  speak  from  the  depth  of  their  occasion, 
neither  Tower  nor  Abbey  could  exceed  its 
power  both  to  move  and  to  impress  the 
mind  which  stands  within  its  gates. 


THE  POET’S  FAME. 

As  sonic  slow  spark  leaps  to  a ruddy  beam 
That  burns  and  brightens  in  a constant  fire. 
Whose  brilliant  lights  mount  ever  high  and 
higher, 

Until  against  the  farthest  sky  they  seem 
To  be  reflected  in  a roseate  gleam, 

So  soars  the  song  sung  with  a grand  desire, 
So  burn  the  words  the  poet's  thoughts  inspire. 
And,  lo!  the  world  is  lighted  by  his  theme. 
Sweet  in  his  eager  ear  the  plaudit  rings; 
He  sees  his  fame  a shining  beacon-star, 

The  halo  of  whose  glory  lights  the  earth. 
And  yet  he  is  not  happiest  who  sings. 
Ye  know  not,  for  ye  see  not  from  afar. 

The  heap  of  ashes  on  his  lonely  hearth. 
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AT  the  head  of  the  Bay  of  Fundy,  on 
the  isthmus  that  joins  Nova  Scotia, 
or  the  Acadian  peninsula,  to  the  mainland, 
stands  a hill  which  once  bore  the  name  of 
Beaus^jour.  On  this  hill,  overlooking  on 
one  side  the  great  marsh  of  Missaguash, 
and  on  the  other  the  still  greater  marsh  of 
Tantemar,  there  stood,  in  the  year  1755,  a 
strong  fortified  work,  the  heavy  earthen 
ramparts  of  which  still  remain.  Over  it 
floated  the  white  flag  of  the  Bourbons^ 
Some  two  miles  distant,  across  the  marsh 
of  Missaguash,  was  arising  ground,  crown- 
ed with  the  palisades  and  embankments 
of  another  fort,  above  which  waved  the 
red  cross  of  St.  George.  Fort  Beaus^jour 
and  Fort  Lawrence  were  the  advance- 
guards  of  two  rival  nations,  just  then  on 
the  point  of  deadly  conflict  for  ascendency 
on  this  continent,  each  hotly  denying  the 
claims  of  the  other,  and  each  with  the  1 
sword  half  drawn  to  enforce  its  own. 
Diplomacy  had  failed./  There  was  no  re- 
source but  in  the  last  argument  of  kings.^ 
The  two  crowns  were  nominally  at 
peace,  but  the  British  authorities  of  Nova  j 
Scotia  had  proof  that  the  French  were  j 
preparing  to  attack  Fort  Lawrence,  rouse  \ 
the  Acadian  population  to  revolt,  and 
seize  upon  the  whole  or  a part  of  the  prov-  ! 
ince,  which  had  been  forty  years  under 
the  British  flag.  Shirley,  Governor  of 
Massachusetts,  and  Lawrence,  Governor  | 
of  Nova  Scotia,  with  the  approval  of  the  j 
cabinet  of  London,  had  resolved  to  antici- 
pate  the  blow  by  seizing  upon  Fort  Beau-  I 
s6jour.  It  was  a part  of  the  scheme  of  | 
operation,  audacious  as  it  was  comprehen- 
sive, by  which  the  British  and  colonial 
authorities  resolved  this  year  to  antici- 
pate a declaration  of  war,  and  force  back 
the  French  along  the  whole  line  of  their 
alleged  encroachments.  Braddock  was 
to  attack  Fort  Duquesne  on  the  Ohio, 
Johnson  was  to  attack  Crown  Point  on 
Lake  Champlain,  Shirley  was  to  attack 
Fort  Niagara,  and  Monckton  was  to  at- 
tack Fort  Beausejour. 

Monckton,  a British  officer,  had  a small 
force  of  regular  troops,  but  his  chief  reli- 
ance was  on  two  thousand  New  England 
men,  whom  Shirley  was  to  send  from  Bos- 
ton, under  Colonel  John  Winslow.f  Wins- 
low was  sprung  from  the  early  Governors 
of  Ply  mouth  colony ; but  though  wellborn, 
he  was  indifferently  educated,  which  did 
not  prevent  him  from  bfeing  both  popular 
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and  influential.  He  had  strong  military 
inclinations,  had  led  a company  of  his 
own  raising  at  the  luckless  attack  on  Car- 
thagena,  and  on  Various  other  occasions 
had  left  his  Marshfield  farm  to  serve  his 
country.  The  men  enlisted  readily  at  his 
call.  They  gathered  at  Boston  early  in 
April.  The  muster-rolls  still  preserve 
their  names,  vocations,  birth-places,  and 
abode.  Obadiah,  Nehemiah,  Jedediah, 
Jonathan,  Ebenezer,  Joshua,  and  the  like 
Old  Testament  designations  abound  upon  y 
the  list.  They  are  set  down  as  farmers, 
fishermen,  shop  - keepers,  laborers,  and 
handicraftsmen  of  various  trades,  includ- 
ing wigmakers.  While  the  vessels  that 
were  to  carry  them  lay  at  Long  Wharf, 
the  order  went  forth  on  a Saturday  after- 
noon : “ The  men  will  behave  very  orderly 
on  the  Sabbath  day,  and  either  stay  on 
board  their  transports  or  else  go  to  church, 
and  not  stroll  up  and  flown  the  streets.” 

They  sailed  at  last,  anchored  at  the  head 
of  the  bay,  landed  at  Fort  Lawrence, 
marched  over  the  marsh  to  the  hill  of 
Beaus6jour,  dug  trenches,  mounted  a few 
small  mortare,  and  began  to  bombard  the 
fort.  The  defense  was  of  the  feeblest. 

The  fleur-de-lis  was  lowered,  the  British 
cross  \vag~raised  in  its  stead,  and  the  place 
was  christened  anew,  under  the  name  of 
Fort  Cumberland.  In  it,  along  with  the 
regular  garrison,  were  found  three  hun- 
dred Acadians,  self-styled  neutrals,  fight- 
ing against  the  power  of  whom  most  of 
them  were  legally  the  subjects. 

XNow  was  begun  a dismal  tragedy,  fa- 
mous in  prose  and  verse,  yet  ill  under- 
stood, both  in  its  causes  and  its  events. 

The  removal  of  the  Acadians  was  the  re- 
sult of  influences  that  had  been  at  work 
for  forty  years,  and  which  had  now  mount- 
ed to  a crisis*/  Abbe  Reynal,  who  knew 
nothing  of  this  people  except  from  hear- 
say, has  drawn  an  ideal  picture  of  them, 
which  later  writers  have  copied  and  em- 
bellished, till  Acadia  has  become  Arcadia.  ^ 

The  plain  realities  of  their  condition  and 
fate  are  touching  enough  to  need  no  such 
exaggeration.  They  were  a simple  and 
very  ignorant  peasantry,  industrious  and 
frugal,  till  evil  days  came  to  discourage 
them;  living  aloof  from  the  world,  with 
little  of  that  spirit  of  adventure  which 
marked  their  Canadian  kindred;  having 
few  wants,  and  those  of  the  rudest ; fish- 
ing a little,  and  hunting  in  the  winter, 
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but  chiefly  employed  in  cultivating  the 
meadows  along  the  river  Annapolis,  or 
rich  marshes  reclaimed  by  dikes  from  the 
tides  of  the  Bay  of  Fundy.  The  Britisl^ 
government  left  them  entirely  free  of  tax- 
\ ation.  They  made  clothing  of  flax  or 
wool  of  their  own  raising,  hats  of  similar 
materials,  and  shoes  or  moccasins  of  moose 
or  seal  skin.  They  bred  cattle,  sheep, 
hogs,  and  horses  in  abundance,  and  the 
valley  of  the  Annapolis,  then  as  now,  was 
. known  for  the  profusion  and  excellence 
of  its  apples.  For  drink  they  made  cider 
) ; or  brewed  spruce-beer.  French  officials 
describe  their  dwellings  as  wretched  wood- 
€ en  boxes,  without  ornaments  or  conven- 
^ iences,  and  scarcely  supplied  witli  the  most 
necessary  furniture.  Two  or  more  fami- 
lies often  occupied  the  same  house,  and 
their  way  of  life,  though  simple  and  vir- 
tuous, was  by  no  means  remarkable  for 
cleanliness.  Such  as  it  was,  contentment 
reigned  among  them,  undisturbed  by  what 
modern  America  calls  progress.  Mar- 
riages were  early,  and  population  grew 
apace.  This  humble  society  had  its  dis- 
turbing elements,  for,  like  the  Canadians, 
they  were  a litigious  race,  and  neighbors 
often  quarrelled  about  their  boundaries. 
Nor  were  they  without  a bountiful  share 
of  jealousy,  gossip,  and  backbiting  to  re- 
lieve the  monotony  of  their  lives;  and  ev- 
ery village  had  its  turbulent  spirits,  some- 
times by  fits,  though  rarely  long,  contu- 
macious even  to  the  cure,  the  guide,  coun- 
sellor, and  ruler  of  his  flock.  Enfeebled 
by  hereditary  mental  subjection,  and  too 
long  kept  in  leading-strings  to  walk  alone, 
they  needed  him,  not  for  the  next  world 
only,  but  for  this;  and  their  submission, 
compounded  of  love  and  fear,  was  com- 
monly without  bounds.  He  was  their 
true  government ; to  him  they  gave  a 
frank  and  full  allegiance,  and  dared  not 
disobey  him  if  they  would.  Of  know- 
ledge he  gave  them  nothing,  but  he  taught 
them  to  be  true  to  their  wives,  and  con- 
stant at  confession  and  mass,  to  stand  fast 
for  the  Church  and  King  Louis,  and  to 
resist  heresy  and  King  George;  for,  in  one 
degree  or  another,  the  Acadian  priest  was 
always  the  agent  of  a double-headed  for- 
eign power,  the  Bishop  of  Quebec  allied 
with  the  Governor  of  Canada. 

/ Nova  Scotia,  under  the  name  of  Acadia, 
had  been  ceded  by  France  to  the  British 
crown  in  1713.  By  the  terms  of  the  ces- 
sion, its  inhabitants  were  to  retain  the  free 
exercise  of  the  Roman  Catholic  religion. 


It  was  now  more  than  forty  years  since 
they  had  become  British  subjects,  and  the 
greater  part  of  the  population  had  been 
born  under  the  British  flag.  It  is  the 
testimony  of  the  French  themselves  that 
the  British  rule  had  been  an  exceedingly 
mild  one;  that  the  colonial  authorities, 
recognizing  the  value  of  a frugal  and  in- 
dustrious population,  had  labored  to  rec- 
oncile them  to  a change  of  allegiance 
which,  on  the  whole,  was  to  their  advan- 
tage; that  no  burdens  were  imposed  on 
them ; and  that  they  had  not  been  oppress- 
ed or  molested  in  matters  spiritual  or  tem- 
poral. The  British  on  the  peninsula  were, 
in  fact,  too  few  to  rule  by  force.  Until 
the  settlement  at  Halifax  in  1749  they 
consisted  only  of  a feeble  garrison  at  An- 
napolis, with  three  or  four  others,  yet  fee- 
bler, scattered  here  and  there  over  the 
country;  and  the  Acadian  population  was 
left  substantially  to  the  government  of  its 
own  priests.  This  population  had  its  chief 
centres  in  the  valley  of  the  river  Annap- 
olis, and  at  Grand  Pre,  Cobequid.  Pisiquid. 
and  other  settlements  around  the  Basin  of 
Mines,  which  forms  one  of  the  two  heads 
of  the  Bay  of  Fundy. 

After  the  cession  of  the  country  the 
British  authorities  required  the  Acadians 
to  take  an  oath  of  fidelity  and  obedience 
to  their  new  sovereign.  This,  after  a de- 
lay of  many  years,  they  did  at  last,  with 
an  understanding,  as  they  alleged,  that 
they  should  not  be  forced  to  bear  arms 
against  their  former  countrymen,  the 
French.  When  war  began  again  in  1745, 
many  of  them  broke  their  oath,  and  some- 
times openly,  sometimes  in  the  disguise  of 
Indians,  joined  the  French  in  attacks  on 
British  garrisons,  while  others  acted  as 
spies,  or  aided  the  enemy  with  informa- 
tion and  provisions.  When,  in  1748,  the 
war  ended,  the  French  officials  prophesied 
some  signal  act  of  vengeance  on  the  part 
of  the  British  against  the  offending  Aca- 
dians. On  the  contrary,  thejr  showed 
great  forbearance,  and  only  insisted  that 
all  the  adult  male  population  should  take 
an  oath  of  allegiance,  without  any  reserve 
or  restriction  whatever. 

This  they  would  have  done  if  they  had 
been  let  alone ; but  they  were  not  let  alone. 
Another  war  was  plainly  at  hand,  and 
France  meditated  the  reconquest  of  Aca» 
dia.  To  this  end  the  Acadians  must  be 
kept  French  at  heart,  and  ready,  at  a sig- 
nal given,  to  rise  against  the  English. 
France  had  acknowledged  them  as  British 
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subjects,  but  this  did  not  prevent  the 
agents  of  Louis  XV.  from  seeking  by  in- 
cessant intrigue  to  stir  them  into  bitter 
hostility  against  the  British  government. 
Before  me  are  two  large  volumes  of  pa- 
pers, about  a thousand  pages  in  all,  copied 
from  the  archives  of  the  Colonial  Depart- 
ment at  Paris.  They  relate  to  these  French 
efforts  to  rouse  the  Acadians  to  revolt ; and 
they  consist  of  the  journals,  dispatches, 
reports,  and  letters  of  officers  military, 
civil,  and  ecclesiastical,  from  the  Gov- 
ernor of  Canada  to  a captain  of  bush-ran- 
gers, and  from  the  Bishop  of  Quebec  to 
thejcure  of  Cobequid.  They  show,  by 
the  evidence  of  the  actors  themselves,  the 
scope  and  methods  of  the  machination,  to 
which  the  King  himself  appears,  in  his 
languid  way,  as  an  accessory.  The  priests 
of  Acadia  were  the  chief  agents  employ- 
ed. They  taught  their  parishioners  that 
fidelity  to  King  Louis  was  inseparable 
from  fidelity  to  God,  and  that  to  swear 
allegiance  to  the  British  crown  would  be 
eternal  perdition.  Foremost  among  these 
apostles  of  revolt  was  Le  Loutre,  mission- 
ary to  the  Micrnac  Indians,  and  Vicar- 
General  for  Acadia  under  the  Bishop  of 
Quebec.  His  fanatical  hatred  of  the  Eng- 
lish and  the  natural  violence  of  his  char- 
acter impelled  him  to  extremes  which 
alarmed  his  employers,  and  drew  upon 
him  frequent  exhortations  to  caution.  He 
threatened  the  Acadians  with  excommu- 
nication if  they  obeyed  the  King  of  Eng- 
land. In  connection  with  French  officers 
across  the  line,  he  encouraged  them  to  put 
on  the  disguise  of  Indians  and  join  his 
Micmacs  in  pillaging  and  killing  English 
settlers  on  the  outskirts  of  Halifax  when 
the  two  nations  were  at  peace.  He  drew 
on  one  occasion  from  a French  official 
1800  livres  to  pay  his  Indians  for  English 
scalps.  With  a reckless  disregard  of  the 
welfare  of  the  unhappy  people  under  his 
charge,  he  spared  no  means  to  embroil 
them  with  the  government  under  which, 
but  for  him  and  his  fellow-conspirators, 
they  would  have  lived  in  peace  and  con- 
tentment. An  entire  heartlessness  mark- 
ed the  dealings  of  the  French  authorities 
with  the  Acadians.  They  were  treated  as 
mere  tools  of  policy,  to  be  used,  broken, 
and  flung  away. 

The  loss  of  Acadia  had  been  gall  and 
wormwood  to  France.  That  she  would 
soon  seek  to  recover  it  was  certain;  and 
with  the  temper  which  her  agents  had  in- 
fused into  the  population  there  could  be 


no  doubt  that  at  the  appearance  of  a French  / 
squadron  in  the  Bay  of  Fundy  the  whole 
country  would  rise  in  arms.  With  Fort 
Beausejour  on  the  border  of  the  colony, 
the  danger  was  redoubled;  and  hence  the 
chief  motive  that  had  led  Shirley  and  Law- 
rence to  advise  the  seizure  of  that  strong- 
hold. 

When  Monckton  and  the  Massachusetts 
men  laid  siege  to  it,  Governor  Lawrence 
thought  the  moment  favorable  for  exact- 
ing from  the  Acadians  the  unqualified 
oath  of  allegiance  which  up  to  that  time 
they  had  absolutely  refused.  The  pre- 
sence of  a superior  and  victorious  force  y 
would  help,  he  thought,  to  bring  them  to  . 
reason.  Lawrence  had  not  the  good-na- ' 
ture  and  conciliating  temper  which  had 
marked  his  predecessors  Cornwallis  and 
Hopson.  His  energetic  will  was  not  apt 
to  relent  under  the  softer  sentiments,  and 
the  behavior  of  the  Acadians  was  fast  ex- 
hausting his  patience.  More  than  a year 
before,  the  Lords  of  .Trade  had  instructed 
him  that  they  had  no  right  to  their  lands 
if  they  persisted  in  refusing  the  oath.  ' 
Lawrence  replied,  enlarging  on  their  ob- 
stinacy, treachery,  and  “ingratitude  for 
the  favor,  indulgence,  and  protection  they 
have  at  all  times  so  undeservedly  received 
from  his  Majesty’s  government,”  declar- 
ing at  the  same  time  that  “while  they  re- 
main without  taking  the  oath,  and  have 
incendiary  French  priests  among  them, 
there  are  no  hopes  of  their  amendment,” 
and  that  “ it  would  be  much  better,  if  they 
refuse  the  oath,  that  they  were  away.” 
“We  were  in  hopes,”  again  wrote  the 
Lords  of  Trade,  “that  the  lenity  which 
had  been  shown  to  those  people  by  indul- 
ging them  in  the  free  exercise  of  their  re- 
ligion and  the  quiet  possession  of  their 
lands  would  by  degrees  have  gained  their 
friendship  and  assistance,  and  weaned 
their  affections  from  the  French;  but  we 
are  sorry  to  find  that  this  lenity  has  had 
so  little  effect,  and  that  they  still  hold  the 
same  conduct.”  This  conduct  was  that  of 
an  enemy  in  disguise,  encamped  in  the 
heart  of  the  province,  leagued  with  its  en- 
emies without,  and  so  numerous  as  to  re- 
quire as  security  against  them  a body  of 
troops  stronger  than  the  authorities  had 
at  command;  for  the  Massachusetts  men 
were  enlisted  only  for  the  campaign,  and 
would  go  home  at  the  end  of  it.  The 
presence  of  this  disaffected  population  was 
for  the  French  commanders  a continual 
inducement  to  invasion,  and  Lawrence 
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could  not  cope  at  once  with  attack  from 
without  and  insurrection  from  within. 
Such  are  the  reasons  which  explain  and 

Spalliate  measures  too  harsh  to  be  wholly 
justified. 

^ Still,  the  Acadians  would  have  remained 

'safe  and  unmolested  had  they  but  con- 
sented to  take  the  oath;  and  to  the  last 
Lawrence  and  his  Council  labored,  in  man- 
ifest good  faith,  to  persuade  them  to  do  so. 

.^■Early  in  June,  about  the  time  when  the 
siege  of  Fort  Beausejour  was  begun,  the 
principal  inhabitants  of  Grand  Pr6  and 
other  settlements  about  the  Basin  of  Mines 
brought  a memorial,  signed  with  their 
crosses,  to  Captain  Murray,  the  military 
commandant  in  their  district,  and  desired 
him  to  send  it  to  Governor  Lawrence,  to 
whom  it  was  addressed.  Murray  report- 
ed that  when  they  brought  it  to  him  they 
behaved  with  the  greatest  insolence,  though 
just  before  they  had  been  unusually  sub- 
missive. He  thought  that  this  change  of 
demeanor  was  caused  by  a report  which 
had  lately  got  among  them  of  a French 
fleet  in  the  Bay  of  Fundy;  for  it  had 
been  observed  that  any  rumor  of  an  ap- 
proaching French  force  always  had  a sim- 
ilar effect.  The  deputies  who  brought  the 
memorial  were  sent  with  it  to  Halifax, 
where  they  laid  it  before  the  Governor  and 
Council.  It  declared  that  the  signers  had 
kept  the  qualified  oath  they  had  taken, 
“ in  spite  of  the  solicitations  and  dreadful 
threats  of  another  power,”  and  that  they 
would  continue  to  prove  “an  unshaken 
fidelity  to  his  Majesty,  provided  that  his 
Majesty  shall  allow  us  the  same  liberty 
that  he  has  [hitherto]  granted  us.”  Their 
memorial  then  demanded,  in  terms  highly 
offensive  to  the  Council,  that  the  guns, 
pistols,  and  other  weapons  which  they  had 
lately  been  required  to  give  up  should  be 
returned  to  them.  They  were  told  in  re- 
ply that  they  had  been  protected  for  many 
years  in  the  enjoyment  of  their  lands, 
though  they  had  not  complied  with  the 
terms  on  which  the  lands  were  granted; 
“that  they  had  always  been  treated  by 
the  government  with  the  greatest  lenity 
and  tenderness,  had  enjoyed  more  privi- 
leges than  other  English  subjects,  and 
had  been  indulged  in  the  free  exercise  of 
their  religion;”  all  which  they  acknow- 
ledged to  be  true.  The  Governor  then 
told  them  that  their  conduct  had  been 
tindutiful  and  ungrateful ; “that  they  had 
discovered  a constant  disposition  to  assist 
his  Majesty's  enemies  and  to  distress  his 


subjects;  that  they  had  not  only  furnish- 
ed the  enemy  with  provisions  and  ammu- 
nition, but  had  refused  to  supply  the  [Eng- 
lish] inhabitants  or  government,  and  when 
they  did  supply  them,  have  exacted  three 
times  the  price  for  which  they  were  sold 
at  other  markets.”  The  hope  was  then 
expressed  that  they  would  no  longer  ob-u 
struct  the  settlement  of  the  province  by 
aiding  the  Indians  to  molest  and  kill  Eng- 
lish settlers;  and  they  were  rebuked  for 
saying  in  their  memorial  that  they  would 
be  faithful  to  the  King  only  on  certain 
conditions.  The  Governor  added  that 
they  had  some  secret  reason  for  demand- 
ing their  weapons,  and  flattered  them- 
selves that  French  troops  were  at  hand  to 
support  their  insolence.  In  conclusion, 
they  were  told  that  now  was  a good  oppor- 
tunity to  prove  their  sincerity  by  taking 
the  oath  of  allegiance,  in  the  usual  form, 
before  the  Council.  They  replied  that  they 
had  not  made  up  their  minds  on  that  point, 
and  could  do  nothing  till  they  had  con- 
sulted their  constituents.  Being  remind- 
ed that  the  oath  was  personal  to  them- 
selves, and  that  six  years  had  already 
been  given  them  to  think  about  it,  they 
asked  leave  to  retire  and  confer  together. 
This  was  granted,  and  at  the  end  of  an 
hour  they  came  back  with  the  same  an- 
swer as  before,  whereupon  they  were  al- 
lowed till  ten  o’clock  on  the  next  morning 
for  a final  decision. 

At  the  appointed  time  the  Council 
again  met,  and  the  deputies  were  brought 
in.  They  persisted  stubbornly  in  the 
same  refusal.  “They  wrere  then  in- 
formed,” says  the  record,  “ that  the  Coun- 
cil could  no  longer  look  on  them  as  sub- 
jects to  his  Britannic  Majesty,  but  as  sub- 
jects to  the  King  of  France,  and  as  such 
they  must  hereafter  be  treated;  and  they 
were  ordered  to  withdraw.”  A discussion 
followed  in  the  Council.  It  was  deter- 
mined that  the  Acadians  should  be  order- 
ed to  send  new  deputies  to  Halifax,  who 
should  answer  for  them,  once  for  all, 
whether  they  would  accept  the  oath  or 
not;  that  such  as  refused  it  should  not 
thereafter  be  permitted  to  take  it;  and 
“ that  effectual  measures  ought  to  be  taken 
to  remove  all  such  recusants  out  of  the 
province.” 

The  deputies,  being  then  called  in  and 
told  this  decision,  became  alarmed,  and  of- 
fered to  swear  .allegiance  in  the  terms  re- 
quired. The  answer  was  that  it  was  too 
late;  that  as  they  had  refused  the  oath 
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under  persuasion,  they  could  not  be  trust- 
ed when  they  took  it  under  compulsion. 
It  remained  to  see  whether  the  people  at 
large  would  profit  by  their  example. 

44 1 am  determined,”  wrote  Lawrence  to 
the  Lords  of  Trade,  44  to  bring  the  inhab- 
itants to  a compliance,  or  rid  the  province 
of  such  perfidious  subjects.”  First  in  an- 
swer to  the  summons  of  the  Council,  the 
deputies  from  Annapolis  appeared,  declar- 
ing that  they  had  always  been  faithful  to 
the  British  crown,  but  flatly  refusing  the 
j oath.  They  were  told  that,  far  from  hav- 
Tng  been  faithful  subjects,  they  had  al- 
ways secretly  aided  the  Indians,  and  that 
many  of  them  lxad  been  in  arms  against 
the  English ; that  the  French  were  threat- 
ening the  province ; and  that  its  affairs  had 
reached  a crisis  when  its  inhabitants  must 
either  pledge  themselves  without equivoca- 
/ tion  to  be  true  to  the  British  crown,  or  else 
must  leave  the  country.  They  all  declared 
that  they  would  lose  their  lands  rather 
than  take  the  oath.  The  Council  urged 
them  to  consider  the  matter  seriously, 
warning  them  that  if  they  now  persisted 
in  refusal,  no  farther  choice  would  be  al- 
lowed them,  and  they  were  given  till  ten 
o’clock  on  the  following  Monday  to  make 
their  final  answer. 

When  that  day  came,  another  body  of 
deputies  had  arrived  from  Grand  Pr6  and 
other  settlements  of  the  Basin  of  Mines ; and 
being  called  before  the  Council,  both  they 
and  the  former  deputation  absolutely  re- 
fused to  take  the  oath  of  allegiance.  These 
two  bodies  represented  nine-tenths  of  the 
Acadian  population  within  the  peninsula. 
“Nothing,”  pursues  the  repord  of  the 
Council,  44  now  remained  to  be  considered 
but  what  measures  should  be  taken  to 
send  the  inhabitants  away,  and  where 
they  should  be  sent  to.”  If  they  were 
sent  to  Canada,  Ca]>e  Breton,  or  neighbor- 
ing islands,  they  would  strengthen  the 
enemy,  and  still  threaten  the  province. 
It  was  therefore  resolved  to  distribute 
them  among  the  various  English  colonies, 
and  to  hire  vessels  for  the  purpose  with 
all  dispatch. 

The  oath  the  refusal  of  which  had 
brought  sucn  consequences  was  a simple 
N pledge  of  fidelity  and  allegiance  to  King 
George  II.  and  his  successors.  Many  of 
them  had  already  taken  an  oath  of  fideli- 
ty, though  with  the  omission  of  the  word 
“allegiance,”  and,  as  they  insisted,  with  a 
giving  clause  exempting  them  from  bear- 
ing arms.  The  effect  of  this  was  that  they 


did  not  regard  themselves  as  British  sub- 
jects, and  claimed,  falsely  as  regards  most 
of  them,  the  character  of  neutrals.  It 
was  to  put  an  end  to  this  anomalous  state 
of  things  that  the  oath  without  reserve 
had  been  demanded  of  them.  Their  re- 
jection of  it,  reiterated  in  full  view  of  the 
consequences,  is  to  be  ascribed  partly  to  a 
fixed  belief  that  the  English  would  not 
execute  their  threats,  partly  to  ties  of  race 
and  kin,  but  mainly  to  superstition.  They 
feared  to  take  part  with  heretics  against 
the  King  of  France,  whose  cause,  as  al- 
ready stated,  they  had  been  taught  to  re- 
gard as  one  with  the  cause  of  God.  They 
were  constrained  by  the  dread  of  petition. 
44  If  the  Acadians  are  miserable,  remember 
that  the  priests  are  the  cause  of  it,”  writes 
the  French  officer  Boish6bert  to  the  mis- 
sionary Manach. 

The  Council  having  come  to  a decision, 
Lawrence  acquainted  Monckton  with  the 
result,  and  ordered  him  to  seize  all  the 
adult  males  in  the  neighborhood  of  Beau- 
s6jour,  and  this  he  promptly  did.  It  re- 
mains to  observe  how  the  rest  of  the  sen- 
tence was  carried  into  effect. 

Instructions  were  sent  to  Winslow  to 
secure  the  inhabitants  on  or  near  the  Basin 
of  Mines  and  place  them  on  board  trans- 
ports, which,  he  was  told,  would  soon  ar- 
rive from  Boston.  His  orders  were  strin- 
gent: “If  you  find  that  fair  means  will 
not  do  with  them,  you  must  proceed  by 
the  most  rigorous  measures  possible,  not 
only  in  compelling  them  to  embark,  but 
in  depriving  those  who  shall  escape  of  all 
means  of  shelter  or  support,  by  burning 
their  houses  and  by  destroying  everything 
that  may  afford  them  the  means  of  sub- 
sistence in  the  country.”  Similar  orders 
were  given  to  Major  Hand  field,  the  regu- 
lar officer  in  command  at  Annapolis. 

On  the  14th  of  August  Winslow  set  out 
from  his  camp  at  Fort  Beausejour,  or  Cum- 
berland, on  his  memorable  errand.  He 
had  with  him  but  two  hundred  and  nine- 
ty-seven men.  His  mood  of  mind  was  not 
serene.  He  was  chafed  because  the  reg- 
ulars had  charged  his  men  with  stealing 
sheep,  and  he  was  doubly  vexed  by  an 
untoward  incident  that  happened  on  the 
morniug  of  his  departure. 

Thus  ruffled  in  spirit,  he  embarked  with 
hislhen,  and  sailed  down  Chignecto  Chan- 
nel to  the  Bay  of  Fundy.  Here,  while 
they  waited  the  turn  of  the  tide  to  enter 
the  Basin  of  Mines,  the  shores  of  Cumber- 
land lay  before  them,  dim  in  the  hot  and 
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hazy  air,  and  the  promontory  of  Cape  Split, 

* like  some  misshapen  monster  of  prime- 
val chaos,  stretched  its  portentous  length 
along  the  glimmering  sea,  with  head  of 
yawning  rock  and  ridgy  back,  bristled 
with  forests.  Borne  on  the  rushing  flood, 
they  soon  drifted  through  the  inlet,  glid- 
ed under  the  rival  promontory  of  Cape 
Blomedon,  passed  the  red  sandstone  cliffs 
of  Lyon’s  Cove,  and  descried  the  mouths 
of  the  rivers  Canard  and  Des  Habitants, 
where  fertile  marshes,  diked  against  the 
tide,  sustained  a numerous  and  thriving 
population.  Before  them  spread  the  bound- 
less meadows  of  Grand  Pr6,  waving  with 
harvests  or  alive  with  grazing  cattle.  The 
green  slopes  behind  were  dotted  with  the 
simple  dwellings  of  the  Acadian  farmers, 
and  the  spire  of  the  village  church  rose 
against  a background  of  woody  hills.  It 
was  a peaceful,  rural  scene,  soon  to  be- 
come one  of  the  most  wretched  spots  on 
earth.  Winslow  did  not  land  for  the  pre- 
sent, but  held  his  course  to  the  estuary  of 
the  river  Pisiquid,  since  called  the  Avon. 
Here,  where  the  town  of  Windsor  now 
stands,  there  was  a stockade  called  Fort 
Edward,  where  a garrison  of  regulars  un- 
der Captain  Alexander  Murray  kept  watch 
over  the  surrounding  settlements.  The 
New  England  men  pitched  their  tents  on 
shore,  while  the  sloops  that  had  brought 

j them  slept  on  the  soft  bed  of  tawny  mud 

* left  by  the  fallen  tide. 

Winslow  found  a warm  reception,  for 
Murray  and  his  officers  had  been  reduced 
too  long  to  their  own  society  not  to  wel- 
come the  coming  of  strangers.  The  two 
commanders  conferred  together.  Both 
had  been  ordered  by  Lawrence  to  “clear 
the  whole  country  of  such  bad  subjects,” 
and  the  methods  of  doing  so  had  been  out- 
lined for  their  guidance.  Having  come 
to  some  understanding  with  his  brother 
officer  concerning  the  duties  imposed  on 
both,  and  begun  an  acquaintance  which 

• ; soon  grew  cordial  on  both  sides,  Winslow 

embarked  again,  and  retraced  his  course 
to  Grand  Pre,  the  station  which  the  Gov- 
ernor had  assigned  him.  “Am  pleased,” 
he  wrote  to  Lawrence,  “with  the  place 
proposed  by  your  Excellency  for  our  re- 
ception [the  village  church].  I have 
sent  for  the  elders  to  remove  all  sacred 
things  to  prevent  their  being  defiled  by 
heretics.”  The  church  was  used  as  a 
store  house  and  place  of  arms;  the  men 
pitched  their  tents  between  it  and  the 
grave  yard,  while  Winslow  took  up  his 


quarters  in  the  house  of  the  priest.  They 
agreed  that  Winslow  should  summon  all 
the  male  inhabitants  about  Grand  Pr6  to 
meet  him  at  the  church  and  hear  the 
King’s  orders,  and  that  Murray  should  do 
theysarne  for  those  around  Fort  Edward. 
Winslow  then  called  in  his  three  captains, 
Adams,  Hobbs,  and  Osgood,  made  them 
swear  secrecy,  and  laid  before  them  his 
instructions  and  plans,  which  latter  they 
approved.  Murray  then  returned  to  his 
post,  and  on  the  next  day  sent  Winslow  a 
note  containing  the  following:  “I  think 
the  sooner  we  strike  the  stroke  the  better; 
therefore  will  be  glad  to  see  you  here  as 
soon  as  conveniently  you  can.  I shall 
have  the  orders  for  assembling  ready 
wrote  for  your  approbation,  only  the  day 
blank,  and  am  hopeful  everything  will 
succeed  according  to  our  wishes.  The 
gentlemen  join  me  in  our  best  compli- 
ments to  you  and  the  doctor.” 

On  the  next  day,  Sunday,  Winslow  and 
the  doctor,  whose  name  was  Whitworth, 
made  the  tour  of  the  neighborhood,  with 
an  escort  of  fifty  men,  and  found  a great 
quantity  of  wheat  still  on  the  fields.  On 
Tuesday,  Winslow  “set  out  in  a whale- 
boat with  Dr.  Whitworth  and  Adjutant 
Kennedy  to  consult  with  Captain  Mur: 
ray  in  this  critical  conjuncture.”  They\ 
agreed  that  three  in  the  afternoon  of  Fri- 
day should  be  the  time  of  assembling; 
then,  between  them,  they  drew  up  a sum- 
mons to  the  inhabitants,  and  got  one 
Beauchamp,  a merchant,  to  “put  it  into 
French.”  It  ran  as  follows: 

“By  John  Winslow,  Esq.,  Lieutenant-Col- 
onel and  Commander  of  his  Majesty’s  troops 
at  Grand  Pr6,  Mines,  River  Canard,  and  places 
adjacent, 

“To  the  inhabitants  of  the  districts  above 
named,  as  well  ancients  as  yooug  men  and 
lads: 

“ Whereas  his  Excellency  the  Governor  has 
instructed  us  of  his  last  resolution  respecting 
the  matters  proposed  lately  to  the  inhabit- 
ants, and  has  ordered  us  to  communicate  the 
same  to  the  inhabitants  in  general  in  person, 
his  Excellency  being  desirous  that  each  of 
them  should  be  fully  satisfied  of  his  Majesty’s 
intentions,  which  he  has  also  ordered  us  to 
com  muni  cate  to  you,  such  as  they  have  been 
given  him; 

“We  therefore  order  and  strictly  epjoiu  by 
these  x>resents  to  all  the  inhabitants  os  well 
of  the  above-named  districts  as  of  all  tho  oth- 
er districts,  both  old  men  and  young  men,  as 
well  os  all  the  lads  of  ten  years  of  age,  to  at- 
tend at  the  church  in  Graud  Pr6  on  Friday, 
the  5th  instant,  at  three  of  tho  clook  in  the 
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afternoon,  that  we  may  impart  what  we  are 
ordered  to  communicate  to  them.  Declaring 
that  no  excuse  will  be  admitted  on  any  pre- 
tense whatsoever,  on  pain  of  forfeiting  goods 
And  chattels  in  default. 

“ Given  at  Grand  Pr6  the  2d  of  September, 
in  the  twenty- ninth  year  of  his  Majesty’s 
reign,  a.d.  1755.” 

A similar  summons  was  drawn  up  in 
the-name  of  Hurray  for  the  inhabitants 
of  the  district  of  Fort  Edward. 

Captain  Adams  made  a reconnaissance 
of  the  rivers  Canard  and  Des  Habitants, 
and  reported  “a  fine  country,  and  full  of 
inhabitants,  a beautiful  church,  and  abun- 
dance of  the  goods  of  the  world.”  An- 
other reconnaissance  by  Captains  Hobbs 
and  Osgood  among  the  settlements  be- 
hind Grand  Pre  brought  reports  equal- 
ly favorable.  On  the  4th  another  letter 
•came  from  Murray : ‘ ‘ All  the  people  quiet, 
and  very  busy  at  their  harvest ; if  this 
day  keeps  fair,  all  will  be  in  here  in  their 
bams.  I hope  to-morrow  will  crown  all 
our  wishes.”  The  Acadians,  like  the  bees, 
were  to  gather  a harvest  for  others  to  en- 
joy. The  summons  was  sent  out  that  aft- 
ernoon. Powder  and  ball  were  served  to 
the  men,  and  all  were  ordered  to  keep 
within  the  lines. 

On  the  next  day  the  inhabitants  appear- 
ed at  the  hour  appointed,  to  the  number 
of  four  hundred  and  eighteen  men.  Wins- 
low ordered  a table  to  be  set  in  the  middle 
of  the  church,  and  placed  on  it  his  in- 
structions and  the  address  he  had  pre- 
pared. Here  he  took  his  stand,  in  his 
laced  uniform,  with  one  or  two  subalterns 
from  the  regulars  at  Fort  Edward,  and 
such  of  the  Massachusetts  officers  as  were 
not  on  guard  duty — strong,  sinewy  fig- 
ures, bearing,  no  doubt,  more  or  less  dis- 
tinctly, the  peculiar  stamp  with  which 
toil,  trade,  and  Puritanism  had  imprinted 
the  features  of  New  England.  Their  com- 
mander was  not  of  the  prevailing  type. 
He  was  fifty-three  years  of  age,  with  dou- 
ble chin,  smooth  forehead,  arched  eye- 
brows, close  powdered  wig,  and  round 
rubicund  face,  from  which  the  weight  of 
anT~odious  duty  had  probably  banished 
the  smirk  of  self-satisfaction  that  dwelt 
there  at  other  times.  Nevertheless,  he 
had  manly  and  estimable  qualities.  The 
congregation  of  peasants,  clad  in  rough 
homespun,  turned  their  sunburned  faces 
upon  him,  anxious  and  intent,  and  Wins- 
low “delivered  them  by  interpreters  the 
King’s  orders  in  the  following  words,” 


which,  retouched  in  orthography  and  syn- 
tax, ran  thus  : 

“Gentlemen,  I have  received  from  his 
Excellency  Governor  Lawrence  the  King’s 
instructions,  which  I have  in  my  hand. 
By  his  orders  you  are  called  together  to 
hear  his  Majesty’s  final  resolution  con- 
cerning the  French  inhabitants  of  this  his 
province  of  Nova  Scotia,  who  for  almost 
half  a century  have  had  more  indulgence 
granted  them  than  any  of  his  subjects  in 
any  part  of  his  dominions.  What  use  you 
have  made  of  it  you  yourselves  best  know. 

“The  duty  I am  now  upon,  though 
necessary,  is  very  disagreeable  to  my 
natural  make  and  temper,  as  I know  it 
must  be  grievous  to  you,  who  are  of  the 
same  species.  But  it  is  not  my  business 
to  animadvert  on  the  orders  I have  re- 
ceived, but  to  obey  -thenar  and  therefore, 
without  hesitation,  I shall  deliver  to  you 
liis  Majesty’s  instructions  and  commands, 
which  are  that  your  lands  and  tenements 
and  cattle  and  live  stock  of  all  kinds  are 
forfeited  to  the  crown,  with  all  your  other 
effects,  except  money  and  household 
goods,  and  that  you  yourselves  are  to  be 
removed  from  this  his  province. 

“ The  peremptory  orders  of  his  Majesty 
are  that  all  the  French  inhabitants  of  these 
districts  be  removed,  and  through  his  Maj- 
esty’s goodness  I am  directed  to  allow  you 
the  liberty  of  carrying  with  you  your  mon- 
ey and  as  many  of  your  household  goods 
as  you  can  take  without  overloading  the 
vessels  you  go  in.  I shall  do  everything 
in  my  power  that  all  these  goods  be  se- 
cured to  you,  and  that  you  be  not  molest- 
ed in  carrying  them  away,  and  also  that 
whole  families  shall  go  in  the  same  ves- 
sel, so  that  this  removal,  which  I am  sen- 
sible must  give  you  a great  deal  of  trou- 
ble, may  be  made  as  easy  as  his  Majesty’s 
service  will  admit,  and  hope  that  in  what- 
ever part  of  the  world  your  lot  may  fall 
you  may  be  faithful  subjects  and  a peace- 
able and  happy  people. 

“I  must  also  inform  you  that  it  is  his 
Majesty’s  pleasure  that  you  remain  in  se- 
curity under  the  inspection  and  direction 
of  the  troops  that  I have  the  honor  to 
command.” 

He  then  declared  them  prisoners  of  the 
King.  “They  were  greatly  struck,”  he 
says,  “at  this  determination,  though  I be- 
lieve they  did  not  imagine  that  they  were 
actually  to  be  removed.”  After  deliver- 
ing the  address  he  returned  to  his  quar- 
ters at  the  priest’s  house,  whither  he  was 
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followed  by  some  of  the  elder  prisoners, 
who  begged  leave  to  tell  their  families 
what  had  happened,  “since  they  were 
fearful  that  the  surprise  of  their  detention 
would  quite  overcome  them.”  Winslow 
consulted  with  his  officers,  and  it  was  ar- 
ranged that  the  Acadians  should  choose 
twenty  of  their  number  each  day  to  re- 
visit their  homes,  the  rest  being  held  an- 
swerable for  their  return. 

A letter,  dated  some  days  before,  now 
came  from  Major  Handheld  at  Annapolis, 
saying  that  he  had  tried  to  secure  the  men 
of  that  neighborhood,  but  that  many  of 
them  had  escaped  to  the  woods.  Murray’s 
report  from  Fort  Edward  came  soon  after, 
and  was  more  favorable:  “I  have  suc- 
ceeded finely,  and  have  got  a hundred 
and  eighty-three  into  my  possession.”  To 
which  Winslow  replies,  “ I have  the  favor 
of  yours  of  this  day,  and  rejoice  at  your 
success,  and  also  for  the  smiles  that  have 
attended  the  party  here.”  But  he  adds, 
mournfully,  “ Things  are  now  very  heavy 
on  my  heart  and  hands.”  The  prisoners 
were  lodged  in  the  church,  and  notice  was 
sent  to  their  families  to  bring  them  food. 
“Thus,”  says  the  diary  of  the  commander, 
“ended  the  memorable  5th  of  September 
— a day  of  great  fatigue  and  trouble.” 

There  was  one  quarter  where  fortune 
did  not  always  smile.  Major  Jedediah 
Preble,  of  Winslow’s  battalion,  wrote  to 
him  that  Major  Frye  had  just  returned 
from  Chipody,  whither  he  had  gone  with 
a party  of  men  to  destroy  the  settlements, 
and  bring  off  the  women  and  children. 
After  b.urning  two  hundred  and  fifty-three 
buildings  he  had  embarked,  leaving  fifty 
men  on  shore  at  a place  called  Petticodiac 
to  give  a finishing  stroke  to  the  work  by 
burning  the  “mass-house,”  or  church. 
While  thus  engaged  they  were  set  upon 
by  three  hundred  Indians  and  Acadians, 
led  by  the  partisan  officer  Boish6bert. 
More  than  half  their  number  were  killed, 
wounded,  or  taken.  The  rest  ensconced 
themselves  behind  the  neighboring  dikes, 
and  Frye,  hastily  landing  with  the  rest  of 
his  men,  engaged  the  assailants  for  three 
hours,  but  was  forced  at  last  to  re-embark. 
Captain  Speakman,  who  took  part  in  the 
affair,  also  sent  Winslow  an  account  of 
it,  and  added,  “The  people  here  are  much 
concerned  for  fear  your  party  should  meet 
with  the  same  fate  (being  in  the  heart  of 
a numerous  devilish  crew),  which  I pray 
God  avert.” 

Winslow  had,  indeed,  some  cause  for 


anxiety.  He  had  captured  more  Aca- 
dians since  the  5th,  and  had  now  in 
charge  nearly  five  hundred  able-bodied 
men,  with  scarcely  three  hundred  to 
guard  them.  As  they  were  allowed  daily 
exercise  in  the  open  air,  they  might,  by  a 
sudden  rush,  get  possession  of  arms,  and 
make  serious  trouble.  On  the  Wednes- 
day after  the  scene  in  the  church,  some 
unusual  movements  were  observed  among 
them,  and  Winslow  and  his  officers  be- 
came convinced  that  they  could  not  safe- 
ly be  kept  in  one  body.  Five  vessels, 
lately  arrived  from  Boston,  were  lying 
within  the  mouth  of  the  neighboring  riv- 
er. It  was  resolved  to  place  fifty  of  the 
prisoners  on  board  each  of  these  and  keep* 
them.^an.chored  in -the  Basing  The  sol- 
diers were  all  ordered  under  arms,  and  v 
posted  on  an  open  space  beside  the  church 
and  behind  the  priest’s  house.  The  pris- 
oners were  then  drawn  up  before  them, 
ranked  six  deep,  the  young  unmarried 
men,  as  the  most  dangerous,  being  told 
off  and  placed  on  the  left,  to  the  number 
of  a hundred  and  forty-one.  Captain 
Adams,  with  eighty  men,  was  then  order- 
ed to  guard  them  to  the  vessels.  Though 
the  object  of  the  movement  had  been  ex- 
plained to  them,  they  were  possessed  with 
the  idea  that  they  were  to  be  torn  from 
their  families  and  sent  away  at  once ; and 
they  all  in  great  excitement  refused  to  go. 
Winslow  told  them  that  there  must  be  no- 
parley or  delay ; and  as  they  still  refused, 
a squad  of  soldiers  advanced  toward  them 
with  fixed  bayonets,  while  he  himself, 
laying  hold  of  the  foremost  young  man, 
commanded  him  to  move  forward.  “ He 
obeyed,  and  the  rest  followed,  though, 
slowly,  and  went  off  praying,  singing, 
and  crying,  being  met  by  the  women  and 
children  all  the  way  (which  is  a mile  and  X 
a half)  with  great  lamentation,  upon  their 
knees,  praying.”  When  the  escort  re- 
turned, about  a hundred  of  the  married 
men  were  ordered  to  follow  the  first 
party,  and,  “ the  ice  being  broken,”  they 
readily  complied.  The  vessels  were  an- 
chored at  a little  distance  from  shore,  and 
six  soldiers  were  placed  on  board  each  of 
them  as  a guard.  The  prisoners  were  of- 
fered the  King’s  rations,  but  preferred 
to  be  supplied  by  their  families,  who,  it 
was  arranged,  should  go  in  boats  to  visit 
them  every  day;  “and  thus,”  says  Wins- 
low, “ended  this  troublesome  job.”  He 
was  not  given  to  effusions  of  feeling,  but  ■ 
lie  wrote  to  Major  fiabdfield:  “This  af- 
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fair  is  more  grievous  to  me  than  any  serv- 
ice I was  ever  employed  in.”* 

Murray  sent  him  a note  of  congratula- 
tion. 4 4 1 am  extremely  pleased  that  things 
are  so  clever  at  Grand  Pr6,  and  that  the 
poor  devils  are  so  resigned.  , Here  they 
are  more  patient  than  I could  have  ex- 
pected for  people  in  their  circumstances, 
and  what  surprises  me  still  more  is  the  in- 
difference of  the  women,  who  really  are, 
or  seem,  quite  unconcerned.  I long  much 
to  see  the  poor  wretches  embarked,  and 
our  affair  a little  settled,  and  then  I will 
do  myself  the  pleasure  of  meeting  you  and 
drinking  their  good  voyage.” 

This  agreeable  consummation  was  still 
distant.  There  was  a long  and  painful  de- 
lay. The  provisions  for  the  vessels  which 
were  to  carry  the  prisoners  did  not  come, 
nor  did  the  vessels  themselves,  excepting 
the  five  already  at  Grand  Pre.  In  vain 
Winslow  wrote  urgent  letters  to  George 
Saul,  the  commissary,  to  bring  the  sup- 
plies at  once.  Murray  at  Fort  Edward, 
though  with  less  feeling  than  his  brother 
officer,  was  quite  as  impatient  of  the  bur- 
den of  suffering  humanity  on  his  hands. 

4 4 1 am  amazed  what  can  keep  the  trans- 
ports and  Saul.  Surely  our  friend  at  Chig- 
necto  is  willing  to  give  us  as  much  of  our 
neighbors’  company  as  he  well  can. ” Saul 
came  at  last  with  a ship-load  of  provisions, 
but  the  lagging  transports  did  not  appear. 
Winslow  grew  heart-sick  at  the  daily  sight 
of  miseries  which  he  himself  had  occasion- 
ed, and  wrote  to  a friend  at  Halifax:  “I 
know  they  deserve  all  and  more  than  they 
feel,  yet  it  hurts  me  to  hear  their  weeping 
and  wailing  and  gnashing  of  teeth.  I am 
in  hopes  our  affairs  will  soon  put  on  an- 
other face,  and  we  get  transports,  and  I 
rid  of  the  worst  piece  of  service  that  ever 
I was  in.” 

After  weeks  of  delay  seven  transports 
came  from  Annapolis,  and  Winslow  sent 
three  of  them  to  Murray,  who  joyfully  re- 
sponded: “Thank  God,  the  transports  are 
come  at  last.  So  soon  as  I have  shipped 
off  my  rascals  I will  come  down  and  set- 
tle matters  with  you,  and  enjoy  ourselves 
a little.” 


♦ Haliburton,  the  source  from  which  writers  on 
the  removal  of  the  Acadians  have  drawn  most  of 
their  information,  but  who  knew  Winslow’s  journal 
only  by  imperfect  extracts,  erroneously  states  that 
the  men  put  on  board  the  vessels  were  sent  away 
immediately.  They  remained  at  Grand  Pr6  several 
weeks,  and  were  then  sent  off  at  intervals  with  their 
families. 


$ 

Winslow  prepared  for  the  embarkation. 
The  Acadian  prisoners  and  their  families 
were  divided  into  groups  answering  ta 
their  several  villages,  in  order  that  those 
of  the  same  village  might,  as  far  as  possi- 
ble, go  in  the  same  vessel.  It  was  also 
provided  that  the  members  of  each  family 
should  remain  together,  and  notice  was 
given  them  to  hold  themselves  in  readi- 
ness. “But  even  now,  ” he  writes, 4 4 1 could 
not  persuade  the  people  I was  in  earnest.” 
Their  doubts  were  soon  ended.  The  first 
embarkation  took  place  on  the  8th  of  Oc- 
tober, under  which  date  the  diary  con- 
tains this  entry:  4 4 Began  to  embark  the 
inhabitants,  who  went  off  very  solentarily 
[sic]  and  unwillingly,  the  women  in  great 
distress,  carrying  off  their  children  in  their 
arms;  others  carrying  their  decrepit  par- 
ents in  their  carts,  with  all  their  goods; 
moving  in  great  confusion,  and  appeared 
a scene  of  woe  and  distress.” 

Though  a large  number  embarked  on 
this  occasion,  still  more  remained;  and 
as  the  transports  slowly  arrived,  the  dis- 
mal scene  was  repeated  at  intervals,  with 
more  order  than  at  first,  as  the  Acadians 
had  learned  to  accept  their  fate  as  a cer- 
tainty. So  far  as  Winslow  was  concern- 
ed, their  treatment  seems  to  have  been  as 
humane  as  was  possible  under  the  circum- 
stances; but  they  complained  of  the  men, 
who  disliked  and  annoyed  them.  One  sol- 
dier received  thirty  lashes  for  stealing 
fowls  from  them;  and  an  order  was  is- 
sued forbidding  soldiers  or  sailors,  on  pain 
of  summary  punishment,  to  leave  their 
quarters  without  permission,  44  that  an  end 
may  be  put  to  distressing  this  distressed 
people.”  Two  of  the  prisoners,  however, 
while  trying  to  escape,  were  shot  by  a re- 
connoitring party. 

At  the  beginning  of  November,  Wins- 
low reported  that  he  had  sent  off  fifteen 
hundred  and  ten  prisoners  in  nine  vessels, 
and  that  more  than  six  hundred  still  re- 
mained in  his  district.  The  last  of  these 
were  not  embarked  till  late  in  December. 
Murray  finished  his  part  of  the  work  at 
the  end  of  October,  having  sent  from  the 
district  of  Fort  Edward  eleven  hundred 
persons  in  four  frightfully  crowded  trans- 
ports. At  the  close  of  that  month  sixteen 
hundred  and  sixty-four  had  been  sent  from 
the  district  of  Annapolis,  where  many  oth- 
ers escaped  to  the  woods.  A detachment 
which  was  ordered  to  seize  the  inhabitants 
of  the  district'  of  Cobequid  failed  entirely, 
finding  the  settlements  abandoned.  In 
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the  country  about  Fort  Cumberland, 
Monckton,  who  directed  the  operation  in 
person,  had  very  indifferent  success,  catch- 
ing in  all  but  little  more  than  a thousand. 
Le  Guerne,  missionary  priest  in  this  neigh- 
borhood, gives  a characteristic  and  affect- 
ing incident  of  the  embarkation.  “Many 
unhappy  women,  carried  away  by  excess- 
ive attachment  to  their  husbands,  whom 
they  had  been  allowed  to  see  too  often, 
and  closing  their  ears  to  the  voice  of  re- 
ligion and  their  missionary,  threw  them- 
selves blindly  and  despairingly  into  the 
English  vessels;  and  now  was  seen  the 
saddest  of  spectacles,  for  some  of  these 
women,  solely  from  a religious  motive, 
refused  to  take  with  them  their  grown-up 
sons  and  daughters.”  They  would  expose 
their  own  souls  to  perdition  among  here- 
tics, but  not  those  of  their  children. 

When  all,  or  nearly  all,  had  been  sent  off 
from  the  various  points  of  departure,  such 
of  the  houses  and  barns  as  remained  stand- 
ing were  burned,  in  obedience  to  the  orders 
of  Lawrence,  that  those  who  had  escaped 
might  be  forced  to  come  in  and  surrender 
themselves.  The  whole  number  removed 
from  the  province,  men,  women,  and  chil- 
dren, was  a little  above  six  thousand. 
Many  remained  behind;  and  while  some 
of  these  withdrew  to  Canada,  Isle  St.  Jean, 
and  other  retreats,  the  rest  lurked  in  the 
woods  or  returned  to  their  old  haunts, 
whence  they  waged  for  several  years  a 
guerrilla  warfare  against  the  English. 
Yet  their  strength  was  broken,  and  they 
were  no  longer  a danger  to  the  province. 

Of  their  exiled  countrymen,  one  party 
overpowered  the  crew  of  the  vessel  that 
carried  them,  ran  her  ashore  at  the  mouth 
of  the  St.  John,  and  escaped.  The  rest 
were  distributed  among  the  colonies,  from 
Massachusetts  to  Georgia,  the  master  of 
each  transport  having  been  provided  with 
a letter  from  Lawrence  addressed  to  the 
Governor  of  the  province  to  which  he  was 
1 bound,  and  desiring  him  to  receive  the 
",  unwelcome  strangers.  The  provincials 
were  vexed  at  the  burden  imposed  upon 
them,  and  though  the  Acadians  were  not 
in  general  ill-treated,  their  lot  was  a hard 
one.  Still  more  so  was  that  of  those 
among  them  who  escaped  to  Canada. 
The  chronicle  of  the  Ursulincs  of  Quebec, 
speaking  of  these  last,  says  that  their  mis- 
ery was  indescribable,  and  attributes  it 
to  the  poverty  of  the  colony.  But  there 
were  other  causes.  The  exiles  found  less 


pity  from  kindred  and  fellow-Catholics 
than  from  the  heretics  of  the  English  colo- 
nies. Some  of  them,  who  had  made  their 
way  to  Canada  from  Boston, “whither  they 
had  been  transported,  sent  word  to  a gen- 
tleman of  that  place,  who  had  befriended 
them,  that  they  wished  to  return.  Bou- 
gainville, the  celebrated  navigator,  then 
aide-de-camp  to  Montcalm,  says  concern- 
ing them : 4 4 They  are  dying  by  wholesale. 
Their  past  and  present  misery,  joined  to 
the  rapacity  of  the  Canadians,  who  seek 
only  to  squeeze  out  of  them  all  the  money 
they  can,  and  then  refuse  them  the  help 
so  dearly  bought,  are  the  cause  of  this 
mortality.” 

Many  of  the  exiles  eventually  reached 
Louisiana,  where  their  descendants  now 
form  a numerous  and  distinct  population. 
Some,  after  incredible  hardships,  made 
their  way  back  to  Acadia,  where,  after  the 
peace,  they  remained  unmolested,  and, 
with  those  who  had  escaped  seizure,  be- 
came the  progenitors  of  the  present  Aca- 
dians now  settled  in  various  parts  of  the 
British  maritime  provinces,  notably  at 
Madawaska,  on  the  upper  St.  John,  and 
at  Clare,  in  Nova  Scotia.  Others  were 
sent  from  Virginia  to  England,  and  oth- 
ers again,  after  the  complete  conquest  of 
the  country,  found  refuge  in  France. 

In  one  particular  the  authors  of  the  de- 
portation were  disappointed  in  its  results. 
They  had  hoped  to  substitute  a loyal  pop- 
ulation for  a disaffected  one,  but  they 
failed  for  some  time  to  find  settlers  for  the  } 
vacated  lands.  The  Massachusetts  sol-  - 
diers,  to  whom  they  were  offered,  would 
not  stay  in  the  province,  and  it  was  not 
till  five  years  later  that  families  of  British 
stock  began  to  occupy  the  waste  fields  of 
the  Acadians.  This  goes  far  to  show  that 
a longing  to  become  their  heirs  had  not, 
as  has  been  alleged,  any  considerable  part 
in  the  motives  for  their  removal. 

New  England  hfimanitarianism,  melting 
into  sentimentality  at  a tale  of  woe,  has 
been  unjust  to  its  own.  Whatever  judg- 
ment may  be  passed  on  the  cruel  measure 
of  wholesale  expatriation,  it  was  not  put 
in  execution  till  every  resource  of  patience 
and  persuasion  had  been  tried  and  failed.  # 
The  agents  of  the  French  court,  civil,  mil- 
itary, and  ecclesiastical,  had  made  some 
act  of  force  a necessity.  The  govern- 
ment of  Louis  XV.  began  with  making 
the  Acadians  its  tools,  and  ended  with 
making  them  its  victims. 
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THREE  quiet  ladies  of  the  name  of  Luce 
— Miss  Maria,  Miss  Margaret,  and 
Miss  Martha  Luce.  Perhaps  you  would 
not  have  called  them  precisely  old;  yet 
there  seemed  to  be  no  time  within  the 
Highfields  memory  when  they  had  not 
looked  exactly  as  they  did  now.  But 
then  people  grow  up  with  such  indecent 
haste,  and  people  who  have  grown  up  re- 
main so  long  without  changing  their 
masks,  that  they  become  a sort  of  land- 
mark. If  the  young  people  of  the  place, 
nevertheless,  who  regarded  the  Misses  Luce 
as  immemorial  monoliths  had  been  told 
of  the  superior  contempt  with  which  the 
Misses  Luce,  regarded  them  for  their  inso- 
lence in  growing  up,  and  their  brazen  for- 
wardness in  marrying,  and  wheeling  their 
children  about  the  streets,  they  would  no 
more  have  believed  it  than  if  told  that  the 
old  witch-stone  in  the  edge  of  the  forest, 
on  which  many  an  uncanny  measure  had 
been  trodden,  had  risen  from  its  mossy  bed 
to  testify. 

Ah,  it  was  an  old  witch-stone!  Seat- 
ed upon  this  stone,  under  the  flickering 
green  shade  and  sun — how  many  years 
ago ! — had  the  father  of  the  Misses  Luce  first 
kissed  their  mother.  That  is,  allowing 
that  it  was  not  merely  tradition,  and  that 
old  Squire  Luce,  rest  his  soul ! had  ever  so 
far  forgotten  himself  as  to  condescend  to 
such  lightness.  Here,  with  a sweet  su- 
perstition regarding  it,  had  Miss  Maria  led 
the  reluctant  steps  of  a swain  who  once 
went  home  from  singing-school  with  her, 
remembering,  perhaps,  that  history  re- 
peats itself — as  it  might  have  done,  indeed, 
had  not  the  swain,  mistaking  the  cry  of  a 
child  in  the  farm  beyond  the  wood  for 
that  of  the  panther  which  had  been  re- 
ported in  the  neighborhood,  fled  inconti- 
nently, leaving  her  to  her  fate.  She  had 
despised  men  ever  since.  Here,  too,  had 
Miss  Margaret  come  with  some  of  her 
companions  on  an  All-hallow-eve  night 
to  try  a spell,  leaving  them  on  the  skirt 
of  the  wood,  just  within  reach ; and,  sitting 
on  the  stone,  she  had  seen  a stranger  walk- 
ing in  the  broad  moonbeam  and  turning 
upon  her  so  dark  and  splendid  a face  as  he 
passed  that  she  could  not  be  sure  whether 
it  was  her  future  lover  or  the  Evil  One, 
and  had  herself  fled  as  incontinently  as 
her  sister’s  swain  had  done,  and  never 
dared  lift  her  eyes  again  to  the  face  of 
man.  Here,  too.  had  Miss  Martha  hap-  I 


pened,  ignorant  of  the  ventures  of  her  sis- 
ters, to  see  the  youth  who  had  sat  on  the 
edge  of  a parlor  chair  alone  with  her  all 
one  evening,  till  her  father  had  called  out 
that  it  was  time  decent  folks  were  at  home 
— (to  make  Bethiah  Brigham  believe  he 
was  again  visiting  her,  which  he  never 

did,  her  elder  sister,  Maria,  had,  how  many 
a night!  set  a candle  in  the  window  of  the 
empty  parlor) — here  had  she  happened, 
only  to  see  the  unfaithful  wretch  sit  with 
his  arm  about  Bethiah,  and  her  head 
upon  his  shoulder,  the  day  before  their 
banns  were  called  in  meeting.  It  was  not 
much  of  a love  experience,  you  may  say; 
yet  it  was  quite  enough  for  the  fancy  of 
poor  Miss  Maria  and  Miss  Margaret,  and 
they  always  appealed  to  Miss  Martha 
whenever  any  amatory  question  arose,  as 
the  one  having  sutiicient  knowledge  and 
experience  of  the  subject  to  discourse.  It 
was  in  this  view  that  they  pounced  upon 
Marion,  their  niece,  when,  in  one  of  her 
vacations,  she  was  found  upon  this  witch- 
stone  reading  a letter,  which  she  hastily 
tucked  into  her  dress,  and  haled  her  be- 
fore Miss  Martha  and  left  them  alone  to- 
gether, receiving  Miss  Martha’s  subsequent 
dictum,  that  Marion  might  keep  the  letter, 
as  law,  if  not  gospel. 

Marion  was  the  child  of  the  brother 
who,  having  run  away  from  Highfields 
to  live,  had  one  day  come  back  there  to 

die,  and  had  brought  with  him  his  little 
child,  who  had  seemed  to  her  three  aunts 
something  just  out  of  heaven’s  gates.  It 
was  a subject  of  pride  to  them  that  their 
brother  had  married  at  all ; it  was  the 
only  wedding  in  the  family.  To  be  sure, 
they  had  had  nothing  to  do  with  it,  and 
had  never  seen  his  wife ; but  in  some 
mysterious  wTay  it  took  off  the  reproach 
of  their  spinsterhood;  it  made  them  one 
with  the  race,  not  individuals  aside  from 
it;  and  if  one  of  Squire  Luce’s  children 
had  married,  the  rest  were  as  good  as  mar- 
ried, especially  with  this  child  to  bring  up. 
They  brought  her  up  according  to  their 
own  notions,  which  notions  seemed  born 
of  a belief  that  there  were  lions  in  the 
way,  ready  at  every  opportunity  to  devour 
young  girls.  It  was  only  by  the  inter- 
vention of  the  family  physician  that  Mar- 
ion was  allowed  at  last  to  go  to  boarding- 
school,  where  she  afterward  remained  as 
a teacher  of  elocution,  coming  home  only 
in  her  vacations,  or  when,  for  same  rea- 
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son  known  only  to  the  currents  of  the 
blood,  her  heart  yearned  for  some  of  her 
own  kin. 

And  after  Marion  went  away,  their  life 
relapsed  into  its  former  preternatural  still- 
ness. There  was  absolutely  nothing  to 
disturb  it,  nobody  to  come  in,  nothing  to 
expect,  nothing  to  do.  The  week  was 
broken  by  Sunday,  of  course,  and  in  a 
measure  by  Wednesday  evening  prayer- 
meeting, and  there  was  the  Missionary 
Sewing  Society  every  other  week  — all 
agreeable  dissipations,  but  not  absorbing 
ones.  The  town  was  so  thrifty  that  their 
charities  were  not  exhausting;  and  they 
had  few  gossips,  and  were  too  innocent  to 
know  how  to  talk  scandal  well  if  they  had 
had  more.  In  the  vacuity  they  clung  with 
a fatuous  expectation  to  the  mail,  and  the 
possibilities  it  might  bring  to  them  from 
the  great  world  beyond,  in  a way  that  gave 
a flavor  of  romance  to  their  lives.  Every 
morning  one  of  them  stalked  gauntly 
down  to  the  post-office  in  the  corner  of 
the  variety  store,  where  nothing  was  ever 
handed  out  to  them,  with  the  exception  of 
Marion's  weekly  letter  and  the  Puritan 
Messenger.  But  that  never  daunted  them ; 
they  immediately  possessed  themselves  of 
a fund  of  fresh  hope  for  the  morrow,  and 
rising,  found  every  morning  bright  with 
expectation  of  something,  they  knew  not 
what,  arriving  by  the  mail. 

Their  pocket-handkerchiefs,  too,  form- 
ed an  important  element  in  their  lives. 
Bridget,  ail  unaware  of  it,  dwelt  under 
an  unlifting  cloud  of  suspicion  regard- 
ing those  handkerchiefs.  Not  that,  even 
among  themselves,  they  ever  accused  her 
of  the  pure  fact  of  theft,  but  the  circum- 
stance that  their  best  handkerchiefs  did 
not  come  out  of  the  wash  till  week  after 
next  pointed  rather  fixedly  to  such  a prob- 
ability as  that  Bridget  thought  she  own- 
ed the  handkerchiefs,  and  kindly  allowed 
them  to  use  the  articles  once  in  every 
week  or  two.  It  was  of  no  use  to  mark 
them  severely  with  an  L,  for  all  their  last 
names,  of  course,  began  with  L,  and  so, 
sooth  to  say,  did  Bridget’s.  It  was  a queer 
way  to  spell  O'Connell,  but  Bridget  said 
it  was  the  right  way,  and  Bridget  had 
lived  with  them  so  many  years  that  they 
never  thought  of  disputing  her.  Nor  was 
it  of  any  use  to  mark  them  with  an  M, 
for  all  their  first  names  began  with  an  M, 
and  not  only  that,  but  with  M-a-r.  Their 
sole  refuge  was  to  write  out  their  names 
in  fullf  with  their  best  glasses  on,  and 


in  their  finest  script  and  most  indelible 
ink;  the  affair  being  one  of  much  cere- 
mony, with  warm  flat-irons,  and  drying 
in  the  sun,  and  always  attended  by  the 
final  breaking  down  and  retiring  of  Miss 
Martha  to  her  own  room,  indelible  ink 
being  a subject  of  tearful  memory  with 
her,  she  having  been  engaged  with  it  on 
the  day  that  news  arrived  of  Bethiali 
Brigham's  marriage.  And  when  she  de- 
scended again  to  the  lower  regions,  how 
the  cushions  were  shaken  up  in  the  best 
chair  for  her,  and  fresh  coals  were  put  in 
the  foot-stove,  and  a delicious  hot  sanga- 
ree  was  stirred  and  tasted  and  improved 
and  stirred  again,  Miss  Maria  grimly 
thinking  that  no  man  alive  was  worth  it 
all,  yet  joining  Margaret,  who,  in  her 
starved  life,  hailed  this  bit  of  emotion  as 
the  prisoner  did  the  flower  growing  up 
between  the  flags  of  his  cell,  and,  uncon- 
sciously it  may  be,  perfectly  happy  in  hav- 
ing the  thing  to  pity.  For  the  rest,  they 
sometimes  took  their  handkerchiefs  on 
Bridget’s  afternoon  out  and  washed  them 
themselves ; but  as  this  hastier  method 
tended  to  yellow  them,  they  did  not  often 
attempt  it,  and  contented  themselves  with 
hanging  over  the  clothes-horse  on  Tues- 
days, and  quietly  removing  them  as  fast 
as  they  accumulated,  never  quite  satisfied 
that  they  had  them  all.  On  the  whole,, 
the  handkerchiefs  were  a real  godsend. 

Another  godsend  was  their  superstition. 
For  the  good  souls,  who  pinched  them- 
selves to  send  missionaries  to  the  heathen, 
had  a score  or  so  of  small  superstitions 
that  did  not  vary  greatly  from  the  wor- 
ship of  stocks  and  stones.  The  moon  was 
a prolific  source  of  them.  What  would 
the  poor  women  have  thought  if  anybody 
had  told  them  that  their  solicitude  as  to 
seeing  the  new  moon  over  their  left 
shoulders,  and  with  silver  in  their  pock- 
ets, and  not  through  glass,  and  never  fail- 
ing to  wish,  was  a relic  of  the  heathen 
worship  of  the  silver-horned  goddess  As- 
tarte  ? — especially  that  part  of  it  all  which 
obliged  them  to  bow  nine  times,  wishing 
with  each  bow,  on  the  first  glimpse  of  her, 
in  expectation  each  of  a gift  within  the 
month  as  recompense  for  the  act  of  com- 
plaisance. The  old  farmer,  jogging  along 
in  his  pung  one  November  evening,  who 
saw  them  just  setting  out  over  the  snow, 
single  file,  for  missionary  meeting,  with 
Rosy,  the  little  table  girl  carrying  their 
lantern — the  old  farmer  who  saw  them 
all  stop  deliberately  at  the  first  sight  of 
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the  golden  blossom  of  the  new  moon  drop- 
ping down  the  violet  depths  of  the  west, 
and  bow  nine  times  with  solemn  angular- 
ity, little  Rosy  doing  just  as  they  did, 
may  not  have  thought  they  were  hea- 
then, but  he  might  have  thought  that  they 
were  inmates  of  a lunatic  asylum  out  for 
a walk. 

Then,  besides,  if  a dog  bayed  at  night, 
they  looked  for  a death  as  much  as  if  it 
had  been  a banshee;  the  breaking  of  a 
looking-glass,  and  the  shattering  of  the 
image  within  it,  also  foretold  death  to 
them ; nothing  would  induce  them  to  cut 
their  nails  on  Sunday,  lest  they  should  do 
something  they  were  ashamed  of  before 
the  week  was  over ; if  they  put  on  a gar- 
ment wrong  side  out,  they  would  wear  it 
so  all  day,  for  fear  of  turning  their  luck 
if  they  turned  the  garment;  they  threw 
the  salt  over  their  shoulders,  this  way  and 
that,  for  nothing  if  not  in  propitiation  of 
evil  powers,  when  they  spilled  it  at  table; 
in  a sort  of  Oriental  divination  they  al- 
ways turned  their  tea-cups,  too,  after  the 
tea-drinking  which  they  loved  to  prolong 
in  soft  sweet  summer  evenings,  with  hon- 
eysuckle smells  coming  in  the  door,  and 
the  sound  of  distant  bells  from  the  next 
village  below  making  gentle  music;  I do 
not  know  as  to  their  feelings  regarding 
thirteen  at  table,  since  that  was  something 
they  never  had  a chance  to  try.  All  this 
gave  them  a great  deal  to  talk  about,  the 
more  as  they  added  to  it  the  telling  of 
their  dreams  at  breakfast,  although  the 
visions  of  the  night  became  more  ghostly 
and  unreal  than  before  when  recited  on  a 
bright  winter’s  morning,  with  the  crisp 
creak  of  logs  hauled  over  the  snow  by 
steaming  oxen  outside  for  an  accompani- 
ment. Miss  Martha  even  had  a dream- 
book,  but  it  was  felt  among  them  that 
that  was  going  a little  too  far;  it  was  par- 
doned to  her  on  account  of  her  sentimental 
experience;  but  it  was  kept  in  her  own 
room,  and  only  now  and  then  consulted 
by  the  sisters  in  a secret  manner,  when  a 
Welsh  rare-bit  or  a bit  of  cold  apple-pie 
had  wrought  dreams  of  unusual  portent; 
but  such  harmless  shibboleths  as  14  Dream 
of  the  dead  and  you’ll  hear  of  the  living,” 
or  “Fruit  out  of  season  is  trouble  out  of 
reason,”  or  44  Dream  of  a death  and  go  to 
a wedding,”  were  justified  to  them  by  his- 
tory and  habit,  although  Miss  Maria  look- 
ed at  them  askance,  and  occupied  herself 
oftener  in  finding  their  exceptions  than  in 
proving  their  rule. 


The  sisters  had,  however,  some  other 
unfailing  topics  of  conversation.  Miss 
Maria,  years  ago,  when  rumor  of  bacteria 
first  reached  the  vulgar  ear,  had  mounted 
the  germ  theory,  mention  of  which  by 
some  strange  accident  she  had  chanced  to 
pick  up,  but  only  mention,  so  that  she  was 
at  liberty  to  develop  the  theory  after  any 
manner  that  struck  her  fancy.  She  tied 
up  her  mouth  when  sweeping  was  in  prog- 
ress; she  burned  coffee  and  vinegar  and 
sugar  till  the  house  had  an  odor  of  its  own ; 
she  declined  to  kiss  people  except  on  rare 
occasions ; she  would  not  breathe  the  night 
air  without  a respirator,  regardless  of  Miss 
Margaret’s  irritating  insinuation  that  there 
was  no  other  air  to  breathe  at  night;  she 
took  snuff  to  create  a volcanic  escape  for 
any  deleterious  inhalation ; and  one  could 
not  have  a toothache  or  a rheumatism 
without  a rehearsal  of  all  the  possibilities 
of  germs,  till  it  seemed  to  all  of  them,  as 
Bridget  expressed  it,  as  much  as  your  life 
was  worth  to  live.  Miss  Maria  had  fine 
ideals  of  that  millennium  when  all  poison- 
ous germs  were  to  have  been  exterminated, 
and  such  absolute  health  was  to  reign  in 
their  place  that  mankind  were  to  be  prac- 
tically immortal ; but  at  that  point  of  de- 
velopment she  was  rebuked  by  Miss  Mar- 
garet, who  shivered  at  profanity,  the  idea 
tending  to  assert  that  men  themselves  were 
gods.  But  then  Miss  Maria  always  fell 
back  on  her  strong  point  of  the  mosquitoes 
— mosquitoes  that  she  held  to  be  only  con- 
veyers of  malaria,  in  spite  of  her  niece 
Marion’s  declaration  that  there  were  mos- 
quitoes in  swarms  both  at  Higlifields  and 
at  the  North  Pole,  and  not  an  atom  of  ma- 
laria at  either.  She  fell  like  a fury  upon 
the  doomed  marauder  that  dared  to  invade 
her  nettings,  maintaining  it  was  not  the 
sting  of  the  thing  she  minded,  but  the 
germs  of  leprosy  aud  all  diseases  with 
which  that  sting  inoculated  her;  and  it 
was  idle  for  Miss  Martha  to  look  up  with 
her  round  astonished  eyes  and  declare  that 
she  hadn’t  got  the  leprosy:  it  only  gave 
Miss  Maria  a chance  to  talk  all  day  about 
the  theory. 

And  that  would  not  suit  Miss  Margaret 
at  all;  for  Miss  Margaret  did  the  murders 
for  the  family.  Not  that  the  stainless 
woman  committed,  herself,  overt  acts  of 
felony,  nor  that  there  were  so  many  of 
them,  all  told — only  those  which  happened 
to  filter  through  the  careful  columns  of 
the  Messenger , or  which  were  so  redolent 
of  all  the  disagreeable  odors  belonging  to 
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the  murder-committing  class  by  the  time 
they  reached  her  in  poor  Bridget’s  news- 
paper, worn  and  soiled  by  the  touch  of  all 
its  co-subscribers.  There  was  a singular 
outreaching  to  the  world  in  the  way  in 
which  this  simple  and  white-hearted  per- 
son made  herself  familiar  with  crime,  and 
although  she  had  never  hurt  a fly  in  her 
life,  pursued  the  murderers  with  a morbid 
fascination  till  they  ascended  rejoicing 
into  heaven.  The  matter  did  not  interest 
her  sisters,  but  they  listened  with  a vague 
feeling  that  Margaret  was  a woman  of  the 
world,  acquainted  with  human  nature; 
and  it  ended  in  their  turning  over  the 
tramps  to  her  for  treatment  when  any 
paused  at  their  door,  if,  indeed,  the  sight 
of  Bridget’s  face — where  the  most  promi- 
nent feature  presented  an  open  view  of  the 
Thames  Tunnel — had  not  already  fright- 
ened them  away. 

As  for  Miss  Martha,  her  contribution  to 
the  family  conversation  was  the  state  of 
the  tides  and  the  quarters  of  the  moon, 
concerning  which  she  perpetually  con- 
sulted her  almanac.  It  did  not  signify  in 
the  least  that  they  dwelt  a hundred  miles 
• inland;  the  fact  that  down  on  the  coast 
the  great  sea  rose  and  fell,  and  that  the 
mysterious  power  pushed  slowly  up  the 
rivers  twice  a day,  was  the  most  alluring 
fact  in  the  universe  to  her  imagination. 
She  lay  awake  sometimes  in  the  dark, 
thinking  that  now  the  midnight  tide  was 
sounding  its  thunders  along  the  shore; 
and  she  was  always  saying  that  now  the 
moon  was  in  such  a quarter,  or  that  if  it 
rose  so  many  minutes  past  five  this  morn- 
ing, it  must  set  within  so  many  minutes 
past  five  this  afternoon,  and  announcing 
that  it  was  a dry  moon,  or  a wet  moon,  or 
that  writh  this  moon  there  must  be  a course 
of  very  high  tides.  Certainly  the  alma- 
nac occupied  a good  part  of  her  attention ; 
if  it  also  occupied  the  same  shelf  with  her 
dream-book  and  her  Bible,  it  was  only  be- 
cause there  was  no  other  shelf  in  her 
room.  Miss  Martha  had  also  some  win- 
dow flowers  and  some  chickens.  Miss  Ma- 
ria objected  vigorously  to  the  chickens,  as 
she  also  did  to  the  cat,  on  account  of  germs ; 
but  they  all  had  a trick  of  indulging  Miss 
Martha.  As  to  the  flowers,  Miss  Maria 
vibrated  between  the  opposing  theories 
that  they  consumed  carbon  and  elimina- 
ted oxygon,  and  that  they  made  malaria. 
You  knew  which  idea  she  was  advocating 
by  the  silent  presence  of  a bottle  of  the 
solution  of  sulphate  of  quinine  upon  the 


mantel.  It  was  a source  of  great  conver- 
sational flow  with  Miss  Martha  when  one 
of  the  plants  pouted  out  a new  bud;  a 
blossom  made  her  radiant  as  long  as  it 
lasted ; and  when  by  any  stretch  of  good 
fortune  she  found  two  eggs  in  one  of  her 
hens’  nests  she  felt  rich  enough  to  have 
one  of  her  old  gowns  made  over  for  Rosy. 

And  that  was  about  all  there  was  in 
their  lives.  One  could  not  call  them  very 
full.  To  Marion,  before  she  went  away  to 
school,  and  coming  back  on  her  vacations, 
in  the  rebound  of  her  protesting  nature, 
they  seemed  bitterly  empty.  “ It  is  mere 
vegetation,”  she  cried  to  herself,  never 
thinking  of  the  time  when  merely  to  grow 
like  a flower  in  the  sun  would  seem  blest 
to  her. 

Miss  Maria,  the  eldest  of  the  three,  was 
not  a church  member,  although  her  sisters 
were.  She  went  with  them  to  evening 
and  missionary  meeting  because  there 
was  nothing  else  to  go  to,  and  because  she 
liked  to  fight,  if  only  in  her  silent  thoughts. 
Wisely,  she  did  not  spend  much  time  in 
reviling  religious  methods,  perhaps  be- 
cause she  rather  envied  her  sisters’  peace 
of  mind,  and  did  not  wish  to  disturb  it; 
yet  she  gave  voice  now  and  then  without 
regard  to  persons.  It  may  have  been  be- 
cause she  felt  herself  rather  on  scientific 
ground  that  she  cherished  her  germ  theo- 
ry in  place  of  a religious  creed.  Some- 
how she  got  a great  deal  of  discomfort  out 
of  her  germ  theory,  while  her  sisters  got  a 
great  deal  of  comfort  out  of  their  peace  of 
mind.  Her  unbelief,  so  far  as  it  was  un- 
belief, was  of  a mild  type,  it  is  true ; but  it 
was  enough  to  give  a great  deal  of  trouble 
to  Miss  Margaret  and  Miss  Martha,  who 
could  not  bear  to  see  her  take  out  her 
knitting  on  Sundays,  but  who  knew  that 
if  they  said  a word  about  it  she  would  go 
to  her  own  room  with  it  and  stay  there, 
as  she  did  on  Thanksgiving-days,  when 
she  always  had  tea  and  toast  upstairs,  re- 
fusing to  eat  the  sacrificial  turkey  or  to 
take  any  part  in  the  Thanksgiving,  for  she 
saw  not  what  and  knew  not  to  whom,  as 
she  phrased  it. 

“ I am  sure,”  Miss  Martha  would  mildly 
say  on  the  eve  of  every  Thanksgiving, 
“we  have  a great  deal  to  be  thankful  for. 
We  have  each  other — ” 

“ No  thanks  to  anybody  for  that,”  Miss 
Maria  would  answer,  glumly,  with  an  e3fe 
to  the  germs.  “The  arrangement  of 
things  — you  may  call  it  Providence,  or 
Fate,  or  Nature,  or  what  you  will — has  put 
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so  many  traps  and  snares  and  pitfalls  of 
accident  and  disease  in  the  way  that  we 
shouldn't  have  each  other  if  it  could  be 
hindered.” 

“And  we  have  Marion,”  Miss  Martha 
resumed,  more  timidly,  on  one  occasion. 

“Much  we  have  Marion!”  cried  out 
Miss  Maria  then,  with  a great  voice. 
“Marion  in  love  with  a play-actor,  going 
to  marry  a play-actor,  going  to  be  a play- 
actor herself,  going  to  perdition !” 

Then  Miss  Martha  shed  a few  tears  over 
the  prospect  for  Marion,  and  over  her  sis- 
ter’s inconsistency.  And  yet  the  tears 
had  the  savor  of  the  dew  in  the  rose,  for 
Marion’s  marrying  at  all  was  something 
so  altogether  interesting  as  not  to  be  alto- 
gether regrettable.  4 4 At  any  rate,  she  will 
come  back  to  us  sometimes,”  she  mur- 
mured. 

4 4 Never!”  said  Miss  Maria.  “Dismiss 
that  flattering  unction.  We  are  three  dull 
old  women,  unspeakably  tiresome,  and  she 
is  in  the  swim  of  the  world,  turning  night 
into  day  with  the  ungodly  glee  of  her  new 
sort.  And  never  will  she  be  received  by 
me,”  added  Miss  Maria,  more  vehemently 
yet,  “though  she  were  dear  as  my  heart’s 
blood,  while  that  man  is  beside  her — that 
man  who  has  tolled  her  away  from  re- 
spectability with  his  arts.” 

“ Well,”  urged  Miss  Martha,  who  would 
make  the  best  of  things,  44 1 don’t  look  at 
it  that  way.  There  are  very  good  play- 
actors. There  was  Shakespeare — ” 

“ Shakespeare  lived  three  hundred  years 
ago, ” interpolated  Miss  Margaret.  4 4 And 
it  isn’t  likely  there’s  another,  you  know.” 

4 4 Shakespeare  was  Shakespeare,”  said 
Miss  Maria,  emphatically;  “and  so  was 
Mrs.  Siddons,  maybe,”  although  she  alone 
knew  what  she  meant.  44  But  as  for  these 
French  hussies — Oh,  don’t  talk  to  me!” 
cried  Miss  Maria.  “I’ve  no  patience!” 
which  was  a patent  fact. 

“At  all  events,”  said  Miss  Martha,  re- 
turning to  the  original  thesis,  44  we  have  a 
comfortable  home  to  be  thankful  for.” 

44 1 am  thankful  for  it!”  exclaimed  Miss 
Maria — “thankful  to  my  own  father  and 
mother  in  the  flesh,  who  earned  it,  and  left 
me  my  share  of  it.  And  if  you  prefer  to 
take  the  credit  of  it  away  from  your  own 
hard-working  parents — ” 

Here  Miss  Martha,  who  might  have 
known  that  if  Miss  Maria  was  seldom  posi- 
tively aggressive,  yet  she  never  failed  to 
follow  up  the  foe  who  offered  battle,  dis- 
creetly and  gently  withdrew  from  the 


room.  And  Miss  Maria  tossed  her  head, 
and  said,  44 The  idea!”  and  went  out  the 
other  way  to  see  that  Bridget  did  not  for- 
get to-morrow  the  particular  jelly  that 
Martha  always  found  so  toothsome. 

So  life  went  on  with  the  three  quiet  la- 
dies of  the  name  of  Luce,  and  six  more 
winters  neither  added  snow  to  their  hair 
nor  lines  to  their  faces,  nor  took  them 
away.  They  had  but  one  anxiety  or  sor- 
row in  their  lives,  and  that  was  concern- 
ing Marion,  from  whom  of  late  they  had 
not  heard  at  all..  Miss  Margaret  and  Miss 
Martha  had  many  a long  talk  together,  in 
which  many  tears  fell  over  her;  but  Miss 
Maria  locked  her  pain  in  her  stern  old 
breast,  and  only  once  in  a while  gave 
herself  a season  of  relaxation  with  it, 
when  she  took  out  a little  blurred  da 
guerreotype,  which  she  had  to  hold  all 
sorts  of  ways  to  see  at  all.  It  was  a sweet 
little  child’s  face,  with  large  pathetic  eyes 
that  seemed  to  see  already  some  prophecy 
of  fate — of  the  fate  that  had  come  to  Mar- 
ion at  last  with  a husband  whose  affections 
and  whose  principles  were  as  light  as  this- 
tle-down. Miss  Maria  knew  all  about  it. 
And  if  she  agonized  over  her  darling  if,  in  - 
her  sorrow  sometimes  she  fell  upon  her 
knees  and  implored  help  of  somp  unknown 
power,  wrestling  mightily  for  her  release 
from  pain  worse  than  all  bodily  pain,  there 
was  no  one  there  to  see  or  hear  of  it. 

Miss  Maria,  I say,  knew  all  about  Mar- 
ion’s troubles,  at  least  as  much  as  she 
could  interpret  of  them.  She  had  pre- 
tended once  that  she  was  going  to  spend  a 
night,  or  possibly  two,  with  Rosy’s  mo- 
ther, who  lived  further  up  among  the 
hills,  with  whom  she  wished  to  consult  as 
to  that  young  person’s  future,  the  carpen- 
ter having  lately  come  home  from  meet- 
ing with  her.  She  had  left  Rosy’s  mother 
in  half  an  hour,  and  betaken  herself  to 
the  great  city,  where  it  had  not  been  diffi- 
cult for  her  to  trace  Marion’s  husband 
and  learn  of  his  career.  Ignorant  as  she 
was  of  the  ways  of  the  world,  she  heard  • 
enough  to  make  her  heart  stand  still,  be- 
fore it  broke  out  in  its  indignant  moan. 
In  the  distance,  too,  she  saw  the  pale 
proud  face  of  her  suffering  darling;  but 
she  gave  no  sign.  When  Marion  wanted 
them,  she  must  come  back  of  her  own  will, 
and  not  because  any  urged  her.  And 
when  Miss  Maria  returned  to  Higlifields, 

I know  not  by  what  subtle  sense  her  sis- 
ters knew  the  errand  she  had  been  about, 
for  she  told  them  no  syllable.  Nor,  per- 
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haps,  if  she  had,  could  they,  could  either 
of  them,  have  comprehended  much  of 
what  filled  the  bald  outline  of  the  plain 
fact  which  she  had  learned — the  fact  that 
Marion  was  wretched,  with  a dissolute  hus- 
band. 

But  of  the  first  delight  of  the  dawning 
of  art  on  her  horizon,  with  her  lofty  ideals 
smitten  to  fresh  glory  in  its  ray ; of  its  slow 
deadening  and  darkening  in  her  want  of 
power  to  forget  her  own  sorrows  in  those 
of  her  mimic  part;  of  her  self-abnegation 
and  abandonment  then  in  her  husband’s 
career,  giving  him  all  the  strength  of  her 
being;  of  the  slow  and  withering  amaze- 
ment when  she  found  that  art  was  with 
him  but  a craft,  fidelity  but  a delusion, 
good  fame  but  a lie — of  all  that  they  could 
comprehend  nothing.  Still  less  could 
they,  with  their  ignorance  and  inexperi- 
ence, comprehend  the  torture  she  endured 
in  seeing  the  one  she  loved  grow  each  day 
more  degraded ; the  torture  to  a haughty 
spirit  of  suffering  public  disgrace  from 
city  to  city — public  to  her,  although  her 
husband’s  fame  and  popularity  had  so 
waned  together  that  few  knew  and  fewer 
cared  whether  he  was  beside  himself  with 
wine  or  not;  the  torture  to  a proud,  pure 
nature  of  seeing  other  women  than  his 
wife  his  associates;  the  torture  of  feeling 
the  slow  shrivelling  of  love  till  it  became 
only  a black  disgust.  Nor  could  they 
have  understood  why  still  she  clung  to 
him — perhaps  with  that  divine  pity  which 
in  some  women  takes  the  place  of  love. 
Noble  friends,  whom  she  met  pursuing 
their  common  art  highly,  helped  her  to 
bear  her  lot;  but  its  alternations  of  fever 
and  despair,  with  his  sinning  and  repent- 
ing, his  indifference  and  his  passion,  gave 
her  an  unutterable  longing  for  rest.  Yet 
while  he  lived  she  remembered  that  she 
had  vowed  to  live  with  him.  And  that 
was  all.  Their  wanderings,  their  pover- 
ty, their  pain,  made  it  impossible  to  write 
home  and  say  nothing  of  it  all;  she  chose 
• silence.  But  as  she  thought  of  morning 
rising  over  the  soft  low  hills,  of  gentle 
days  going  by  on  their  quiet  wings,  of  ra- 
diant evenings  and  still  dark  in  a land  that 
seemed  assoiled  of  stain,  there,  in  the  midst 
of  her  noisome  life,  the  thought  was  as  de- 
licious  as  a dream  of  death  with  its  eter- 
nal rest  and  peace. 

It  was  the  day  before  Thanksgiving,  and 
the  early  dark  was  shutting  down  over 
the  land,  bathed  in  misty  rose  under  the 
bloom  of  the  young  setting  moon,  as  Miss 


Martha  began  her  yearly  sentence  : “It 
would  seem  so  much  more  like  Thanks- 
giving, sister,  if  you  enjoyed  it  with  us, 
that — ” 

“ I don’t  know  why  it  should  seem  like 
Thanksgiving,  Martha.” 

“Oh,  Maria!  If  we  haven’t  all  we 
want,  we  have  so  much ! And  if  we  are 
grateful  to  the  Lord  for  what  we  have,  He 
may  add  the  rest — ” 

“Is  He  that  sort  of  a power  ?”  cried  Miss 
Maria,  her  sunken  eyes  flashing  scorn. 
“ Is  He  to  be  bought  ? We  have  nothing,  ” 
she  said.  “There  is  neither  health  nor 
hope  in  the  house,  nor,  so  far  as  I can  see, 
in  the  world — ” 

And  just  then  the  door  softly  opened 
and  closed,  and  Marion,  clad  in  black, 
came  in  and  stood  among  them.  “ I have 
come  home  to  stay,”  she  murmured,  bro- 
kenly, “if  you  will  let  me.  To  rest — to 
rest — to  rest.”  And  Miss  Maria  fell  upon 
her  knees  and  wept  aloud. 

The  next  morning  Miss  Martha  put  her 
head  inside  the  kitchen  door,  as  she  came 
down  the  back  stairs,  saying,  “Bridget, 
you  had  better  have  Miss  Maria’s  tea  and 
toast  ready  for  Rosy  to  take  to  her  room,” 
when  a voice  from  the  dining-room  be- 
yond accosted  her,  and  Miss  Maria,  busy 
over  the  table,  witli  its  broiled  chicken  and 
raised  biscuit  and  waffles,  was  calling  out, 
“ The  idea  of  being  late  at  breakfast  on  a 
Thanksgiving-day,  the  only  real  Thanks- 
giving-day I ever  knew  in  my  life  f ’ And 
without  glancing  up  again,  Miss  Maria 
was  bending  her  head  and  saying  a bless- 
ing over  the  cups,  and  then  looking  across 
the  table  at  Marion  as  if  a miracle  were 
going  on  before  her  eyes.  “ The  angel  of 
the  Lord  has  come  down  and  troubled  the 
waters,”  she  said.  “ I am  going  to  meet- 
ing with  you,  sisters.  If  my  prayers  have 
been  heard,  then  there  is  Something  to 
hear  them,  and  I am  going  to  find  out  all 
there  is  to  know.  And  meanwhile  I give 
thanks.”  And  her  sisters  gave  thanks 
with  her,  while  Marion,  so  lately  “tor- 
tured with  winter’s  storms  and  tossed  with 
a tumultuous  sea,”  now  lying  on  the 
lounge  that  had  been  drawn  up  to  the  ta- 
ble, conscious  that  life  was  going  on  here 
in  the  same  way,  still,  still,  so  still,  with 
nothing  to  change  its  gentle  ripple  but 
the  fact  that  there  had  been  three  quiet 
ladies  in  the  house  and  now  there  were 
four,  secure  in  the  tranquillity  of  the  house- 
hold, felt  in  her  heart  only  a perpetual 
thanksgiving. 
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ance  of  an  epic  poem  “by  Mr.  Timothy 
Dwight.”  “In  the  four  quarters  of  the 
globe,  who  reads  an  American  book,  or 
goes  to  an  American  play  ?”  Sydney  Smith 
asked  in  the  Edinburgh  Review  (1818- 
1820).  The  development  of  sixty  years 
has  taken  all  the  sting  out  of  these  an- 
tique gibes,  but  perhaps  they  are  remem- 
bered when  another  saying  of  the  Canon’s 
is  forgotten.  In  1820  an  Englishman  was 
a liberal  indeed  who  could  write  thus  of 
America:  “We  look  with  unqualified 
pleasure  to  such  a land  of  freedom,  and 
such  a magnificent  spectacle  of  human 
happiness.” 

This  last  observation  (which  surely  may 
be  set  off  against  sneers  at  Mr.  Dwight) 
is  in  the  true  spirit  of  that  large,  noble, 
clear-sighted  intellect  and  good  heart  of 
which  Mr.  Stewart  J.  Reid  has  told  the 
history  anew.  At  a time  when  Sydney 
Smith’s  fame  is  dwindling  into  that  of  a 
japer  of  japes,  Mr.  Reid’s  biography  is  of 
high  value  and  interest.  He  lias  sought 
earnestly  for  fresh  information,  and  un- 
used documents  have  been  intrusted  to 
him  by  the  descendants  of  many  of  the 
friends  of  Sydney  Smith.  Lord  Lans- 
downe.  Lord  Morley,  Sir  Michael  Hicks- 
Beach  (in  a parish  of  whose  family  manor 
Sydney  Smith  was  a curate),  Mr.  George 
Howard,  and  many  other  people  have  per- 
mitted the  biographer  to  ransack  their 
family  archives.  He  has  also  visited,  in 
the  spirit  of  a devout  pilgrim,  the  remote 
and  quiet  rustic  shrines,  the  parishes  where 
Sydney  Smith  passed  so  much  of  his  life 
among  the  country  poor.  He  describes 
the  little -changed  scenes,  the  churches 
and  parsonages,  and  collects  the  last  ech- 
oes of  local  traditions.  Throughout  his 
biography  Mr.  Reid  has  always  made  it  his 
business  to  remind  uV«of  Sydney  SmitliV 
sterling  virtues,  his*  courage,  energy,  ha- 
tred of  oppression,  scorn  of  foolish  public 
opinion,  kindness,  and  genial  wisdom. 
The  result  is  a very  agreeable  record,  a 
picture  like  that  praised  by  Horace,  in 
which  “ the  whole  life  of  the  old  man  is 
displayed”  without  artifice,  and  with  man- 
ifest veracity. 

When  Scott  wrote  Waverley  he  was 
greatly  impressed  by  the  changes  which 
two  generations  had  seen.  In  the  “sixty 
years”  that  had  passed  between  Forty- 
five  and  the  composition  of  the  romance, 
the  northern  part  of  the  island  had 
changed  from  a warlike  and  pastoral  stage, 
almost  like  that  of  the  Zulus,  to  a modern 


pacific  existence.  ‘ 1 ’Tis  sixty  years  since”* 
the  prime  of  Sydney  Smith’s  career,  and 
the  alterations,  though  less  striking,  have- 
been  almost  as  great  as  in  the  two  genera- 
tions that  went  before.  Young  and  even 
middle-aged  men  can  scarcely  believe  that 
the  England  of  Sydney  Smith’s  youth  was 
so  different  from  the  England  of  to-day. 
When  Sydney  Smith  was  the  life  of  the 
Edinburgh  Review , Catholics  were  still 
under  disabilities  inherited  from  the  time 
of  Elizabeth.  Members  of  Parliament 
were  returned  for  decayed  villages  by  five 
or  six  venal  voters,  while  places  like  Bir- 
mingham had  no  representatives  at  all. 
Everything  everywhere  was  ordered  for 
the  greater  glory  of  “the  squire  and  his 
relations,  who  keep  us  in  our  proper  sta- 
tions,” as  the  rural  hymn  says.  In  the 
squire’s  interest,  foreign  grain  was  under  a 
prohibitive  tax.  In  the  squire’s  interest, 
it  was  forbidden  to  sell  game,  and  the 
richest  merchant  or  banker,  if  landless, 
could  only  see  a partridge  at  dinner  by 
helping  to  break  the  game  laws. 

“ He  loves  the  dappled  deer  • 

As  he  their  father  were ; 

For  maiming  hart  or  hind, 

Full  many  a man  goes  blind,  ” 

said  the  old  English  rhyme  about  William 
the  Conqueror.  The  same  lines  (substitu- 
ting rabbits  and  hares  for  stags  and  hinds) 
applied  to  the  British  squire  of  Sydney 
Smith’s  time.  To  protect  his  game  he 
was  permitted  by  law,  if  not  to  blind  the 
lieges,  at  least  to  make  his  park  about 
as  safe  to  walk  in  as  the  outskirts  of 
Plevna  during  the  siege.  In  the  Museum 
of  Scotch  Antiquaries,  when  I was  a boy* 
there  used  to  be  an  object  which  was  very 
attractive  to  youths.  It  was  a large  block 
of  heavy  wood,  in  which  was  accommo- 
dated a stout  gun-barrel,  with  an  old- 
fashioned  flint-lock.  This  mechanism 
was  attached  to  wires  and  chains,  and  the 
whole  was  called  a “ spring-gun.”  These 
spring-guns  the  squire  was  permitted  to- 
conceal  in  his  covers,  with  the  wires  cun- 
ningly spread,  so  that  the  trespasser — art- 
ist, poacher,  or  whoever  he  was — might 
trip  in  the  meshes,  pull  the  trigger,  and 
so  get  himself  shot.  The  law,  as  one  stud- 
ies it  in  Sydney  Smith’s  essays,  appears 
only  to  have  required  that  due  notice 
should  be  given.  “Beware  of  spring- 
guns,”  the  warning  used  to  run;  and  man- 
traps,  with  or  without  sharp-toothed  edges, 
were  also  employed  to  capture  the  way- 
farer. The  printed  warnings  (though  at- 
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uey-:  When  ehbnnevs  rauglii  fire  \t*m ] only  Thttckcmy,  »'oiiW  h&ve  done  justice 

they  -se^rti  often  to  hove  done  im  festive  to  the  subject  in  mm  tff.  his  immortal 
occ-.td^ns^-.fliO  |>i*oeucc  was  in  send  ‘‘a  Ut~  sketches.  The  (olio wing-  essay  may  at 
tit?  lud  tfvlio  ^ndL  erope’  up  the  do#'  j-  ,lea*i  mmP  i;e?pie in  fkei 

to  ^Hngimh  th£  dames.  This  was  but  lib 

me-  of  the  d&n^ersi  incident  to  fho  Eire*;  E*sex  is  not,  in  the  <>piid^tt  of  jtis  local 
*e  eon  t ig  ohoiiMcy-sweepi* . t >f  'smaller  j rivals,  a fount y opulent  in.  genius.  yEs-; 

».oci;u  i'hiui^y  those  produced  by  steant/ ! sox  <e4vvs.'  the  rouyida^rs  call  these  Ea^f 

elwtrielty;  g&s,  education  (a  wy^yey  need  j /rdF***^ ;tg ‘ be.  locked 

longer  te  a bfr^sty7 j:  tiitfcy ; J^11?; / Sydney 

sayV  he  too  'Ctireliitpjbly  >vfc$h  *U*  bor  ne  ; Smith  did  iHtyrtmyii 

cv**ary  to  speak.  Not  one  ed  the  clmn.^s.  from  the  foirgy  • county  by  being*  horn 
from  the  cncvncipation  of  iho  Ou  holies  : there.  at  Wm>t!fhrd<  on  Jitiw*}.  ,.3771.  His 
h>  the  of  £priu£*guns  and  roayv  father,  lb>Wb.  wc.s  a e^neiou*  acentric 

trafis.  from  hmmaiin'  V.*  cl  bn  hoe:;  hoy*  to 

1 ho  drainage  >d  that  then  horribly  mu!* 
crotons  city,  Edinburgh,  was  mmitlRerf  by 
the  hm.tor  not!  clo<]yv- nco  of  Syd ocy  Hurd  U. 

Av  CeVv^«tw.V"jftM.gh^1  sSpai ids  oliisaitry 

:uv ay/r  $o  Mac  Kccu*r.  of  Foston  ltm^lred  ^ . v. 

spri  rig  - gam.  t hV;d  ic  - d isa  hi  I itie^, ' M«%SMy  ■ - ;•  • y:  ^ ^v^y- ‘ ; V : 

odist  miracles,  ilia  w'orw.f  feature^  of  the  • I 

j^an\ts  laws,  dirt,  igritimiiw.  snolddshwcss.  - L ’ t 

if  not.  -quite  mA\yvy/'  svMii  into  dark  cor*  f 

b ers  and  a • mbt^rma^n  life  of  -'^1  ramp,  I . ;•:  f* 

,1'ii- ■' doing  ah  Hiomdduoy  Btuhb  dciib*'r-  ^ y _ ‘ ? i v v 

sited y phua'd  Innistuf  for  tfyc?  lime  beyond  . •. • -r^lyrg ! J - 

fbe  )V;e:h  of  clceioal  pi^fcmeud,.'  He  was  I'"'’5  ‘~*y  ^ * 

an  umiciiviUN  man,  a man  fond  of  powcL  "'J'  ^ f 

and  yet  be  threw  iu  bis  hn  with  t)u>  <nks 
which;  though  certain  to  win  in  ll|vl  ioii^- 
ru tiv  was  by  no  mro  ns  certain  to  win  dur^ 
ing  his  JifeUmte  His  whiten  rnode  of 
.ta#v>?h|ieuleT  ‘‘  ‘ shoot ing;  aha^>i5  with  ypa'r^ 

'X&WyA kfeoLv*  he  |u^d.iohty  coiiid  noi.  iiclp 
'flisi  spicpdiil  md^Wfovois  ylf 
wii  -mil  high  %tylu  Lift  hitri 

But  in* m l m j;eaut;/ttl  wife,  8yd- 
that  hi*  w»t  ws*  r.H  hot  fdtaMo  ; nev  Smith  vs  rnotiicr,  at  Uio  » hurch  door 
«i^ pf<>r^isd»Wl ' cha hw:< . ffU  dfirightev.  and  went  olt  to  .Americ/i,  t;fe  rctifrued 
T^rly  ftellaud,  u^d  to  , h>  the  )edu'^so/ti<Wi  a n<i  Wam^  ihu  vhm 

her  earliest . iV'-coh^tidh^-wh>i4h^^  ami  Bohns;  ami  other  less  ta* 

mw  oKodcnt.  An  AC<jft«^inLou:c  met  her  nu>n>  chihlrcn 

and  ^4- yotir  tulh yr  fX^ti thy K> bg  ' •■  ■:Thc'ydib|g;. #ui tb^ ^y*«<^>i!i*«ged  By 
hits  ly-cn  reading  his  hook*,  and.  c :Ar  (h-ir  father  to  cryumenia-Uve  and  d is- 
Smith  d*  ^ clever  fehow/iyit  hc  wUlnesa^  “ a tuVm  odolm^jdo  and  over* 

l>e  a.  bishop.'1'  He  ucv-r  vyai  a bosh  op:.  : hr.;f.o‘ir.y  lt7et  of  boy*  " mTording  to  Sydney. 


crew*  v o|$*  >v  r<«itrsxK,a  :^vW^f* 
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to  know  later,  amt  lienee  his  in- 
troduction to  Holland  House, 
and  the  origin  of  his  share  of 
the  caimses  of  the  great/' 
Sydney  Smith  became,  in  later 
days,  the  Voitnrr  of  the  Pr£~ 
cieusefi  of  Holland  House,  but 
this  social  success  of  wit  and 
engaging  manners  was  only  t he 
affair  of  his  play  hours.  His 
brother  Bobus  was  a wit  like 
himself.  Bobus  was  a barrister. 
4*  Your  profession  certainly  does 
not  make  angels  of  men, v said 
Sir  Henry  Holland,  the  physi- 
cian. “ No.  but  your#  does," 
replied  Bobus,  with  an  innocent 
air.  adding  another  to  the  many 
jests  against  doctors.  As  for 
Courtenay  Smith,  lie  w as  a little 
spendthrift  at  school . By  pinch- 
ing and  starving,  Sydney  paid 
his  debts,  and  long  afterward 
inherited  from  him  a eonsidera- 
From  Winchester 


hie  fortune. 

Sydney  Smith  went;  to  New  Col- 
lege, Oxford.  where  he  has  left 
no  tradition;  few  men  do  in  the 
brief  course  of  the  flying  terms. 
He  got  a fellowship,  worth,  at 
that  time,  only  £100  a year,  and 
never  drew  another  penny  from 
It  was  before  quitting  Oxford, 
it\  in  1794  that  Sydney  Smith 
went  to  live  at  Mont  Villiejni.  in  France. 
For  the  sake  of  safety,  t his  orthodox  young 
Whig  joined  the  local  Jacobin  club,  where 
he  w as  known  as  /e  Citoycn  Smee 8.  Prob- 
ably no  other  J acobi u e ver  became  a Canon 
of  St.  Paul  Vor  wrote  statedly  in  the  Edin* 
terribly  rough  burgh  Review. 

;.  Perhaps  Sydney  Smith  would  never 
, hare  chosen  the  Church  us  a profession 
had  the  choice  been  his.  He  was  put  in 
of  the  priests'  offices  that  he  might 
I earn  a morsel  of  bread,  for  hts  father  could 
j not  hfford  to  educate  him,  like  Bobus,  for 
Being  a priest,  Sydney  Smith 
'#a  is  illust  rated  afresh  did  his  duty  manfully  by  Church  and  peo 
Mr.  Reid  remarks  pie;  perhaps  in  no  career  could  his  exam- 
i was  pie  and  his  work  have  been  so  profitable 

liis  first 

(1794)  was  that  of  Nether  Avon. 
V*  six  mi  lea  from  a lemon,"  if,  indeed,  that 
ingredient  of  punch  and  element  of  a Imp- 
was  wretehed  At  Win-  py  life  could  he  bought  even  in  the  drowsy 
Chester,  Bobus  was  probably  quite  jolly  at  ! old  tmvit  of  Ameshury.  How  sleepy  an 
Eton.  There  Bohns  made  friends  among  English  clerical  ‘Sleepy  Hoi  low  ” could 
the  children  of  earls,  w hom  Sydney  came  be  in  179(1  may  be  partly  understood  from 
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The  father  judiciously  sent  them  to  differ- 
ent public  schools.  Sydney  and  Courte- 
nay went  to  Winchester.  In  the  found  a-  \ 
lion  of  William  of  Wykeham,  Sydney  ] 
found,  like  a modem  school  - boy  else  { 
where-,  %i  that  the  dinners  were  execrable, v ; 
but  he  does  not  seem  to  have  also  thought  ; 
vi  that  the  company  made  up  for  them.’*  j 
Winchester  was  then  a. 
place,  full  of  cruel  mediaeval  traditions. 

Sydney  Smith,  though  successful  in  form, 
appears  to  have  been  tolerably  miserable 
there.  It  is  characteristic  of  human  na-  one 
tuire  that,  he  was  inclined,  in  his  manhood 
to  hold  lightly  his  son's  complaints  of  mi 
happiness  at- school,  The  parable  of  Mr.  the  bar, 

Austeys  Vice  Ver 
in  every  generation 
that,  even  in  old  age,  Sydney  Snutl 
wont  T‘  to  kindle  into  indignant  eloquence  to  his  country  and  his  kind 
wins ir  he  was  led  to  recount  His  school  curacy 
hoy  experiences  of  hunger,  hardship,  and 
abuse. 

While  Svduev 
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the  following  contemporary  fact.  In  a 
county  much  less  slumbrous  than  Wilt- 
shire is  a parsonage  not  far  from  a famous 
university.  The  parson’s  family  (not  poor 
people)  took  in  no  newspaper  during  the 
great  war  of  1870.  On  Sundays  the  par- 
son used  to  have  a look  at  the  county 
weekly  paper  at  the  squire’s.  This  little 
fact  may  do  more  than  a ream  of  writing 
to  show  American  readers  how  lazily  in- 
different to  the  world’s  affairs  an  English 
rural  district  may  still  contrive  to  be. 
Almost  wholly  destitute  of  society,  except 
when  the  Hicks -Beaches  were  at  home, 
Sydney  Smith  struggled  with  the  idle 
44  wretchedness  of  most  unclean  living, ” 
as  the  Prayer-book  calls  it,  that  prevailed 
in  his  parish.  He  opened  Sunday-schools, 
where  the  ragged  boys  came  in  the  most 
airy  garments,  “ready  for  a whipping/’ 
like  fowls  ready  trussed  for  cooking. 

Such  were — unhappily  such  too  often 
are — the  dwellers  in  our  English  Arcadia. 
In  the  44 profound,  immeasurable,  awful 
dullness  of  this  place”  Sydney  Smith  lay 
buried,  but  by  no  means  idle,  till  he  be- 
came travelling  tutor,  44 bear -leader,”  as 
they  said  then,  to  the  young  heir  of  all 
the  Hicks-Beaches.  In  1798  Sydney  took 
his  pupil  to  Edinburgh,  where  they  found 
“odious  smells,  barbarous  sounds,  bad 
suppers,  excellent  hearts,  and  most  en- 
lightened and  cultivated  understand- 
ings.” 

These  were  the  days  of  Dugald  Stewart, 
of  Sir  Walter’s  glorious  youth,  of  Adam 
Ferguson  and  Henry  Erskine,  Jeffrey 
and  Campbell.  Sydney  Smith  and  his 
pupil  lived  on  the  windy  crest  of  the 
New  Town,  in  George  Street.  Sydney 
says  that  he  once  rescued  a man  who  was 
black  in  the  face,  having  been  blown  by 
the  wind  flat  against  the  door  of  his  lodg- 
ings. I myself  have  seen  a lady  lifted  up 
about  three  feet  off  the  ground  by  the 
wind  in  Edinburgh,  while  pallid  bailies 
clung  trembling  round  the  solid  pedestals 
of  the  monuments  in  George  Street,  and 
fathers  of  families  who  had  to  cross  Dean 
Bridge  crawled  on  their  hands  and  knees. 
Sydney  Smith's  legend  of  the  victim  flat- 
tened against  his  door  is  hardly  an  exag- 
geration. As  one  should  read  Humphrey 
Clinker  to  understand  the  malodorous 
Edinburgh  just  before  Sydney  Smith’s 
time,  so,  for  Edinburgh  a little  later, 
Hogg’s  Life  of  Shelley  should  be  studied. 
Sydney  was  particularly  struck  (like 
Heine  in  Gottingen)  by  the  prodigious 


I feet,  like  “family  Bibles,”  of  the  servant- 
I girls  in  respectable  families. 

In  Edinburgh  Sydney  Smith  laid  the 
foundation  of  his  fame  as  an  eloquent, 
amusing,  and  courageous  preacher.  In 
1802  he  became  one  of  the  original  staff  of 
the  Edinburgh  Review , and  his  articles, 
at  least,  retain  all  the  sparkle  and  effer- 
vescence which  have  died  out  of  the  essays 
of  his  comrades. 

When  young  Hicks-Beach’s  education 
was  finished,  Sydney  took  other  pupils. 

In  Edinburgh  was  the  first  home  of  his 
married  life — a life  of  few  adventures, 
mere  “changes  from  the  blue  room  to  the 
brown,”  from  one  rectory  or  vicarage  to 
another.  In  1803  Sydney  Smith  left  Ed- 
inburgh for  London,  where  he  almost 
at  once  became  a popular  preacher  and 
lecturer.  No  one  ever  filled  like  Sydney 
Smith  the  somnolent  benches  of  the  Roy- 
al Institution  in  Albemarle  Street  with  a 
delighted  and  wide-awake  company.  He 
now  became  and  remained  the  guest  and 
friend  of  Holland  House.  Like  Carlyle, 
Sydney  Smith  could  not  always  afford  a 
cab,  and  he  was  compelled  to  trudge 
through  the  rainy  streets,  and  change  his 
muddy  boots  on  his  arrival.  Thackeray 
has  drawn  for  us,  in  44  Mrs.  Perkins's 
Ball,”  a picture  of  the  proud  porter  sneer- 
ing at  this  harmless  action  on  the  part  of 
Mr.  Frederick  Minchin.  Carlyle  has  con- 
fessed and  groaned  over  his  own  loss  of 
temper  when  Mrs.  Carlyle’s  draggled  shoe- 
laces needed  to  be  tied  up.  But  Sjrdney 
Smith,  with  his  invincible  spirits,  made 
even  the  solemn  disapproval  of  pamper- 
ed lackeys  relax  in  shouts  of  laughter. 

These  years  of  danger  from  abroad, 
years  when  a day’s  mastery  of  the  Chan- 
nel would  have  made  Napoleon  master  of 
England,  were  evil  times  for  Liberals. 
Somehow  Tories  do  seem  to  make  the 
best  rulers  in  seasons  of  war,  and  Tories 
of  the  most  strenuous  and  benighted  sort 
checked  all  domestic  reforms  during  Syd- 
ney Smith's  residence  in  London,  and  kept 
France  on  the  far  side  of  the  blessed  nar- 
row seas.  The  country  had  enough  to  do 
to  defend  her  shores,  without  troubling 
about  Catholic  emancipation.  However, 
the  Grenville  ministry  and  Sydney  Smith's 
friends  had  a brief  lease  of  power  in  180(5. 
For  their  ingenuous  supporter,  Sydney 
Smith,  they  secured  a living,  that  of  Fos- 
ton,  in  the  deepest  depths  of  Yorkshire. 
The  living  was  worth  £500  a year,  and 
was  a certainty  which  a poor  man  could 

Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


Digitized  by 


Gck  igle 


HARPER’S  NEW  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE. 


F03T0N  RECTOR*. 


not  refuse,  however  much  lie?  might  regret  than  a century  and  a half,  and  where  the 
leaving  London  for  the  Cimmerian  dark  parsonage-house  was  valued  at  £50.  He 
ness  of  the  country,  and  for  dinner  parties  built  a parsonage-house  and  farm  stead - 
Where  the  servant  threw  away  the  soup,  ing  at  the  cost  of  £4000,  brought  one  hun- 
44 supposing  it  was  dirty  water/*  From  tired  acres  under  cultivation,  and  spent 
the  Yorkshire  retreat,  where  he  was  par-  upon  the  living  more  than  it  was  worth, 
son,  doctor,  magistrate,  and  architect  of  All  this  while  he  was  lighting  the  rnediav 
bis  own  new  vicarage,  Sydney  Smith  pub-  j val  survivals  of  our  law  aud  society  in  the 
list  ted  the  “ Letters  of  Peter  Plymley/'  ! Edinburgh  Ihrirtc.  "If  a man  injured 
These  anonymous  epistles  advocated  the.  Westminster  Bridge,  he  was  hanged  : if  he 
claims  of  the  Catholics  to  complete  lib-  j appeared  disguised  on  a public  road,  he  was 
erty,  and  especially  topic  the  side  of  the  j hanged;  if  he  cut  down  young  trees,  if  he 
Irish.  Sydney  Smith  could  not  foresee  shot  at  rabbits,  if  lie  stole  anything  at  all 

that  the  concession  of  all  the  reforms  he  from  a wheat  field for  any  of  these  of- 

demanded  would  still  leave  the  Ireland  fenSes  he  was  hanged*1 — so  savage  was  the 
of  to  day  in  a condition  mure  distre^ing  law  of  England  in  the  early  part  of  what 
than  open  rebellion.  He  was  sanguine  the  el ergyman  described  as  "'this  so'Calb 
aboui  t he  future  of  Ireland,  and  while  his  ed  nineteenth  century/’  in  his  warfare 
hopes  have  not  l>eeu  fulfilled,  a criminal  against  abuses  up  to  this  date  Sydney 
anomaly  has  been  removed  f ron i Engl i si)  ; /Smith  had  been  a writer  only.  In  1825  he 
life,  and  perhaps  no  writer  contributed  so  ‘ appeared  for  the  first  time  us  a speaker  on 
much  to  this  result  as  did  Sydney  Smith,  a public  platform,  to  support  the  claims 
The  government  in  Vain  tried  to  discover  ; of  the  Catholics.  Rut  his  brother  clergy 
1 he  author  of  the  '‘Piymlev  Letters” - - 1 were  ipo  si  rpng  for  lum.  4i  A poor  clergy - 
episilcs  unmatched  in  destructive  wit  ex  man  whispered  to  me/' lie  writes,  A*thut  he 
cept  by  the  iniiuitely  finer  banter  of  Pascal,  j was  quite  of  my  way  of  thinking,  but  had 
The  use  of  his  pen,  and  the  society  of  nine  children.  I begged  he  would  remain 
Lord  Grey  and  the  family  at  Howick,  aPmtc^tant/*  Lu  1828  Sydney  Smith  left 
kept  the  intclh  etual  high  spirits  of  Kyd-  Poston  for  preferment  at  Bristol,  where 
uey  Smith  alive  during  his  long  pyema  ! he  preached  to  a Protestant  mayor  and 
tore  burial  at  HestmgtoJ'i.  where  lie  lived  j eorporaliof*  an  unpardonable  and  unpur- 
whilo  building  lus  new  parsonage,  and  at  denied  sermon  about  the  duty  of  Christian 
Poston.  He  .found  Fusion  a parish  w here  charity  toward  persons  differing  from  us  in 
there  had  been  no  resident  parson  for  more  creed.  For  t wenty  years  the  corporation 
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Dover -mvirw^tl  to  the  cathedral  where  they  I Sydney  Smith,  on  i lie  other  hand,  wa*  not 
had  listened  h»  .such  subversive  doctrines,  a /jester  only  iu  his-biidtas  and  m HoCiety, 
l-Vrlntps  the  ferocity  of  Bristol  orthodoxy  His  wonderfni  high  spirit?  w^ro  almost 
ma<l e- Sydney  Smith  all  the  holler  pleaded  constantly  with  .him  in  the  ho»W  which 
i«  migrate  to  I lie  beautiful  West  Somerset  they  filled  with  'happiness  ami  laughter 
.parish  of  Combe  Florey,  **  the  vale  -ot  jh*vv-  The  essence  of  his  wb  is  ibis  volatile  Hud 
• r-  where  he  had  leisure  to  throw  him-  ana-  spi id,  *m ring  without  trammel  l.kd* 
&&Yf  into  the  fma!  struggle  for  Pm-lhiomnt*  above  the  laboring  world,  and  <ipw*<n  er- 
ary  reform.  The  triumph,  *>/  his-  party  in  gv. from  its  faiiuliur  heights,  runt  hiu)  re- 
enabled  them  to  offer  him  & rauoury  tif  . sembUuees  in  things  where  other  men 
St.  Hi  iu  IV,  arid  this  prize,  which,  some  men  ; duty  m\\'  incongruities.  BoldpcKs,:  tree- 

■win  b(mg  before  they  are  forty  whs  «ho  < doin,  vivacity,  the.-,e  are  llm  elmnjcteri^ 
h ig) l - ttf  $ydhpy  SmithV  prey  i tics  id  hia  h umort  lie  luid  un  extjraordi* 
h>sc>ioVtHi  promotion.  lie  made  up  In* riary  audacity  in  venturing  almost  on  the 

oi.rnl  i;  to  rrrOvvold  merrily  /’ and  bi>  let-  verge  of  nonsense.  lie  was  daring  in 

tors,  ifl<e  Ohoidcs  l^uidds,  novv  toiwOieri  humocou.s  exayg'wanoh.  This  buoyant 
yyith the  nlr^i^tveholr  pf IplniorpuK  did  ag*.  1 ^tu|  gayfct y :&F 

I I sloop  with  Cough  and  Cramp,"  wrote  : give  bis  gdbtl  tiling  the  character  of 
).umb;  “We  lie  three  in  a bed  Sydney  Ameviean  humor. 

Smith,  h*o,  could  toll  how  he  and  Mh  ; !.!/>  began  his  History  of  Ethic*  ivnh 

Smith  hired  at  the  hands  &f  physician^  me!  avowed  t hut  ’*  ArSloth*  wa.< 


nol  such > f.;ol  ;>r.  many  people  think  who 
let v»*  never  read  ImuC  Tin*  early  philuv 
fyjp^rs,  liy.  were ; gallant  gen- 

tlemen. JOr  Whose  zqiu puhyC  I <avnft\s.s,  j 
liave  nciVTf  ii ^4j ^ iAjp'^jPiea.t: : i>e| Ij$1t . f r . Agvtn : 


/On  Saturday  evening. 
February  1SK-,  came 
ifair;^ttirt6^y  evening  of 

ih b 1 iffi  &i  ^ihicy  ' Smiilis- 

;ut^l  be  entered  s>n  the  Sab- 
hath  of  In*  rest.  When 
was  dyingv^wnt^  one 
sfjuiie  try  weiv  him  a dd  mid , 
V’  l fcaiy  Miv  SmiJ  b;  ,'too 

A>r»?  v^py  Ul/  / ‘ Yy^  re  ■ 
fd  it.  d Solu-  y Sjsjj*  h . c.  * >• 
^ hb  I ifill  i iffinvl  eft  Wf 
vi  eiH  u h * 


: \V  hc-i/  bhe  - 

Thafe  the  gen  ins  hi  y • .;  ..• 
Srnilh.  what  ‘sirjk dnt 
u\mt  H * hi*s  hudihr.  uhac- 
compaoh'd  by  meldfe 

yiholy ; ; Mmi  grha’t  hu- 
hyorisis  ha vft  Ifeu  mfeian 
icltoly  mero'  Vtke  Mdifwo 


HTFPJOU  Of  (FOKTIW  ynx1^!. 
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“ If  Ondreus qr  Linns  -sang;  in  bad.  v*-rse.-  yatysis  In  piety'*  .fe-.sin  in  bt1  wkfcii  from 
such  advice  • §&  a gramliiiaUifer  Evil*  whs  casting 

give  a child  of  six  yews  old,  he  w*es  ( him  ‘in  to  a deep  sleep  ;f*  Yet  vviih  uf 
thought  to  h>-  inspired  by  tire  gods,  and  i » is?  midacnnis  humm,  his  friends:  could 
statues  ot-  ulUix*  Were  erected  to  Inn  them  only  onw  remember  iUat  Sydhfvy  Siouh 
nr;.''  This  goujidHmiwmi  jmm^euee  to  . made  a jest  hoed  mug  on  ifrc?wtAiic«;‘  hi 
the  mighty  shades  of.  Of]>hvns.amI  Lh iri$  [ ward  tlfiiigH  Scriptural*  nmJ.  he  iosiamly 
reminds  one.  m its  fra uk  PhHisiinUin.  of  withdrew  it.  and  Vetoed  ashamed  of.  • Im 
Mark  Twain  and  the  ImaH'rut*  AUrnn.il  warn]*. 

i am  accustomed  to  take  Orpheus  very  Hr  was  ft  great  lover  of  hghi;  lit*  nr- 
.seriously.  ami  do  out  quite  enjoy  this  eav-  joieefh  like  Srnit.  in  the  .xtoeovrry  of  gioe 
aline  M'eattueni  of.  Linus.  But  the  gay*  fy  a flaring  mode  of  lighting  winch  vvw  bo 
of  Sydney  Smith  becomes  nor  lioisteroiiH  tto t much  admire  nowadays  Thus  U*vy  of 
Mum  mtor  u*lvetfiiy-tries:t>i  acwuut  tor  the  J it t „ ^ ^Ut itlf \ view*  and. 
superiority 'of  timh  over  i he  hoa-.ts.  To  dbtuietions,  was  pan  of  ins  mo  ihvimd 
he  allows  the  rufJrmettt^  til  our  fut  v tnilHveJ . !:5 
.11  It -rns.  But  nw%  hr  muar leaf  Jive  kmgeie  ; unmd.  u»  the  /o7o? 

collect  inoiv  f ^pcncacig  and  are  gn-gori.  hunjh  fk.vmt\  aud  he m-*&  ronvyo *b  »■.:.: 
ous.  so  that  we  ocmymxtoheWe  our  valua-  vNiOtncaiosctioyaud.  or?iu>do:<y. wor  4 1 «m.> 
bln  discoveries  In  tech  Other.  How  dif  um  their  dWisbms.  His  -y:*n;;.v«;^  oft  jin* 
ferciif  is  tho  euudo.cL  he  &&£&.  Of  rho  it?e  , aught eciitli  century,  . Ife.  Ua<1  no  morn 
limit  *\A  lion  ;liv«*s  under  & trii^fes4/ -OxJ' 

hole  in  a roc ly  and  if  any  Ot  her  Jioii  Imp-  tginity,  W»fn  ;>f  U<em:  of  ' Audhu^u^m  o 
pens  fo  puss  hy,  they  light.  Now  who-  than  0?c  *'  PuMyyimsf’-  those  ajithigrlfoiis 
mm  y.u<  ,t  hiilaf  of  lyimr  under  a hole  m ov.tiiHvw,  I he  i«it*  0/  the  modern  twilight 
.VlS^^v  &iJ*t  (%Tii!!i£  with  c*ery  |jreiit.)n*  /•  f ;;  m.' : y ' '' 

iuaii  vv)»o  ]/iis>cs  neat  him  cau  not  prssi  ^ 

Idy  nuifct;  ' Agnify  li<>vi8 >»*e  , In  pavting  yeith  SjchAyy  SiinHlh  one  efttn 

uucoifni«t\t)K'ati\ (:•  vory ; hence  their  she  not  hot  hold  him  fdix  0]r)Kirt\iy\ihih: 
oom;,vv  cohere  “}t  linos  would  only  happy  ilj  the  spar>  allotted  io  },;m 

l ife  Li  by  r*a  I isjn  'was  triuniplKmt  fH  lH^ 
itet is  llu^;  have  nrnde  about  ki lliug  ^hcep  hitef  day4  Wliaf  would  h^  tlviuk  fl$y> 
riinl  shenlirniw  4,rul  the  most  likely  places  ' “ ejitliusiusms*'  <tf  .neMiern  Liheraliaui  | 
for  eiticiiing  a calf  grazing,  they  could  not  H«ov  would  lii^  oHhr^lovr  regard  Haewio 
fail  Us  tmpiMve  “ Tins  is  qhiW  in  “ Murk  * hmf  .now.  find  PA  rduhon  inis  pi^i  fe: 
woy/  hs  Lord  TVonytson  ^ay^.  Again,  yoml  Uu- .reach  of  hieih*  ndienle  / Muoa 
When  fh»- eVUholie^wer^  ojnuvssril  iii  Jve-  tiling^  m which  Sidney  Smillt  t^jinej-d 
laud,  Sydney  Smith  said  to  ifty  efi'Vgy and  .!*>****  muv  !<>  have  tin*  drawbacks  insepu 
the  governmcih.  ’Why  do  y mi  choose  mhle  Trim  his  beloved  gm.  HcAuvlu 
Ihesf-  iieree  tusr|ih-  LVhr 0ff  ' beerl^ all  his  iug?^. had 

you' ‘torment  William  \V iihm'have  nmi  Ire  lived  in  nor  lime.;  hut  how  we  mm 
the  Clnpiiom  onte>  TVlic  torivu^  a’i/ul}-'  his  wUdora,  his.  wit,  his  mirth!™ we  who 
dog  When  yon  can  got  a 'frog  or  a rm«-  live  in  an  ogv  -of  stoliiuty  and  Irivolity, 
hu  * Ag'in  lie  wriiisoai  pulpit  oratory  ; . wlmii  in^fvucvifm.  os:  Sydnt*y  Smith  said 
‘ ‘ Why  arc  wp  ma  ( every  w fieW  tef  hi  • hf  Hulthiii 's  ot  invtj' 

the  iml.pd.  f '.-ir/i//'  i’O//.  he  fAr:  00/  vd  />u  th*h->,f  omnsemcm,'' 


,’  > '*  . 

■ vV'v  c ; * 

'.';v;g;o  ■ruhH- yy:i;kWt;i:W-d- 

V -s 

V\  'tytij 
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Ids  wish  that  she  should  her  inquiringly,  ami  asked,  "‘You  enjoyed 
y man  of  the  city.  His  every  moment,  I suppose /’ 
tm  of am*  other  future  for  Sim  shook  her  head  sadly,  and  after  a 
hild,  and  she  looked  for-  moment  said;  “ 1 fear  I’ve  grown  rather 
itt.Ie  complacency  to  the  tired  of  that  kind  of  thing.  We  made 
nv  and  elegant  establish-  much  effort  to  en joy  ourselves.  Is  there 

not  a happiness  which  comes  without  so 
table  Gertrude  had  given  niueh  effort/* 
unt  of  her  yachting  <* x | »•*  F fm  sun-v/'  he  said,  sirnplv. 

had  appeared  to  promise  “Perhaps  you  need  not  be,  Suppose  I 
she  went  to  the  library  to  hud  move  pleasure  in  staying  with  you 
good  night  he  looked  at  i than  in  rushing  around  f' 

jrtlp  Original  from ; 

d Y UNIVERSITY  OF  MtGHtC 


902 


HARPER’S  NEW  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE. 


44  That  would  not  last.  That  is  contra- 
ry to  nature.” 

44 1 think  it  would  be  less  contrary  to 
my  nature  than  forced  gayety  among  peo- 
ple I care  nothing  about.” 

He  smiled  at  her  fondly,  but  admitted 
to  himself  that  absence  had  confirmed  the 
impressions  of  the  summer,  instead  of  dis- 
sipating them,  and  that  if  Burt  became  her 
suitor  he  would  be  accepted. 

When  she  looked  out  on  the  morning 
of  the  excursion  to  Fort  Putnam  it  was  so 
radiant  with  light  and  beauty  that  hope 
sprung  up  within  her  heart.  Disappoint- 
ment that  might  last  through  life  could 
not  come  on  a day  like  this.  Silvery  mists 
were  rising  from  the  river  down  among 
the  Highlands.  The  lawn  and  many  of 
the  fields  were  as  green  as  they  had  been 
in  June,  and  on  every  side  were  trees  like 
immense  bouquets,  so  rich  and  varied  were 
the  colors  of  their  leaves.  There  was  a 
dewy  freshness  in  the  air,  a genial  warmth 
in  the  sunshine,  a spring-like  blue  in  the 
sky;  and  in  these  was  no  suggestion  that 
the  November  of  her  life  was  near.  4 4 And 
yet  it  may  be,”  she  thought.  44 1 must  face 
my  fate  soon,  and  I must  be  true  to  Amy.” 

Mrs.  Hargrove  regarded  with  discontent 
the  prospect  of  another  long  mountain  ex- 
pedition; but  Fred,  her  idol,  was  wild  for 
it,  and  in  a day  or  two  he  must  return  to 
his  school  in  the  city,  from  which,  at  his 
earnest  plea,  he  had  been  absent  too  long 
already ; so  she  smiled  her  farewell  at  last 
upon  the  fateful  excursion. 

He,  with  his  sister,  was  soon  at  the  Clif- 
fords’, and  found  the  rockawav — the  strong 
old  carry-all  with  which  Gertrude  already 
had  tender  associations  — in  readiness. 
Maggie  had  agreed  to  chaperon  the  party, 
little  Ned  having  been  easily  bribed  to  re- 
main with  his  father. 

Miss  Hargrove  had  looked  wistfully  at 
the  Clifford  mansion  as  she  drew  near  to 
it.  Never  had  it  appeared  to  her  more 
home-like,  with  its  embowering  trees  and 
laden  orchards.  And  when  Mr.  Clifford 
met  her  at  the  door,  and  took  her  in  to  see 
the  invalid,  who  greeted  her  almost  as  af- 
fectionately as  she  would  have  welcomed 
Amy  after  absence,  Miss  Hargrove  knew 
in  the  depths  of  her  heart  how  easily  she 
could  be  at  home  there. 

Never  did  a pleasure  party  start  un- 
der brighter  auspices.  Even  Mrs.  Clifford 
came  out,  on  her  husbands  arm,  to  wave 
them  a farewell. 

The  young  men  had  their  alpenstocks, 


for  it  was  their  intention  to  walk  up  the 
steep  places.  Webb  was  about  to  take 
Alf  and  Johnnie  on  the  front  seat  with 
him,  when  Amy  exclaimed:  4 4 I’m  going 
to  drive,  Mr.  Webb.*  Johnnie  can  sit  be- 
tween us,  and  keep  me  company  when  you 
are  walking.  You  needn’t  think  that  be- 
cause you  are  the  brilliant  author  of  this 
expedition  you  are  going  to  have  every- 
thing your  own  way.” 

Indeed,  not  a little  guile  lurked  behind 
her  laughing  eyes,  which  ever  kept  Webb 
in  perplexity — though  he  looked  into  them 
so  often — whether  they  were  blue  or  gray. 
Miss  Hargrove  demurely  took  her  seat 
with  Maggie,  and  Burt  had  the  two  boys 
with  him.  Fred  had  brought  bis  gun, 
and  was  vigilant  for  game,  now  that  the 
“law  was  up.” 

They  soon  reached  the  foot  of  the  mount- 
ain, and  there  was  a general  unloading, 
for  at  first  every  one  wished  to  walk. 
Maggie  good-naturedly  climbed  around  to 
the  front  seat  and  took  the  reins,  remark- 
ing that  she  would  “soon  have  plenty  of 
company  again.” 

Burt  had  not  recognized  Amy's  tactics, 
nor  did  he  at  first  second  them,  even  un- 
consciously. 

One  of  the  objects  of  the  expedition  was 
to  obtain  an  abundant  supply  of*autumn 
leaves  and  ferns  for  pressing.  44 1 intend 
to  make  the  old  bouse  look  like  a bower 
this  winter,”  Amy  remarked.  , 

4 4 That  would  be  impossible  with  our  city 
home,”  Miss  Hargrove  said,  “and  mamma 
would  not  hear  of  such  an  attempt.  But 
I can  do  as  I please  in  my  own  room,  and 
shall  gather  my  country  souvenirs  to- 
day.” 

The  idea  of  decorating  her  apartment 
with  feathery  ferns  and  bright-hued  leaves 
took  a strong  hold  upon  her  fancy,  for  she 
hoped  that  Burt  would  aid  her  in  making 
the  collection.  Nor  was  she  disappointed, 
for  Amy  said : 

44  Burt,  I have  gathered  and  pressed 
nearly  all  the  ferns  I need  already.  You 
know  the  shady  nooks  where  the  most 
delicate  ones  grow,  and  you  can  help  Ger- 
trude make  as  good  a collection  as  mine. 
You  help  too,  won’t  you,  Webb?”  added 
the  innocent  little  schemer,  who  saw  that 
! Burt  was  looking  at  her  rather  keenly. 

| So  they  wound  up  the  mountain,  mak- 
| mg  long  stops  here  and  there  to  gather 
j^ylvan  trophies  and  to  note  the  fine  views* 
Amy's  manner  was  so  cordial  and  natnzaL 
that  Burt's  suspicions  had  been  aQayad^ 
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Tlaigtvvu,  ami  sin-,  fell  liiiH.  whatever  Ijftjr- 
-In-  *»  it*.  I't-iijL--  >Tirioii»'iJ  l.y  -every  •. 
iMmy  Im  ©U»im;d  for  livr  Ainy  liud- 
brought  a gH-ui,  many  tiev  sj»a|itfi-i  folded 


i>i  t ] am  H-f  l u>  t in-  A|iii*l  country, 
irnd  :i  duy  like  ibis  !-»  tin 

v"  I d«>.  not.  jiHugirie  you  jUuv*.-  0t?f  )iV*«|  s 
h tame  life." 


; &#*•'  . 0ki£*M\  ♦V{1$ 

■tli'afc  liis  offenuir*  Wkre  4^jft 

of  Burl , Tltv  laTU*r  ^ViV^}  t'»  be  ifttV. 
ftetfCia)  it* i«r 

U^teati  [M\  fyil  i\  i\i  c|:T»^ 

».Wl  aijUsoftl*‘tj£i«*>fir  | inuu f !' | ..:•. jpj| 

tt'Hli  Vii>\  Vbin: 0j$j&  si*  3)iv;u  Utnr  ;<* 

smwU  ik  s1u.>i1  tiii-titf**-'  <ui  ?onty  vhwrijim.*  ^ 
A\*k1  .slt;u.1i‘*l  k.  f ,i>  flp : Uo-Nv;  URN'tV- 

Villfl IS  lift’ i <1,  . ••  j;  (’ ' ’ ’ * • \';  > yr*  : . ' ' * , > *,  ; 1 $ 

'*  I iiiciv  i»  Ukuk,  ItpAv  frr^f^r}  y ^ J j ; 
'iiia^^^Aiu^Vuiuu.  ihix 

*j. .of  *ltt  replied 

'\l  sbuU  ftpt*i  xfu>i;  L pm  \yi  iUt  ;j. 

prt&a^a:^  ' 

' Vtla^  Hiuicocr 

' ' Ytfs  •/£$&pfep>uXi  teat  I ftygff? 

- 1 i>hcadd  tlitok  you.  '<vkuld  ihul  u,  t 


ptkbti  wnixt  you  were 
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to  meet  that  danger,  I would  not  have 
missed  being  near  for  the  world.  I had 
even  a narrower  escape,  as  you  know,  on 
this  mountain.  The  spot  where  Webb 
found  me  is  scarcely  more  than  a mile 
from  here.” 

She  looked  at  him  very  wistfully,  and 
her  face  grew  pale,  but  she  only  said.  “I 
don’t  think  either  of  us  can  forget  these 
Highlands.” 

“I  shall  never  forget  that  little  path,” 
he  said,  in  a low  tone,  and  he  looked  back 
at  it  lingeringly  as  they  came  out  into  the 
road  and  approached  the  rest  of  the  party. 

They  made  a long  pause  to  enjoy  the 
view  looking  out  upon  Constitution  Isl- 
and, West  Point,  the  southern  mountains, 
and  the  winding  river,  dotted  here  and 
there  with  sails,  and  with  steamers,  seem- 
ingly held  motionless  by  their  widely  sep- 
arated train  of  canal  boats. 

44  What  mountain  is  this  that  we  are 
now  to  descend  ?”  Miss  Hargrove  asked. 

“Cro’nest,”  Burt  replied.  44  It’s  the 
first  high  mountain  that  abuts  on  the 
river  above  West  Point,  you  will  remem- 
ber.” 

They  were  soon  winding  down  the  S’s 
by  which  the  road  overcame  the  steep  de- 
clivity. 

The  road  from  the  foot  of  the  mount- 
ain descends  gradually  through  wild,  beau- 
tiful scenery  to  West  Point.  Cro’nest 
rose  abruptly  on  the  left,  and  there  was  a 
wooded  valley  on  the  right,  with  mount- 
ains beyond.  The  trees  overhung  the 
road  with  a canopy  of  gold,  emerald,  and 
crimson  foliage,  and  the  sunlight  came  to 
them  as  through  stained-glass  windows. 
Taking  a side  street  at  the  back  of  the  mil- 
itary post,  they  soon  reached  a point  over 
which  frowned  the  ruins  of  the  fort,  and 
here  they  left  their  horses.  After  a brief 
climb  to  the  northward  they  entered  on  an 
old  road,  grass-grown  and  leaf -carpeted, 
and  soon  passed  through  the  gaping  sally- 
port, on  either  side  of  which  cone-like  ce- 
dars stood  as  sentinels.  Within  the  fort 
nature  had  been  busy  for  a century  soft- 
ening and  obi  iterating  the  work  of  man. 
Cedar-trees — some  of  which  were  dying 
from  age — grew  every  where,  even  on  the 
c r u m hi  i n g rampart  s. 

All  but  Amy  had  visited  the  spot  before, 
and  Burt  explored  the  place  with  her 
while  the  rest  prepared  for  lunch.  She 
had  asked  Gertrude  to  accompany  them, 
but  t lie  latter  had  sought  refuge  with 
Maggie,  and  at  her  side  she  proposed  to 


remain.  She  scarcely  dared  trust  herself 
with  Burt,  and  as  the  day  advanced  he 
certainly  permitted  his  eyes  to  express  an 
interest  that  promised  ill  for  his  inexora- 
ble purpose  of  constancy. 

It  had  become  clear  to  Miss  Hargrove 
that  he  was  restrained  by  something  that 
had  occurred  between  him  and  Amy,  and 
both  her  pride  and  her  sense  of  truth  to 
her  friend  decided  her  to  withdraw  as  far 
as  possible  from  his  society,  and  to  return 
to  the  city. 

She  and  Burt  vied  with  each  other  in 
gayety  at  lunch.  When  it  was  over  they 
all  grouped  themselves  in  the  shade  of  a 
clump  of  cedars,  and  looked  away  upon 
the  wide  prospect,  Webb  pointing  out  ob- 
jects of  past  and  present  interest.  Alf 
and  Fred  speedily  grew  restless,  and  start- 
ed off  with  the  gun ; Johnnie's  head  sunk 
into  her  mother’s  lap  ; Miss  Hargrove  and 
Burt  grew  quiet  and  preoccupied,  their 
eyes  looking  off  into  vacancy.  Webb 
was  saying:  “By  one  who  had  imagina- 
tion, how  much  more  could  be  seen  from 
this  point  than  meets  the  eye!  There  on 
the  plain  below  us  would  rise  the  magnifi- 
cent rustic  colonnade,  two  hundred  and 
twenty  feet  long  and  eighty  wide,  beneath 
which  Washington  gave  the  great  banquet 
in  honor  of  the  birth  of  the  Dauphin  of 
France,  and  on  the  evening  of  the  same 
day  these  hills  blazed  with  musketry  and 
rolled  back  the  thunder  of  cannon  with 
which  the  festivities  of  the  evening  were 
begun.  Think  of  the 4 Father  of  his  coun 
try’  being  there  in  flesh  and  blood,  just  as 
we  are  here ! In  the  language  of  an  old  mil- 
itary journal,  4 he  carried  down  a dance 
of  twenty  couple  on  the  green  grass,  with 
a graceful  and  dignified  air,  having  Mrs. 
Knox  for  his  partner.’  In  almost  a direct 
line  across  the  river  you  can  see  the  Bev- 
erly Robinson  house,  from  which  Arnold 
carried  on  his  correspondence  with  Andre. 
You  can  look  into  the  window  of  the 
room  to  which,  after  hearing  of  the  cap- 
ture of  Andr6,  he  hastened  from  the  break- 
fast table.  To  this  upper  room  he  imme- 
diately summoned  his  wife — who  had  been 
the  beautiful  Margaret  Shippen,  you  re- 
member— and  told  her  of  his  awful  peril, 
then  rushed  away,  leaving  the  poor  terror- 
stricken  woman  unconscious  on  the  floor. 
Would  you  not  like  to  look  through  the 
glass  at  the  house  where  the  tragedy  oc- 
curred, Miss  Hargrove?” 

At  the  sound  of  her  name  the  young 
girl  started  visibly,  and  Webb  saw  that 
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■ *>;i  V ; under  strong  emo- 

t ion  evidently. r Her 
dll?  tight  was,  * * I 

don't  believe  she 
heard  a word  that 
Webb  said.''  Then,  seeing  that  Burt  was 
helping  Maggie  and  Miss  Hargrove,  she 
added,  Vfc  Please  point  out  to  me  some  other 
interesting  places.” 

Webb,  well  pleased,  talked  on  to  a list- 
ener who  did  riot  give  him  her  whole 
attention.  She  could  not  forget  her 
friend  s paleness  and  manner,  her  alter 
nations  from  extreme  gayety  to  a look 
of  such  deep  sadness  as  to  awaken  not  a 
little  sympathetic  curiosity  Amy  loved 
her  friend  truly,  and  it  did  not  seem 
strange  to  her  that  Miss  Hargrove  was 
deeply  interested  in  Burt,  since  they  had 
been  much  thrown  together,  and  since  she 
probald y owed  her  life  to  him. 

By  the  time,  they  were  ready  to  start 
homeward,  the  southern  side  of  (Vouest 
wait  in  deep  blue  shadow.  They  bowled 
along  rapidly  till  they  came  to  the  steep 
ascent,  and  then  the  boys  and  the  young 
men  sprang  out.  “Would  yon  like  to 
walk,  Gertrude  r Amy  asked,  for  she  was 
bent  on  throwing  her  friend  and  Burt  to 


there  weir  tears  iiejicr  eves;  but  she 

complied  without  a word,  and  he  so 
directed  the  glass  that  it  covered  the 
historic  mansion 

‘‘How  full  of  sensibility  she  is  1”  thought 
innocent  Webb,  taking  her  quickly  sup- 
pressed emotion  as  a tribute  to  his  moving 
reminiscences. 

“Oh,  Webb,  have  done  with  your  lu- 
gubrious ancient  history!"  cried  Burt, 
springing  up. 

“ Its  time  we  were  getting  ready  for  a 
homeward  move,”’ said  Maggie.  " 1 11  go 
and  pack  the  things  ” 

k 1 Ajiul  Pit  help  you,"  ailded  Miss  Har- 
grove, hastily  following  her. 

“Let  me  look  at  the  house  too/ 'said  Amy, 
taking  t.he  glass.  Then  she  added,  after 
a moment:  “Poor  Margaret  Arnold!  It 
was  indeed  a tragedy,  as  you  said,  Webb 
-a  sadder  one  than  these  old  preparations 
for  war  can  suggest,  in  all  his  career  of 
war  and  treachery.  Arnold  never  inflicted 
a more  cruel  wound/' 

“ How  much  feeling  Miss  Hargrove 
showed!"  Webb  remarked,  musingly. 

“Yes."  said  Amy,  quietly;  ‘she  was 
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gether  during  the  witching  twilight  that 
was  coming  on  apace. 

“I  fear  I am  too  tired,  unless  the  load 
is  heavy,”  she  replied. 

“ Oh  no,  indeed,”  said  Webb.  “ It  does 
not  take  long  to  reach  the  top  of  the  mount- 
ain on  this  side,  and  then  it’s  chiefly  down- 
hill the  rest  of  the  way.” 

Amy,  who  had  been  sitting  with  Webb 
and  Johnnie  as  before,  said  to  Miss  Har- 
grove, “Won’t  you  step  across  the  seats 
and  keep  me  company  ?” 

She  complied,  but  not  willingly.  She 
was  so  utterly  unhappy  that  she  wished  to 
be  left  to  herself  as  far  as  possible.  In  her 
realization  of  a loss  that  seemed  immeasur- 
able, she  was  a little  resentful  toward  Amy, 
feeling  that  she  had  been  more  frank  than 
her  friend  in  her  confidences.  If  Amy  had 
claims  on  Burt,  why  had  she  not  spoken 
of  them  ? why  had  she  permitted  her,  for 
whom  she  professed  such  strong  friend- 
ship, to  drift  almost  wholly  unwarned  upon 
so  sad  a fate  ? and  why  was  she  now  clear- 
ly trying  to  bring  together  Burt  and  the 
one  to  whom  even  he  felt  that  he  had  no 
right  to  speak  in  more  than  a friendly 
manner?  While  she  was  making  such 
immense  self-sacrifice  to  be  true,  she  felt 
that  Amy  was  maintaining  an  unfair  reti- 
cence, if  not  actually  beguiling  them  into 
a display  of  weakness  for  which  they 
would  be  condemned,  or  at  least  Burt 
would  be,  and  love  identifies  itself  with 
its  object.  These  thoughts,  having  once 
been  admitted,  grew  upon  her  mind  rapid- 
ly, for  it  is  hard  to  suffer  through  anoth- 
er and  maintain  a gentle  charity.  There- 
fore she  was  silent  when  she  took  her  seat 
by  Amy,  and  when  the  latter  turned  and 
gave  a look  that  was  like  a caress,  she  did 
not  return  it. 

“You  are  tired,  Gertrude,”  Amy  began, 
gently.  “ Indeed,  you  look  ill.  You  must 
stay  with  me  to-night,  and  I’ll  watch  over 
you  like  Sairv  Gamp.” 

So  far  from  responding  to  Amy’s  play- 
ful and  friendly  words,  Miss  Hargrove 
said,  hastily:  “Oh  no;  I had  better  go 
on  home.  I don’t  feel  very  well ; and  I 
must  begin  preparations  to-morrow  for 
my  return  to  the  city/’ 

Amy  would  not  be  repulsed,  but  putting 
her  arm  around  her  friend,  she  looked  into 
her  eyes  and  asked:  “Why  are  you  so 
eager  to  return  to  New  York  ? Are  you 
tiring  of  your  country  friends  ? You  cer- 
tainly told  me  that  you  expected  to  stay 
till  November.’1 


“Fred  must  go  back  to  school  to-mor- 
row,” said  Gertrude,  in  a constrained 
voice,  “and  I do  not  think  it  is  well  to 
leave  him  alone  in  the  city  house.” 

“You  are  withdrawing  your  confidence 
from  me,”  said  Amy,  sadly. 

‘ 4 Have  you  ever  truly  given  me  yours?” 
was  the  low,  impetuous  response.  4 No.  If 
you  had,  I should  not  be  the  unhappy  girl 
I am  to-night.  Well,  since  you  wish  to 
know  the  whole  truth,  you  shall.  You  said 
you  could  trust  me  implicitly,  and  I prom- 
ised to  deserve  your  trust.  If  you  had  said 
to  me  that  Burt  was  bound  to  you  when  I 
told  you  that  I was  heart-whole  and  fan- 
cy-free, I should  have  been  on  my  guard. 
Is  it  natural  that  I should  be  indifferent 
to  the  man  who  risked  his  life  to  save 
mine  ? Why  have  you  left  me  so  long  in 
his  society  without  a word  of  warning? 
But  I shall  keep  my  word.  I shall  not  try 
to  snatch  happiness  from  another.” 

Johnnie’s  tuneful  little  voice  was  pip- 
ing a song,  and  the  rumble  of  the  wheels 
over  the  stony  road  prevented  Maggie,  on 
the  last  seat,  from  hearing  anything. 

The  clasp  of  Amy’s  arm  tightened. 
44 Now  you  shall  stay  with  me  to-night,” 
she  said.  44 1 can  not  explain  here  and 
now.  See,  Burt  has  turned,  and  is  com- 
ing toward  us.  I pledge  you  my  word  he 
can  never  be  to  me  more  than  a brother. 
I do  not  love  him  except  as  a brother,  and 
never  have,  and  you  can  snatch  no  happi- 
ness from  me  except  by  treating  me  with 
distrust,  and  going  away.” 

They  soon  reached  the  summit,  and 
paused  to  give  the  horses  a rest.  The 
young  moon  hung  in  the  west,  and  its  sil- 
ver crescent  symbolized  to  Miss  Hargrove 
the  hope  that  was  growing  in  her  heart 

Burt  in  the  mean  time  was  occupied 
with  some  disagreeable  reflections.  Per- 
haps both  the  girls  had  at  last  understood 
him,  and  had  been  comparing  notes  to  his 
infinite  disadvantage.  His  fickleness  and 
the  dilemma  he  was  in  may  have  become  a 
jest  between  them.  What  could  he  do  ? 
Resentment,  except  against  himself,  was 
impossible.  If  Amy  understood  him,  in 
what  other  way  could  she  meet  any  ap- 
proach to  sentiment  on  his  part  than  by  a 
laughing  scorn  ? If  Miss  Hargrove  had 
divined  the  past,  or  had  received  a hint 
concerning  it,  why  should  she  not  shun 
Ins  society?  He  was  half  desperate,  and 
yet  felt  that  any  show  of  embarrassment 
or  anger  would  only  make  him  appear 
more  ridiculous.  ^ 
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When  they  arrived  at  home,  they  found 
Mr.  Hargrove’s  carriage  in  waiting;  and 
Amy,  after  a brief  conference  with  her 
friend  in  her  room,  came  down  prepared 
to  accompany  Miss  Hargrove  home  after 
supper.  Burt;  was  still  distraught,  and  in 
spite  of  all  his  efforts  at  ease  and  gayety, 
his  embarrassment  and  trouble  were  evi- 
dent. He  had  observed  Miss  Hargrove’s 
pallor  and  her  effort  to  keep  up  at  Fort 
Putnam,  and  could  not  banish  the  hope 
that  she  sympathized  with  him;  but  now 
the  young  girl  was  demurely  radiant. 
Her  color  had  come  again,  and  the  lustre 
of  her  beautiful  eyes  was  dazzling.  Yet 
they  avoided  his,  and  she  had  far  more  to 
say  to  Webb  and  the  others  than  to  him. 
Webb,  too,  was  perplexed,  for  during  the 
day  Amy  had  been  as  bewildering  to  him 
as  to  Burt.  But  he  was  in  no  perplexity 
as  to  his  course,  which  was  simply  to  wait. 
He,  with  Burt,  saw  the  girls  to  the  carriage, 
and  the  latter  said  good-night  rather  cold- 
ly and  stiffly.  Alf  and  Fred  parted  regret- 
fully, with  the  promise  of  a correspond- 
ence which  would  be  as  remarkable  for  its 
orthography  as  for  its  natural  history. 

Mr.  Hargrove  greeted  Amy  cordially, 
but  his  questioning  eyes  rested  oftenest 
on  his  daughter.  Her  expression  and 
manner  caused  him  to  pace  his  study  long 
and  late  that  night.  Mrs.  Hargrove  was 
very  polite  and  a little  stately.  She  felt 
that  she  existed  on  a plane  above  Amy. 

The  young  girls  soon  pleaded  fatigue, 
and  retired.  Once  in  the  seclusion  of 
their  room,  they  forgot  about  their  in- 
nocent fib,  and  there  was  not  a trace  of 
weariness  in  their  manner.  While  Burt 
was  staring  at  his  dismal,  tangled  future, 
seeing  no  solution  of  his  difficulties,  a fate- 
ful conference  relating  to  him  was  taking 
place.  Amy  did  not  look  like  a scorner, 
as  with  a sister’s  love  and  a woman's  tact 
she  pleaded  his  cause  and  palliated  his 
course  to  one  incapable  of  harsh  judg- 
ment. But  she  felt  that  she  must  be  hon- 
est with  her  friend,  and  that  the  whole 
truth  would  be  best  and  safest  in  the  end. 
Her  conclusion  was:  “ No  man  who  loved 
you,  and  whom  you  encouraged,  would 
ever  change.  I know  now  that  I never 
had  a particle  of  such  feeling  as  you  have 
for  Burt,  and  can  see  that  I naturally 
chilled  and  quenched  his  regard  for  me." 

Miss  Hargrove's  dark  eyes  Hashed  omi- 
nously as  she  thought  of  Burt,  or  of  any 
man,  proving  faithless  after  she  had  given 
encouragement. 


“But  it  wasn’t  possible  for  me  to  give 
him  any  real  encouragement,”  Amy  per- 
sisted. “I’ve  never  felt  as  you  do,  and 
am  not  sure  that  I want  to  for  a long 
time.” 

“How  about  Webb?”  Miss  Hargrove 
almost  said,  but  she  suppressed  the  words, 
feeling  that  since  he  had  not  revealed  his 
secret,  she  had  no  right  to  do  so.  Indeed, 
as  she  recalled  how  sedulously  he  had 
guarded  it,  she  was  sure  he  would  not 
thank  her  for  suggesting  it  to  Amy  before 
she  was  ready  for  the  knowledge.  Im- 
petuous as  Miss  Hargrove  was  at  times, 
she  had  too  fine  a nature  to  be  careless  of 
the  rights  and  feelings  of  others. 

Her  decision,  after  this  portentous  con- 
ference, was:  “Mr.  Burt  must  seek  me, 
and  seek  very  zealously.  I know  you 
well  enough,  Amy,  to  be  sure  that  you 
will  give  him  no  hints.  It’s  bad  enough 
to  love  a man  before  I’ve  been  asked  to 
do  so.  What  an  utterly  perverse  and  un- 
manageable thing  one’s  heart  is!” 

Burt  entertained  half  a dozen  wild  and 
half-tragic  projects  before  he  slept  that 
night,  but  finally,  in  utter  self  - disgust, 
settled  down  on  the  prosaic  and  not  ir- 
rational one  of  helping  through  with  the 
fall  work  on  the  farm,  and  then  of  seek- 
ing some  business  or  profession  to  which 
he  could  give  his  whole  mind.  “As  to 
ladies’  society,”  ho  concluded,  savagely, 
“I’ll  shun  it  hereafter  till  I'm  grown 
up.” 

Burt  always  attained  a certain  kind  of 
peace  and  the  power  to  sleep  after  he  had 
reached  an  irrevocable  decision. 

During  the  night  the  wind  veered  to 
the  east,  and  a cold,  dismal  rain-storm  set 
in.  Dull  and  dreary  indeed  the  day  proved 
to  Burt.  He  could  not  go  out  and  put  his 
resolution  into  force.  He  fumed  about 
the  house,  restless  yet  reticent.  He  would 
rather  have  fought  dragons  than  keep 
company  with  his  own  thoughts  in  inac- 
tion. All  supposed  he  missed  Amy,  ex- 
cept Webb,  who  hoped  he  missed  some 
one  else. 

“Why  don’t,  you  go  over  and  bring 
Amy  home,  Burt  ?”  his  mother  asked  at 
the  dinner  tabic.  “The  house  seems  emp- 
ty without  her,  and  everybody  is  moping. 
Even  father  has  fretted  over  his  newspa- 
per, and  wished  Amy  was  here.” 

“Why  can’t  they  print  an  edition  of 
the  paper  for  old  men  and  dark  days?” 
said  the  old  gentleman,  discontentedly. 

“Well,”  remarked  Leonard,  leaning 
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back  in  his  chair,  and  looking  humorous- 
ly at  Maggie,  “I’m  sorry  for  you  young 
fellows,  but  I’m  finding  the  day  serene.” 

“Of  course  you  are,”  snapped  Burt. 
“With  an  arm-chair  to  doze  in  and  din- 
ner to  look  forward  to,  what  more  do  you 
wish  ? As  for  Webb,  he  can  always  get 
astride  of  some  scientific  hobby,  no  matter 
how  bad  the  weather  is.” 

“ As  for  Burt,  he  can  bring  Amy  home, 
and  then  every  one  will  be  satisfied,”  add- 
ed his  mother,  smiling. 

Thus  a new  phase  of  his  dilemma  pre- 
sented itself  to  poor  Burt.  He  must  ei- 
ther face  those  two  girls,  after  their  night’s 
conclave,  with  all  its  possible  revelations, 
or  else  awaken  at  once  very  embarrassing 
surmises.  Why  shouldn’t  he  go  for  Amy  ? 
all  would  ask.  “ Well,  why  shouldn’t  I ?” 
he  thought.  “I  may  as  well  face  it  out.” 
And  in  a mood  of  mingled  recklessness 
and  fear  he  drove  through  the  storm. 
When  his  name  was  announced  the  girls 
smiled  significantly,  but  went  down  look- 
ing as  unconscious  as  if  they  had  not  spok- 
en of  him  in  six  months,  and  Burt  could 
not  have  been  more  suave,  non-committal, 
and  impartially  polite  if  these  ladies  had 
been  as  remote  from  his  thoughts  as  one 
of  Webb’s  theories.  At  the  same  time  he 
intimated  that  he  would  be  ready  to  re- 
turn when  Amy  was. 

At  parting  the  friends  gave  each  other 
a little  look  of  dismay,  and  he  caught  it 
from  the  same  tell-tale  mirror  that  per- 
sisted in  taking  a part  in  this  drama. 

“ Aha!”  thought  the  young  fellow,  “so 
they  have  been  exchanging  confidences, 
and  my  manner  is  disconcerting — not  what 
was  expected.  If  I have  become  a jest 
between  them,  it  shall  be  a short-lived  one. 
Miss  Hargrove,  with  all  her  city  experi- 
ence, shall  find  that  I’m  not  so  young  and 
verdant  but  that  I can  take  a hand  in  this 
game  also.  As  for  Amy,  I now  know  that 
she  never  cared  for  me,  and  I don’t  believe 
she  ever  would.”  And  so  he  went  away 
with  laughing  repartee,  and  did  not  see 
the  look  of  deep  disappointment  with 
which  he  was  followed. 

Burt  treated  Amy  in  an  easy,  fraternal 
manner.  He  engaged  actively  in  the  task 
of  gathering  and  preparing  for  market  the 
large  crop  of  apples,  and  he  openly  broach- 
ed the  subject  of  going  into  a business  of 
some  kind  away  from  home,  where,  he  de- 
clared, with  a special  meaning  for  Amy, 
he  was  not  needed,  adding:  “It’s  time  I 
was  earning  my  salt,  and  settling  down  to 
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something  for  life.  Webb  and  Len  can 
take  care  of  all  the  land,  and  I don’t  believe 
I was  cut  out  for  a farmer.” 

He  not  only  troubled  Amy  exceedingly, 
but  he  perplexed  all  the  family,  for  it 
seemed  that  he  was  decidedly  taking  a 
new  departure.  One  evening,  a day  or 
two  after  he  had  broached  the  project  of 
going  elsewhere,  his  father,  to  Amy’s  dis- 
may, suggested  that  he  should  go  to  the 
far  West  and  look  after  a large  tract  of 
land  which  the  old  gentleman  had  bought 
some  years  before.  It  was  said  that  a rail- 
road was  to  be  built  through  it,  and  if  so, 
the  value  of  the  property  would  be  greatly 
enhanced,  and  steps  should  be  taken  to 
get  part  of  it  into  the  market.  Burt  en- 
tered into  the  scheme  with  eagerness,  and 
was  for  going  as  soon  as  possible.  Look- 
ing to  note  the  effect  of  his  words  upon 
Amy,  he  saw  that  her  expression  was 
not  only  reproachful,  but  almost  severe. 
Leonard  heartily  approved  of  the  plan. 

Webb  was  silent  and  in  deep  despond- 
ency, feeling  that  if  Burt  went  now,  no- 
thing would  be  settled.  He  saw  Amy’s 
aversion  to  the  project  also,  and  misinter- 
preted it. 

The  more,  however,  Burt  thought  of  his 
long  western  journey,  the  more  serious  it 
appeared  to  him.  At  first  he  had  wel- 
comed it  as  promising  a diversion  of  ex- 
citement and  change,  now  it  began  to  ap- 
pear like  exile.  He  dreaded  to  think  of 
the  memories  he  must  take  with  him ; still 
more  he  deprecated  the  thoughts  he  would 
leave  behind  him.  His  plight  made  him 
so  desperate  that  he  suddenly  put  on  his 
riding  suit,  and  in  a few  moments  was  gal- 
loping furiously  away  on  his  black  horse. 

With  a renewal  of  hope,  Webb  watched  his 
proceedings;  and  with  many  surmises, 

Amy,  from  a distant  hill-side,  saw  him 
passing  at  a break-neck  pace. 

For  the  first  two  or  three  miles  Burt 
rode  as  if  he  was  trying  to  leave  care  be- 
hind him,  scarcely  heeding  what  direction 
he  took.  When  at  lastlie  reined  in  his  reek- 
ing horse  he  found  himself  near  the  en 
trance  of  the  lane  over  which  the  willows 
met  in  a Gothic  arch.  He  yielded  to  the 
impulse  to  visit  the  spot  which  had  seen  the 
beginning  of  so  fateful  an  acquaintance, 
and  had  not  gone  far  when  a slight  turn  in  * 
the  road  revealed  a group  whose  presence 
almost  made  his  heart  stand  still  for  a mo- 
ment. Miss  Hargrove  had  stopped  her 
horse  on  the  very  spot  where  he  had 
aided  her  in  her  awkward  predicament. 
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Her  back  was  toward  him,  and  her  great 
dog  was  at  her  side,  looking  up  into  her 
face  as  if  in  mute  sympathy  with  his  fair 
mistress. 

Hope  sprung  up  in  Burt’s  heart.  She 
could  not  be  there  with  bowed  head  if  she 
despised  him.  Her  presence  seemed  in 
harmony  with  that  glance  by  which  when 
weak  and  unnerved  after  escaping  from 
deadly  peril  she  had  revealed  possibly 
more  than  gratitude  to  the  one  who  had 
rescued  her.  His  love  rose  like  an  irre- 
sistible tide,  and  he  resolved  that  before 
he  left  his  home  Amy  and  Miss  Hargrove 
should  know  the  whole  truth,  whatever 
might  be  the  result.  Meanwhile  he  was 
rapidly  approaching  the  young  girl,  and 
the  dog’s  short  bark  of  recognition  was 
her  first  intimation  of  Burt’s  presence. 
Her  impulse  was  to  fly,  but  in  a second 
she  saw  the  absurdity  of  this  course,  and 
yet  she  was  greatly  embarrassed,  and  would 
rather  have  been  discovered  by  him  at  al- 
most any  other  point  of  the  globe.  She 
was  going  to  the  city  on  the  morrow,  and 
as  she  had  drawn  rein  on  this  spot,  and  real- 
ized the  bitterness  of  her  disappointment, 
tears  would  come.  She  wiped  them  hastily 
away,  but  dreaded  lest  their  traces  should 
be  seen. 

Turning  her  horse,  she  met  Burt  with  a 
smile  that  her  moist  eyes  belied,  and  said, 
“I’m  glad  you  do  not  find  me  in  such  an 
awkward  dilemma  as  when  we  first  met 
here.  I’ve  been  giving  my  horse  a rest. 
Do  you  not  want  a gallop  ?”  and  away  like 
the  wind  she  started  homeward. 

Burt  easily  kept  at  her  side,  but  conver- 
sation was  impossible.  At  last  he  said: 
“My  horse  is  very  tired,  Miss  Hargrove. 
At  this  pace  you  will  soon  be  home,  and 
I shall  feel  that  you  are  seeking  to  escape 
from  me.  Have  I fallen  so  very  low  in 
your  estimation  ?” 

44  Why,”  she  exclaimed,  in  well-feigned 
surprise,  as  she  checked  her  horse,  “ what 
have  you  done  that  you  should  fall  in  my 
estimation  ?” 

“I  shall  tell  you  before  very  long,”  he 
said,  with  an  expression  that  seemed  al- 
most tragic. 

^L“  Mr.  Clifford,  you  surprise  me.  Your 
horse  is  all  of  a foam,  too.  Surely  this 
brief  gallop  can  not  have  so  tired  your  su- 
perb beast.  What  has  happened  ? Amy 
is  not  ill,  or  any  one  ?” 

“Oh  no,”  he  replied,  with  a grim  laugh. 
“Every  one  is  well  and  complacent.  I 
had  been  riding  rapidly  before  I met  you. 


My  horse  has  been  idle  for  some  days,  and 
I had  to  run  his  spirit  out  of  him.  Amy 
wishes  to  have  a chestnutting  party  to- 
morrow. Won’t  you  join  us  ?” 

“I’m  sorry,  Mr.  Clifford,  but  I return 
to  the  city  to-morrow  afternoon,  and  was 
coming  over  in  the  morning  to  say  good- 
by  to  Amy  and  your  father  and  mother.” 

“ I am  very  sorry  too,”  he  said,  in  tones 
that  gave  emphasis  to  his  words. 

She  turned  upon  him  a swift,  question- 
ing  glance,  but  her  eyes  instantly  fell  be- 
fore his  intent  gaze. 

4 4 Oh,  well,  ” she  said,  lightly, 4 4 we’ve  had 
a very  pleasant  summer,  and  all  things 
must  come  to  an  end,  you  know.”  Then 
she  went  on  speaking  in  a matter-of-fact 
way  of  the  need  of  looking  after  Fred,  who 
was  alone  in  town,  and  of  getting  the  city 
house  in  order,  and  of  her  plans  for  the 
winter,  adding:  44  As  there  is  a great  deal 
of  fruit  on  the  place,  papa  does  not  feel 
that  he  can  leave  just  yet.  You  know  he 
goes  back  and  forth  often,  and  so  his  busi- 
ness does  not  suffer.  But  I can  just  as 
well  go  down  now,  and  nearly  all  my 
friends  have  returned  to  town.” 

44  All  your  friends,  Miss  Hargrove  ?” 

44  Amy  has  promised  to  visit  me  soon,” 
she  said,  hastily. 

44  It  would  seem  that  I am  not  down  on 
your  list  of  friends,”  he  began,  gloomily. 

“ Why,  Mr.  Clifford,  I’m  sure  papa  and 
I would  be  glad  to  have  you  call  whenever 
you  are  in  town.” 

44 1 fear  I shall  have  to  disappoint  Mr. 
Hargrove,”  he  said,  a little  satirically. 

44  I’m  going  West  the  last  of  this  month, 
and  may  be  absent  much  of  the  winter.  I 
expect  to  look  about  in  that  section  for 
some  opening  in  business.” 

“Indeed!”  she  replied,  in  tones  which 
were  meant  to  convey  but  little  interest, 
yet  which  had  a slight  tremor  in  spite  of 
her  efforts.  “It  will  be  a very  great 
change  for  you.” 

44  Perhaps  you  think  that  constitutes  its 
chief  charm.” 

44 Mr.  Clifford,”  she  said,  “what  chance 
have  I had  to  think  about  it  at  all  ? You 
have  never  mentioned  the  matter.”  (Amy 
had,  however,  and  she  had  not  only 
thought  about,  but  dreamed  of  it,  as  if  she 
had  been  informed  that  on  a certain  date 
the  world  would  end.)  44  Is  it  not  a rath- 
er sudden  plan  ?”  she  asked,  a little  hesita- 
tingly. 

“Yes,  it  is.  My  father  has  a large  tract 
of  land  in  the  West,  and  it's  time  it  was 
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looked  after.  Isn’t  it  natural  that  I should 
think  of  doing  something  in  life  ? I fear 
I’ve  given  you  the  impression  that  I have 
few  thoughts  beyond  having  a good  time.” 

44  To  have  a good  time  in  life,”  she  said, 
smiling  at  him,  “is  a very  serious  mat- 
ter— one  worthy  of  any  one’s  attention. 
It  would  seem  that  few  accomplish  it.” 

“ And  I greatly  fear  that  I shall  share 
in  the  ill  success  of  the  majority.” 

“ You  are  much  mistaken.  A man  has 
no  end  of  resources.  You  will  soon  be 
enjoying  the  excitement  of  travel  and  en- 
terprise in  the  West.” 

“And  you  the  excitement  of  society 
and  conquest  in  the  city.  Conquests,  how- 
ever, must  be  almost  wearisome  to  you, 
Miss  Hargrove,  you  make  them  so  easily.” 

“You  overrate  my  power.  I certainly 
should  soon  weary  of  conquests  were  I 
making  them.  Women  are  different  from 
men  in  this  respect.  Where  in  history  do 
we  read  of  a man  who  was  satiated  with 
conquests  ? Well,  here  we  are  at  home. 
Won’t  you  come  in  ? Papa  will  be  glad 
to  see  you.” 

“Are  you  going  to  the  city  to-mor- 
row r 

“Yes.” 

“ May  I call  on  you  this  evening?” 

“Certainly.  Bring  Amy  with  you, 
won’t  you  ?” 

“Will  you  forgive  me  if  I come  alone?” 

“I’ll  try  to.” 

He  did  not  reply,  but  lifted  his  hat 
gravely,  mounted  his  horse,  and  galloped 
away  as  if  he  were  an  aide  bearing  a mes- 
sage that  might  save  a battle. 

Miss  Hargrove  hastened  to  her  room, 
and  took  off  her  hat  with  hands  that  trem- 
bled. Burt’s  pale,  resolute  face  told  her 
that  the  crisis  in  her  life  had  come.  And 
yet  she  did  not  fully  understand  him.  If 
he  meant  to  speak,  why  had  he  not  spok- 
en ? why  had  lie  not  asked  permission  to 
speak  to  her  father  ? 

Mr.  Hargrove,  ^rom  his  library  win- 
dow, saw  Burt's  formal  parting,  and  con- 
cluded that  his  fears  or  hopes— he  scarcely 
knew  which  were  uppermost,  so  deep  was 
his  love  for  his  daughter,  and  so  painful 
would  it  be  to  see  her  unhappy — were  not 
to  be  fulfilled.  By  a very  great  effort 
Gertrude  appeared  not  very  distraite  at 
dinner,  nor  did  she  mention  Burt,  except 
in  a casual  manner,  in  reply  to  a question 
from  her  mother,  but  her  father  thought 
he  detected  a strong  and  suppressed  ex- 
citement. 


She  excused  herself  early  from  the  ta- 
ble, and  said  she  must  finish  packing  for 
her  departure. 

Burt's  black  horse  was  again  white  with 
foam  before  he  approached  his  home.  In 
the  distance  he  saw  Amy  returning,  the 
children  running  on  before,  Alf  whooping 
like  a small  Indian  to  some  playmate  who 
was  answering  farther  away.  The  gor- 
geous sunset  lighted  up  the  still  more  brill- 
iant foliage,  and  made  the  scene  a fairy- 
land. But  Burt  had  no  more  eye  for  na- 
ture then  than  a man  would  have  who  had 
staked  his  all  on  the  next  throw  of  the  dice. 
Amy  was  alone,  and  now  was  his  chance 
to  intercept  her  before  she  reached  the 
house.  Imagine  her  surprise  as  she  saw 
him  make  his  horse  leap  the  intervening 
fences,  and  come  galloping  toward  her. 

“Burt,”  she  cried,  as  he,  in  a moment 
or  two,  reined  up  near  her,  “you  will 
break  your  neck !” 

4 ‘It  wouldn’t  matter  much,”  he  said, 
grimly.  “I  fear  a worse  fate  than  that.” 

“What  do  you  mean?”  she  asked,  in 
alarm.  “ What  has  happened  ?” 

He  threw  the  bridle  over  a stake  in  the 
fence,  and  the  horse  was  glad  to  rest 
with  drooping  head.  Then  he  came  and 
stood  beside  her,  his  face  flushed,  and  his 
mouth  twitching  with  his  strong  feeling 
and  excitement.  For  a moment  he  could 
not  speak. 

“ Burt,”  she  said,  “ what  is  the  matter  ? 
What  do  you  fear  ?” 

“I  fear  your  scorn,  Amy,”  he  began, 
impetuously ; “I  fear  I shall  lose  your  re- 
spect forever.  But  I can’t  go  on  any 
longer  detesting  myself,  and  feeling  that 
you  and  Miss  Hargrove  both  despise  me. 

I may  seem  to  you  both  a fickle  fool,  a 
man  of  straw,  but  you  shall  both  know 
the  truth.  I sha’n’t  go  away  a coward.  I 
can  at  least  be  honest,  and  then  you  may 
think  what  you  please  of  my  weakness 
and  vacillation.  You  can  not  think 
worse  things  than  I think  myself,  but 
you  must  not  imagine  that  I am  a cold- 
blooded, deliberate  trifler,  for  that  has 
never  been  true.  I know  you  don’t  care 
for  me,  and  never  did.” 

“Indeed,  Burt,  you  are  mistaken.  I 
do  care  for  you  immensely,”  said  Amy, 
eagerly  clasping  his  arm  with  both  her 
hands. 

“Amy,  Amy,” said  Burt,  in  a low,  des- 
perate tone,  “ think  how  few  short  months 
have  passed  since  I told  you  I loved  you. 
and  pro  tested  I would  wait  till  I was  gray ! 
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You  have  seen  me  giving  my  thoughts  to 
another,  and  in  your  mind  you  expect  to 
see  me  carried  away  by  half  a dozen  more. 
You  are  mistaken,  but  it  will  take  a long 
time  to  prove  it.” 

“No,  Burt,  I understand  you  better 
than  you  think.  Gertrude  has  inspired 
in  you  a very  different  feeling  from  the 
one  you  had  for  me.  I think  you  are 
loving  now  with  a man’s  love,  and  that 
you  won’t  get  over  it  very  soon,  if  you 
ever  do.  You  have  seen,  you  must  have 
felt,  that  my  love  for  you  was  only  that  of 
a sister,  and  of  course  you  soon  began  to 
feel  toward  me  in  the  same  way.  I don’t 
believe  I would  have  married  you  had 
you  waited  an  age.  Don’t  you  fret.  I’m 
not  going  to  break  my  heart  about  you.” 

“ I should  think  not,  nor  will  any  one 
else.  Oh,  Amy,  I so  despised  myself  that 
I have  been  half  desperate.” 

“Despised  yourself  because  you  love  a 
girl  like  Gertrude  Hargrove!  I never 
knew  a man  to  do  a more  natural  and 
sensible  thing,  whether  she  gave  any  en- 
couragement or  not.  If  I were  a man  I 
would  make  love  to  her,  rest  assured,  and 
she  would  have  to  refuse  me  more  than 
once  to  be  rid  of  me.” 

Burt  took  a long  breath  of  immense  re- 
lief. “ You  are  heavenly  kind,”  he  said. 
“Are  you  sure  you  won’t  despise  me  ? I 
could  not  bear  that.  It  seems  to  me  that 
I have  done  such  an  awfully  mean  thing 
in  making  love  to  you  in  my  own  home, 
and  then  in  changing.” 

Her  laugh  rang  out  merrily.  “Fate 
has  been  too  strong  for  you,  and  I think 
— I mean  I hope — it  has  been  kind.” 

“But  you  will  be  my  loving  sister  as 
long  as  you  live,  Amy  ? You  will  believe 
that  I have  a little  manhood  if  given  a 
chance  to  show  it  f ” 

“ I believe  it  now,  Burt,  and  I can  make 
you  a hundredfold  better  sister  than  wife. 
The  idea!  It  seems  but  the  other  day  I 
was  playing  with  dolls.  Here,  now,  cheer 
up.  You  have  judged  yourself  too  harsh- 
ly.” And  she  looked  at  him  so  smilingly 
and  affectionately  that  he  took  her  in  his 
arms  and  kissed  her  again  and  again,  ex- 
claiming : 4 4 You  can  count  on  one  brother 
to  the  last  drop  of  his  blood.  Oh,  Amy, 
whatever  happens  now,  I won’t  lose  cour- 
age. . Miss  Hargrove  will  have  to  say  no 
a dozen  times  before  she  is  through  with 
me.” 

At  this  moment  Webb,  from  the  top  of 
a tall  ladder  in  the  orchard,  happened  to 


glance  that  way,  and  saw  the  embrace. 
He  instantly  descended,  threw  down  his 
basket  of  apples,  and  with  it  all  hope. 
Burt  had  won  Amy  at  last.  The  coolness 
between  them  had  been  but  a misunder- 
standing, which  apparently  had  been  ban- 
ished most  decidedly.  He  mechanically 
took  down  his  ladder  and  placed  it  on  the 
ground,  then  went  to  his  room  to  prepare 
for  supper. 

He  appeared  at  the  supper  table  the  per- 
sonification of  quiet  geniality,  but  Amy 
thought  she  had  never  seen  him  look  so 
hollow-eyed.  The  long  strain  was  begin- 
ning to  tell  on  him  decidedly,  and  to-night 
he  felt  as  if  he  had  received  a mortal  blow. 
But  with  indomitable  courage  he  hid  his 
wound,  and  seemed  absorbed  in  a conver- 
sation with  Leonard  and  his  father  about 
the  different  varieties  of  apples  and  their 
relative  value.  Amy  saw  that  his  mother 
was  looking  at  him  anxiously,  and  she 
did  not  wonder.  He  was  growing  thin 
even  to  gauntness. 

Burt  also  was  an  arrant  dissembler,  and 
on  rising  from  the  table  remarked  casual- 
ly that  he  was  going  over  to  bid  Miss 
Hargrove  good-by,  as  she  would  return  to 
town  on  the  morrow. 

“She’ll  surely  come  and  see  us  before 
she  goes,”  Mrs.  Clifford  remarked.  “It 
seems  to  me  she  hasn’t  been  very  social  of 
late.” 

44  Certainly,”  said  Amy;  “she’ll  be  over 
in  the  morning.  She  told  me  she  was 
coming  to  say  good-by  to  us  all,  and 
she  has  asked  me  to  visit  her.  Come, 
W ebb,  you  look  all  tired  out  to-night.  Let 
me  read  to  you.  I’ll  stumble  through  the 
driest  scientific  treatise  you  have  if  I can 
see  you  resting  on  the  sofa.” 

“That’s  ever  so  kind  of  you,  Amy,  and 
I appreciate  it  more  than  you  imagine,  but 
I’m  going  out  this  evening.” 

4 4 Oh,  of  course,  sisters  are  of  no  account. 
What  girl  are  you  going  to  see  ?” 

“No  girl  whatever^  I am  too  old  and 
dull  to  entertain  the  pretty  creatures.” 

“ Don’t  be  fishing.  You  know  one  you 
could  entertain,  if  she  isn’t  a pretty  crea- 
ture; but  then  she’s  only  a sister  who 
doesn’t  know  much.” 

“I’m  sorry — I must  go,” he  said,  a lit- 
tle abruptly,  for  her  lovely,  half-laughing, 
half-reproachful  face,  turned  to  his,  con- 
tained such  mocking  promise  of  happiness 
that  he  could  not  look  upon  it 

What  was  his  urgent  business?  His 
rapid  steps  as  he  walked  mile  after  mile 
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indicated  that  the  matter  was  pressing  in- 
deed, but  although  it  was  late  before  he 
returned,  he  had  spoken  to  no  one.  The 
house  was  dark  and  silent  except  that  a 
light  was  burning  in  Burt’s  room.  And 
it  is  his  momentous  fortunes  that  the  read- 
er must  now  follow. 

Miss  Hargrove,  with  a fluttering  heart, 
heard  the  rapid  feet  of  his  horse  as  he  rode 
up  the  avenue.  Truly  he  was  coming  at 
a lover’s  pace.  The  door -bell  rang,  she 
heard  him  admitted,  and  expected  the 
maid’s  tap  at  her  door  to  follow.  Why 
did  it  not  come  ? Were  the  tumultuous 
throbs  of  her  heart  so  loud  that  she  could 
not  hear  it  ? What  had  become  of  him  ? 
She  waited  and  listened  in  vain.  She 
opened  her  door  slightly;  there  was  no 
sound.  She  went  to  her  window.  There 
below,  like  a shadow,  stood  a saddled 
horse.  Where  was  the  knight  ? Had  the 
stupid  girl  shown  him  into  the  drawing- 
room and  left  him  there?  Surely  the 
well-trained  servant  had  never  been  guilty 
of  such  a blunder  before.  Could  it  have 
been  some  one  else  who  had  come  to  see 
her  father  on  business  ? She  stole  down 
the  stairway  in  a tremor  of  apprehension, 
and  strolled  into  the  parlor  in  the  most 
nonchalant  manner  imaginable.  It  was 
lighted,  but  empty,  and  her  expression 
suddenly  became  one  of  troubled  perplex- 
ity. She  returned  to  the  hall,  and  started 
as  if  she  had  seen  an  apparition.  There 
on  the  rack  hung  Burt’s  hat  as  natural  as 
life.  Voices  reached  her  ear  from  her  fa- 
ther’s study.  She  took  a few  swift  steps 
toward  it,  then  fled  to  her  room,  and  stood 
panting  before  her  mirror,  which  reflected 
a young  lady  in  a costume  charmingly  ill 
adapted  for  “packing.” 

How  swiftly  the  minutes  passed!  how 
eternally  long  they  were!  Would  she  be 
sent  for  ? When  would  she  be  sent  for  ? 
“It  was  honorable  in  him  to  speak  to 
papa  first,  and  papa  would  not,  could  not, 
answer  him  without  consulting  me.  I 
can  not  be  treated  as  a child  any  longer,” 
she  muttered,  with  flashing  eyes.  “Papa 
loves  me,”  she  murmured,  in  swift  alterna- 
tion of  gentle  feeling.  “He  would  not 
make  my  happiness  secondary  to  a paltry 
sum  of  money.” 

Meanwhile  Burt  was  pleading  his  cause. 
Mr.  Hargrove  had  greeted  him  with  no  lit- 
tle surprise.  The  parting  of  the  young 
people  had  not  promised  any  such  inter- 
view. 

“ Have  you  spoken  to  my  daughter  on 


this  subject  ?”  Mr.  Hargrove  asked,  grave- 
ly, after  the  young  fellow  had  rather  in- 
coherently made  known  his  errand. 

“ No,  sir,”  replied  Burt;  “I  have  not  se- 
cured your  permission.  At  the  same  time,” 
he  added,  with  an  ominous  flash  in  his  blue 
eyes,  “sincerity  compels  me  to  say  that  I 
could  not  take  a final  refusal  from  any 
lips  except  those  of  your  daughter,  and  not 
readily  from  hers.  I would  not  give  up 
the  effort  to  win  her  until  convinced  that 
any  amount  of  patient  effort  was  useless. 

I should  not  persecute  her,  but  I would 
ask  her  to  reconsider  an  adverse  answer  as 
often  as  she  would  permit,  and  I will  try 
with  all  my  soul  to  render  myself  more 
worthy  of  her.” 

“In  other  words,”  began  Mr.  Hargrove, 
severely,  “ if  I should  decline  this  honor, 

I should  count  for  nothing.” 

“ No,  sir,  I do  not  mean  that,  and  I hope 
I haven’t  said  it  even  by  implication. 
Your  consent  that  I should  have  a fair 
field  in  which  to  do  my  best  would  receive 
from  me  boundless  gratitude.  What  I 
mean  to  say  is  that  I could  not  give  her 
up;  I should  not  think  it  right  to  do  so. 

This  question  is  vital  to  me,  and  I know 
of  no  reason,”  he  added,  a little  haughtily, 

“ why  I should  be  refused  a privilege 
which  is  considered  the  right  of  every 
gentleman.” 

“I  have  not  in  the  slightest  degree 
raised  the  question  of  your  being  a gen- 
tleman, Mr.  Clifford.  Your  course  in  com- 
ing to  me  before  revealing  your  regard  to 
my  daughter  proves  that  you  are  one.  But 
you  should  realize  that  you  are  asking  a 
great  deal  of  me.  My  child’s  happiness 
is  my  first  and  only  consideration.  You 
know  the  condition  of  life  to  which  my 
daughter  has  been  accustomed.  It  is  right 
and  natural  that  I should  also  know  some- 
thing of  your  prospects,  your  ability  to 
meet  the  obligations  into  which  you  wish 
to  enter.” 

Poor  Burt  flushed  painfully  and  hesi- 
tated. After  a moment  he  answered  with 
a dignity  and  an  evident  sincerity  which 
won  golden  opinions  from  Mr.  Hargrove: 

“I  shall  not  try  to  mislead  you  in  the 
least  on  this  point.  For  my  own  sake  I 
wish  that  your  daughter  were  far  poorer 
than  I am.  I can  say  little  more  than 
that  I could  give  her  a home  now  and  ev- 
ery comfort  of  life.  I could  not  now 
give  her  the  luxury  to  which  she  has  been 
accustomed.  But  I am  willing  to  wait 
and  eager  to  work.  In  youth  and  health 
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and  a fair  degree  of  education  I have  some 
capital,  in  addition  to  the  start  in  life 
which  my  father  has  promised  to  his  sons. 
What  could  not  Miss  Hargrove  inspire  a 
man  to  do  ?” 

The  man  of  experience  smiled  in  spite 
of  himself  at  Burt’s  frank  enthusiasm  and 
naiveti . The  whole  affair  was  so  differ- 
ent from  anything  that  he  had  ever  look- 
ed forward  to.  Instead  of  a few  formali- 
ties between  himself  and  a wealthy  suitor 
whom  his  wife,  and  therefore  all  the 
world,  would  approve  of,  here  he  was  list- 
ening to  a farmer’s  son,  with  the  con- 
sciousness that  he  must  yield,  and  not 
wholly  unwilling  to  do  so.  Moreover, 
this  preposterous  young  man,  so  far  from 
showing  any  awe  of  him,  had  almost 
defied  him  from  the  start,  and  had  plain- 
ly stated  that  the  father’s  wealth  was  the 
one  and  only  objection  to  the  daughter. 
Having  seen  the  drift  of  events,  Mr.  Har- 
grove had  long  since  informed  himself 
thoroughly  about  the  Clifford  family,  and 
had  been  made  to  feel  that  the  one  fact  of 
his  wealth,  which  Burt  regretted,  was  al- 
most his  only  claim  to  superiority.  Burt 
was  as  transparent  as  a mountain  brook, 
and  quite  as  impetuous.  The  gray-haired 
man  sighed,  and  felt  that  he  would  give 
all  his  wealth  in  exchange  for  such  youth. 
He  knew  his  daughter's  heart,  and  felt 
that  further  parley  was  vain,  although 
he  foresaw  no  easy  task  in  reconciling  his 
wife  to  the  match.  He  was  far  from  be- 
ing heart-broken  himself,  however,  for 
there  was  such  a touch  of  nature  in  Burt, 
and  in  the  full  strong  love  awaiting  to  re- 
ward the  youth,  that  his  own  heart  was 
stirred,  and  in  the  depths  of  his  soul  he 
knew  that  this  was  better  than  giving  his 
child  to  a jaded  millionaire.  “I  have 
money  enough  for  both,”  he  thought. 
“ It’s  a pity  if  we  can’t  afford  an  old-fash- 
ioned love-match.” 

Burt  was  respectfully  impatient  under 
Mr.  Hargrove’s  deep  thought  and  silence. 

At  last  the  father  arose  and  gave  him 
his  hand,  saying,  44  You  have  been  honest 
with  me,  and  that  with  an  old  merchant 
counts  for  a great  deal.  I also  perceive 
you  love  my  daughter  for  herself.  If  she 
should  ever  inform  me  that  you  are  essen- 
tial to  her  happiness  I shall  not  withhold 
my  consent.” 

Burt  seized  his  hand  with  a grasp  that 
made  it  ache,  as  he  said,  “ Every  power  I 
have,  sir,  shall  be  exerted  that  you  may 
never  regret  this  kindness.” 


“If  you  make  good  that  promise,  Mr. 
Clifford,  I shall  become  your  friend,  should 
your  wooing  prove  successful.  If  you 
will  come  to  the  parlor,  I will  tell  Miss 
Hargrove  that  you  are  here.” 

He  went  up  the  stairs  slowly,  feeling 
that  he  was  crossing  the  threshold  of  a 
great  change.  How  many  thoughts  pass- 
ed through  his  mind  as  he  took  those  few 
steps ! He  saw  his  child  a little  black-eyed 
baby  in  his  arms;  she  was  running  before 
him  trundling  her  hoop ; she  came  to  him 
with  contracted  brow  and  half-tearful  eyes 
bringing  a knotty  sum  in  fractions,  and 
insisting  petulantly  that  they  were  very 
“ vulgar”  indeed;  she  hung  on  his  arm,  a 
shy  girl  of  fifteen,  blusliingly  conscious  of 
the  admiring  eyes  that  followed  her;  she 
stood  before  him  again  in  her  fresh,  radiant 
beauty  as  a d&butante,  and  he  had  dreamed 
of  the  proudest  alliance  that  the  city  could 
offer;  she  looked  into  his  eyes,  a pale  ear- 
nest woman,  and  said,  “Papa,  he  saved  my 
life  at  the  risk  of  his  own.”  True,  true. 
Mr.  Clifford  had  not  spoken  of  that,  and 
he  had  not  thought  of  it  in  the  interview 
so  crowded  with  considerations,  and  his 
heart  relented  toward  the  youth  as  it  had 
not  done  before.  Well,  well,  since  it  was 
inevitable,  he  was  glad  to  be  the  one  who 
should  first  bring  the  tidings  of  this  bold 
wooer’s  purpose.  “ Trurie  will  never  forget 
this  moment,”  he  muttered,  as  he  knocked 
at  her  door,  “nor  my  part  in  her  little 
drama.  ” Oh  love ! how  it  craves  even  the 
crumbs  that  fall  from  the  table  of  its  idol! 

“Trurie,”  he  began,  as  he  entered,  “you 
had  better  dress.  Bless  me ! I thought  you 
were  packing.” 

“I— I was.” 

“You  were  expecting  some  one  ?” 

“Mr.  Clifford  said  he  would  call— to  bid 
me  good-by,  I suppose.” 

“ Was  that  all  you  supposed,  Trurie?” 

“Indeed,  papa,  I told  him  I was  going 
to  town  to-morrow,  and  he  asked  if  he 
might  call.” 

“Did  he  speak  of  his  object?” 

“No,  papa.  I’m  sure  it’s  quite  natural 
he  should  call,  and  I have  been  packing.'' 

“ Well,  I can  assure  you  that  he  has  a 
very  definite  object.  He  has  asked  me  if 
he  might  pay  his  addresses  to  you,  and  in 
the  same  breath  assured  me  that  he  would 
in  any  event.” 

“Oh,  papa,”  she  said,  hiding  her  face 
on  his  shoulder,  “he  was  not  so  unman' 

nerly  as  that.” 

“ Indeed  he  went  much  further,  declar- 
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ing  that  he  would  take  no  refusal  from 
you  either;  or  rather  that  he  would  take 
it  so  often  as  to  wear  out  your  patience, 
-and  secure  you  by  proving  that  resistance 
was  useless.  He  had  one  decided  fault  to 
find  with  you  also.  He  much  regrets  that 
you  have  wealth.” 

“Oh,  papa,  tell  me  what  he  did  say.” 
And  he  felt  her  heart  fluttering  against  his 
aide  like  that  of  a frightened  bird. 

“Why,  Trurie,  men  have  offered  you 
love  before.” 

“But  I never  loved  before,  nor  knew 
what  it  meant,”  she  whispered.  “ Please 
don’t  keep  me  in  suspense.  This  is  all  so 
strange,  so  sacred  to  me.” 

“Well,  Trurie,  I hope  your  match  may 
be  one  of  those  that  are  made  in  heaven. 
Your  mother  will  think  it  anything  but 
worldly-wise,  but  I will  reconcile  her  to  it, 
and  I’m  glad  to  be  the  one  with  whom  you 
will  associate  this  day.  Long  after  I am 
gone  it  may  remind  you  how  dear  your 
happiness  was  to  me,  and  that  I was  will- 
ing to  give  up  my  way  for  yours.  Mr.  Clif- 
ford has  been  straightforward  and  manly, 
if  not  conventional,  and  I’ve  told  him  that 
if  he  could  win  you,  and  would  keep  his 
promise  to  do  his  best  for  you  and  by  you, 
I would  be  his  friend,  and  that,  you  know, 
means  much.  Of  course  it  all  depends 
upon  whether  you  accept  him.  You  are 
not  committed  in  the  least.” 

“Am  I not,  papa  ? Here  is  an  organ” 
(with  her  hand  upon  her  heart)  “that 
knows  better.  But  I shall  not  throw  my- 
self at  him.  Must  I go  down  now  ?” 

“Oh  no;  I can  excuse  you,”  he  said, 
with  smiling  lips,  but  moist  eyes. 

“Dear  papa,  I will  indeed  associate  you 
with  this  hour,  and  every  pleasant  thing 
of  life.  You  will  find  that  you  have  won 
me  anew  instead  of  having  lost  me;”  and 
looking  back  at  him  with  her  old  filial 
love  shining  in  her  eyes,  she  went  slowly 
away  to  meet  the  future  under  the  sweet 
constraint  of  natures  highest  law. 

If  Burt  had  been  impatient  in  the  libra- 
ry, he  grew  almost  desperate  in  the  parlor. 
Horrible  doubts  and  fears  crossed  his  mind. 
Might  not  Miss  Hargrove’s  pride  rise  in 
arms  against  him  ? Might  she  not  even 
now  be  telling  her  father  of  his  fickleness, 
and  declaring  that  she  would  not  listen  to 
a “twice-told  tale”?  Every  moment  of 
delay  seemed  ominous,  and  many  mo- 
ments passed.  The  house  grew  sepul- 
chral in  its  silence,  and  the  wind  without 
sighed  and  moaned  as  if  nature  foreboded 


and  pitied  him  in  view  of  the  overwhelm- 
ing misfortune  impending.  At  last  he 
sprung  up  and  paced  the  room  in  his  deep 
perturbation.  As  he  turned  toward  the 
entrance  he  saw  a picture  framed  in  the 
doorway  that  appeared  like  a radiant  vi- 
sion. Miss  Hargrove  stood  there  looking 
at  him  so  intently  that  for  a second  or 
two  he  stood  spell-bound.  She  was  dress- 
ed in  some  soft  white  clinging  material, 
and,  with  her  brilliant  eyes,  appeared  in 
the  uncertain  light  too  beautiful  and 
wraith-like  to  be  a human  girl.  She  saw 
her  advantage,  and  took  the  initiative  in- 
stantly. “Mr.  Clifford,”  she  exclaimed, 
“ do  I seem  an  apparition  ?” 

“Yes,  you  do,”  he  replied,  coming  im- 
petuously toward  her.  She  held  out  her 
hand,  proposing  that  their  interview 
should  at  least  begin  at  arm’s-length. 
Nevertheless  the  soft  fire  in  his  eyes  and 
the  flush  on  his  handsome  face  made  her 
tremble  with  a delicious  apprehension. 

“Ah,  Mr.  Clifford,”  she  cried,  “you 
ought  to  know  that  you  are  not  crushing 
a ghost’s  hand.” 

“Pardon  me.  What  I meant  was  that 
I thought  I had  seen  you  before,  but  you 
are  a new  revelation  every  time  I see  you.” 

“I  can’t  interpret  visions.” 

“Please  don’t  say  that,  for  I must  ask 
you  to  interpret  one  to-night.  What  does 
Shakespeare  say  about  those  who  have 
power  ? I hope  you  will  use  yours  merci- 
fully. Oh,  Miss  Hargrove,  you  are  so 
beautiful  that  I believe  I should  lose  my 
reason  if  you  sent  me  away  without  hope.” 

“ Mr.  Clifford,  you  are  talking  wildly,” 
was  her  faint  response. 

“I  fear  I am.  I am  almost  desperate 
from  fear,  for  I have  a terribly  hard  duty 
to  perform.” 

“Indeed!”  she  said,  withdrawing  her 
hand,  which  he  relinquished  most  reluc- 
tantly, dreading  that  he  might  never  re- 
ceive it  again. 

“Do  not  assume  that  attitude,  Miss  Har- 
grove, or  I shall  lose  courage  utterly.” 

“ Truly,  Mr.  Clifford,”  she  said,  a little 
satirically,  seating  herself  on  a sofa,  “I 
never  imagined  you  deficient  in  courage. 
Is  it  a terrible  duty  to  entertain  me  for 
a half-hour,  and  say  good-by  ?” 

“Yes.  Nothing  could  be  worse  than 
that,  if  that  were  all;”  and  he  looked  at 
her  so  appealingly  and  in  such  perplexed 
distress  that  she  laughed  outright. 

“ I am  very  much  in  earnest,  Miss  Har- 
grove.” 
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“You  are  very  enigmatical,  Mr.  Clif- 
ford. Must  I be  present  while  you  per- 
form this  terrible  duty  ?” 

“I  think  you  know  what  I must  con- 
fess already,  and  have  a world  of  scorn 
in  store  for  me.  Do  not  judge  me  harsh- 
ly. Whatever  the  end  may  be,  and  my 
sense  of  ill  desert  is  heavy  indeed,  I shall 
begin  on  the  basis  of  absolute  truth.  You 
shall  know  the  worst.  I’ve  asked  your 
father  for  the  privilege  of  winning  your 
love;”  and  then  he  hesitated,  not  knowing 
how  to  go  on. 

“Is  that  the  worst?”  she  asked,  de- 
murely. 

“No;  I fear  it  will  be  the  best,  for  he 
kindly  gave  his  consent,  and  I know  it 
would  be  hard  for  him  to  do  as  much  for 
any  man,  much  more  so  for  one  not  whol- 
ly to  his  mind.  Miss  Hargrove,  I must 
appear  awkwardness  and  incoherency  per- 
sonified. I hardly  know  how  to  go  on. 
I shall  appear  to  you  fickle  and  unmanly. 
How  can  I excuse  myself  to  you,  when  I 
have  no  excuse  except  the  downright 
truth  that  I love  you  better  than  my  life, 
better  than  my  own  soul,  better  than  all 
the  world  and  everything  in  it  ? I never 
knew  what  love  was  until  you  became  un- 
conscious in  my  arms  on  the  mountain. 
Forgive  me  for  referring  to  it.  I’m  only 
trying  to  explain  myself;  and  yet  I had 
thought  that  I knew,  and  had  spoken 
words  of  love  to  your  friend,  Amy  Win- 
field, who  is  worthy  of  the  love  of  the 
best  and  noblest  man  that  ever  breathed. 
She  did  not  welcome  my  words— they  only 
wounded  her — and  she  has  never  cared 
for  me  except  as  a true  and  gentle  sister 
cares.  But  I promised  to  wait  till  she 
did  care.  I can’t  keep  that  promise.  You 
fascinated  me  from  the  first  hour  of  our 
meeting.  I feel  now  that  I cherished  an 
unworthy  purpose  toward  you.  I thought 
that  by  attentions  to  you  I could  make 
Amy  care;  I thought  that  you  were  but  a 
brilliant  society  girl;  but  every  hour  I 
spent  with  you  increased  my  admiration, 
my  respect:  I saw  that  you  were  better 
and  stronger  than  I was.  On  the  first 
day  we  went  into  camp  on  the  mount- 
ain I saw  whither  my  heart  was  leading 
me,  and  from  that  hour  until  to-day  I have 
tried  to  conquer  my  love,  feeling  that  I 
had  no  right  to  give  it,  that  you  would 
despise  it  if  I did.  You  can’t  have  any 
confidence  in  me  now.  All  my  hope  is 
that  you  will  give  me  a chance  to  prove 
that  I am  not  a fickle  wretch.  I will  ac- 


cept of  any  probation,  I will  submit  to 
any  terms.  I can’t  take  an  absolute  refusal 
now,  for  I feel  you  are  seeing  me  at  my 
worst,  and  I know  that  you  could  do  with 
me  anything  you  pleased.” 

Her  head  bowed  lower  and  lower  as 
he  poured  out  these  words  like  a torrent. 
“Does  Amy— have  you  told  her  that  you 
can  not  keep  your  promise  to  her?”  she 
faltered,  in  a low  tone. 

“Yes;  I told  her  so  a few  hours  ago 
— since  I met  you  this  afternoon.  I was 
going  away  to  the  West,  like  a coward, 
to  escape  from  my  dilemma,  for  I felt  you 
would  never  listen  to  me  after  you  knew 
I had  broken  my  word  to  Amy.  I feared 
that  I had  already  become  a by-word  of 
all  that  was  weak  and  fickle  between  you. 
But  after  I saw  you  I could  not  go  till  I 
spoke.  I determined  to  reveal  the  whole 
truth,  and  if  you  ever  gave  me  a chance 
to  retrieve  myself,  gratitude  would  be  no 
name  for  my  deep  feeling.” 

“ Did — did  Amy  release  you  ?” 

“ Yes : she  was  kindness  itself.  She  told 
me  in  good  plain  English  that  she  wanted 
neither  me  nor  my  promise,  that  she  didn’t 
think  that  she  ever  could  have  loved  me, 
no  matter  how  long  I might  have  waited. 
But  I could  not  look  into  your  clear  eyes 
and  say,  I love  you,  and  know  that  you 
might  learn  from  her  or  any  one  that  I 
had  said  this  before.  If  you  won’t  trust 
me,  having  had  the  whole  truth,  then  I 
must  bear  my  hard  fate  as  best  I can.” 

“How  long  would  you  be  willing  to 
wait  for  me  ?”  she  asked,  in  tones  so  low 
that  he  could  scarcely  catch  the  words. 

He  bounded  to  her  side,  and  took  her  un- 
resisting hand.  “Oh,  Gertrude,  ” he  plead- 
ed, “ prove  me ; give  me  a chance ; let  me 
show  that  I am  not  without  manhood  and 
constancy.  Believe  me,  I know  the  price- 
less gift  I’m  asking,  but  what  else  can  I 
do  ? I have  tried  for  weeks  to  conquer  the 
feeling  you  have  inspired — tried  with  all 
the  help  that  pride  and  sense  of  duty  and 
honor  could  give,  but  it  has  been  utterly 
useless.  I now  am  free;  I have  the  right 
to  speak.  I have  concealed  nothing  from 
you.  I’m  wholly  at  your  mercy.” 

At  last  she  raised  her  downcast  eyes  and 
averted  face  to  his,  and  for  a moment  he 
was  dazed  at  its  expression.  In  tones 
sweet,  low,  and  deep  with  her  strong  emo- 
tion, she  said:  “ Burt,  how  glad  I am  that 
you  men  are  blind  1 I found  out  that  I 
loved  you  before  we  went  to  our  mount- 
ain camp.”  She  sprung  up  and  gave  him 
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her  other  hand  as  she  continued:  “Can 
love  impose  such  hard  conditions  as  you 
suggest — months  of  doubtful  waiting  for 
one  who  risked  his  life  for  me  without  a 
second’s  hesitation  ? That  is  not  my  na- 
ture, Burt.  If  I have  power  over  you,  I 
shall  show  it  in  another  way.” 

She  would  never  forget  his  look  as  he 
listened  to  these  words,  nor  his  humility 
as  he  bowed  his  head  upon  her  shoulder, 
and  murmured,  “I  am  not  worthy  of 
this.”  It  touched  the  deepest  and  tender- 
est  chord  in  her  heart.  His  feeling  was  not 
the  exultation  of  success,  but  a gratitude 
too  deep  for  words,  and  a half -conscious 
appeal  that  she  would  use  her  woman’s 
power  to  evoke  a better  manhood.  It  was 
not  mere  acknowledgment  of  her  beauty, 
or  the  impulse  of  his  passion ; it  was  hom- 
age to  the  best  and  noblest  part  of  her  na- 
ture, the  expression  of  his  absolute  trust. 
Never  had  she  received  such  a tribute,  and 
she  valued  it  more  than  if  Burt  had  laid 
untold  wealth  at  her  feet. 

A great  joy  is  often  as  sobering  as  a 
great  sorrow,  and  they  talked  long  and 
earnestly  together.  Gertrude  would  not 
become  engaged  until  she  had  told  her 
mother,  and  shown  her  the  respect  that 
was  her  due.  “ You  must  not  be  resent- 
ful,” the  young  girl  said,  “if  mamma’s 
consent  is  not  easily  won.  She  has  set 
her  heart  on  an  establishment  in  town; 
I’ve  set  my  heart  on  you ; so  there  we  dif- 
fer, and  you  must  give  me  time  to  recon- 
cile her  to  a different  programme.” 

The  clock  on  the  mantel  chimed  eleven, 
and  Burt  started  up,  aghast  at  the  flight 
of  time.  Gertrude  stole  to  her  father’s 
library,  and  found  that  he  was  pacing  the 
floor.  “I  should  not  have  left  him  alone 
so  long  to-night,”  she  thought,  with  com- 
punction. “ Papa,”  she  said,  “ Mr.  Clif- 


ford is  going.  Will  you  not  come  and 
speak  to  him  ?” 

He  looked  into  his  daughter’s  flushed, 
happy  face,  and  needed  no  further  expla- 
nation, and  with  her  hands  on  his  arm  he 
went  to  the  drawing-room.  Burt  said  but 
few  and  very  simple  words,  and  the  keen 
judge  of  men  liked  him  better  than  if  he 
had  been  more  exuberant.  There  was  ev- 
idence of  downright  earnestness  now  that 
seemed  a revelation  of  a new  trait. 

“ You  spoke  of  going  to  the  West  soon,” 
Mr.  Hargrove  remarked,  as  they  lingered 
in  parting.  “ Have  you  any  objection  to 
telling  me  of  your  purpose  ?” 

Burt  explained.  Mr.  Hargrove’s  face 
soon  expressed  unusual  interest.  ‘ ‘ I must 
talk  with  you  further  about  this,”  he 
said.  “I  have  land  in  the  same  locality, 
and  also  an  interest  in  the  railroad  to 
which  you  refer.  Perhaps  I can  make 
your  journey  of  mutual  service.” 

“Oh,  papa,”  cried  his  daughter,  “you 
are  my  good  genius !”  for  she  well  under- 
stood what  that  mutual  service  meant. 

After  Burt  had  gone,  Mr.  Hargrove  said : 
“Well,  well,  this  Western  land  business 
puts  a new  aspect  on  the  affair,  and  mam- 
ma may  have  little  ground  for  complaint. 
I think  the  Cliffords  will  realize  a very 
respectable  fortune  out  of  that  land.” 

“Papa,”  said  the  young  girl,  “Burt 
gave  me  something  better  than  wealth 
to-night — better  even  than  love  in  the 
usual  sense  of  the  word.  He  gave  me  his 
faith.  He  acted  as  if  he  saw  in  me  the 
power  to  help  him  to  be  a true  man,  and 
what  higher  compliment  can  a woman 
receive  ? He  did  not  express  it  so  much 
by  word  as  by  an  unconscious  manner  that 
was  so  sincere  and  unpremeditated  that  it 
thrilled  my  very  soul.  Oh,  papa,  you 
have  helped  me  to  be  so  very  happy !” 


THE  ART  COMPETITIONS. 


THE  failure  of  both  the  art  competitions 
instituted  by  Harper  and  Brothers  has 
doubtless  been  a surprise  to  all  interested 
parties,  and  to  none  more  than  to  the 
firm  itself.  It  was  apparent  from  the 
character  of  the  undertaking  that  it  was 
the  purpose  of  the  firm  to  bring  out,  if 
possible,  any  native  talent  which  circum- 
stance and  situation  prevented  from  de- 
veloping, to  recognize  this  talent  and  to 
encourage  it  in  a substantial  manner.  As 


one  of  the  judges  in  these  competitions,  I 
feel  called  upon,  not  to  endeavor  to  explain 
nor  to  apologize  for  the  unanimous  de- 
cision of  the  judges  that  there  was  no 
work  worthy  a prize,  but  to  draw  a lesson 
from  the  competitions  which  may  be  of 
service  both  to  those  who  entered  it  in  the 
hope  of  reward  and  to  the  public  at  large. 

The  first  competition  was  confined,  it 
will  be  remembered,  to  the  illustration  of 
Alfred  Domett’s 4 4 Christmas  Hymn”  which 
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was  published  in  1837.  The  only  condi- 
tions of  the  competition  were  that  those 
who  contributed  to  it  should  be  Americans, 
not  over  twenty-five  years  of  age,  and 
that  the  drawings  should  be  suitable  for 
publication  in  Harper  and  Brothers’  pe- 
riodicals. Over  three  hundred  drawings 
were  sent  in  response  to  ten  times  that 
number  of  circulars  which  were  distrib- 
uted, announcing  the  subject  and  terms  of 
the  competition.  A large  number  of  these 
drawings  were  made  in  pencil  upon  small 
sheets  of  note-paper  or  bits  of  drawing 
paper,  and  were  sent  through  the  post 
without  any  protection  except  a piece  of 
paper  or  an  envelope  wrapped  about  them. 
This  may  appear  to  be  a trifling  detail,  but 
it  was  a sure  indication  of  inexperience 
on  the  part  of  these  aspirants,  and  proved 
that  they  either  undervalued  their  produc- 
tions with  an  inexcusable  modesty,  or  else 
trusted  largely  to  luck  in  their  expecta- 
tion of  securing  the  three  thousand  dollar 
prize  or  one  of  the  three  lesser  ones.  In 
consequence  of  this  and  of  other  careless 
packing,  a great  many  drawings  arrived 
crushed  and  disfigured.  However,  there 
were  no  accidents  of  this  kind  serious 
enough  to  prevent  a fair  judgment  of  the 
work,  and  the  result  was  doubtless  the 
same  as  if  they  had  all  been  forwarded  in 
packing  cases.  The  first  thing  that  at- 
tracted our  attention  from  an  artistic 
stand-point  was  the  great  similarity  of  the 
drawings  both  in  the  conception  of  the 
subject  and  in  the  execution  of  it.  By 
far  the  larger  proportion  of  them  were 
finished  in  the  most  precise  and  painful 
way  without  the  remotest  idea  of  the  re- 
quirements of  illustration.  The  hack- 
neyed compositions  of  the  Babe  in  the  Man- 
ger and  of  the  Shepherds  and  the  Star  in 
the  East  were  elaborated  with  the  most  mi- 
nute and  careful  stipple,  showing  that  the 
aspirant  was  only  in  that  stage  of  progress 
when  the  perfection  of  finish  is  the  most 
hopeful  accomplishment,  the  greatest  tri- 
umph. In  many  cases  the  competitors  had 
simply  taken  the  figures  from  well-known 
engravings,  had  surrounded  them  with 
original  accessories,  and  had  placed  them 
in  a landscape  or  in  an  interior  of  their  own 
design.  This  was  too  evident  copying  to 
be  done  with  an  idea  of  deception,  and  we 
were  forced  to  believe  that  they  were  sub- 
mitted with  a simple-minded  faith  in  the 
value  of  the  execution.  They  were  usu- 
ally accompanied  by  an  unsigned  note  to 
the  judges  calling  their  attention  to  the 


fact  that  these  were  the  first  attempts  of 
the  competitors,  and  that,  without  any  in- 
struction or  assistance,  and  in  the  midst  of 
the  cares  of  business  or  of  household  occu- 
pation, they  had  developed  their  skill  to 
a degree  which  they  hoped  would  be  found 
sufficiently  promising  to  warrant  encour- 
agement. We  could  not  fail  to  find  gen- 
uine sincerity  and  earnestness  in  a great 
deal  of  the  work  of  this  kind.  Its  very 
faithfulness  made  the  results  all  the  more 
painful  and  discouraging,  for  we,  even  if 
we  had  known  the  names  of  the  compet- 
itors, could  not  have  undertaken  the  im- 
mense task  of  giving  personal  encourage- 
ment or  advice  to  all  whose  work  showed 
one  simple  condition  of  progress,  and  often- 
times the  only  orie  to  be  discovered  in 
first  productions — earnestness  of  purpose. 
From  the  remote  ranches  of  Colorado  to 
the  boudoirs  of  Fifth  Avenue  first  at- 
tempts and  the  productions  of  untrained 
amateurs  came  to  testify  with  indisputable 
force  that  the  present  popularity  of  art,  to 
which  we  are  accustomed  to  refer  with 
pride  as  a sure  sign  that  we  are  soon  to 
have  a national  school  of  painters,  is  only 
the  superficial  result  of  an  enthusiasm 
largely  based  on  fashion,  and  that  we  must 
look  much  further  and  deeper  for  the  real 
gauge  of  the  possibilities  of  our  nation  in 
the  direction  of  the  fine  arts.  The  con- 
tributions of  which  I speak  were  not  the 
work  of  ignorant  and  uncultivated  peo- 
ple, and  they  had  none  of  the  rude  strength 
of  the  beginners  who  stand  afar  off  and 
gaze  at  the  temples  of  art  with  awe,  but 
they  were,  rather,  the  attempts  of  people 
who  had  mistaken  interest  and  delight  in 
art  for  an  indication  of  talent,  or  who, 
from  familiarity  with  it  in  some  form  or 
other,  had  been  seized  with  a desire  to  un- 
dertake to  produce  it.  The  careful  imita- 
tion of  a mezzotint  engraving  or  of  a litho- 
graph was  apparently  their  chief  ambi- 
tion, and  with  this  preoccupation  they  of 
course  forgot,  if  they  ever  considered  at 
all,  that  the  highest  triumph  of  art  is  the 
result,  not  the  method. 

Apart  from  the  class  of  contributions 
to  which  I have  just  referred,  there  was 
another  and  a perfectly  distinct  division 
to  be  made  in  the  list  of  drawings  sent  in. 
This  was  the  wrork  of  those  who,  having 
entered  the  competition  with  all  serious- 
ness, labored  to  express  their  conceptions 
of  the  subject  without  regard  to  manner 
or  material.  It  was  among  these  that  we 
found  the  most  interesting  performances. 
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Taking  them  as  a class,  they  apparently 
were  the  work  of  those  to  whom  art  is 
chiefly  valuable  as  a means  of  illustrating 
ideas  of  religion.  The  devout  and  primi- 
tive manner  in  which  these  competitors 
endeavored  to  illustrate  the  subject  of  the 
Christmas  Hymn  can  be  described  in  no 
better  way  than  by  comparing  it  with  the 
style  of  the  early  German  school.  The 
Northern  quality  of  the  art — if  art  it  may 
properly  be  called  — was  shown  by  the 
rigidity  and  formality  of  the  poses,  the 
quaint  and  forcible  expression  of  the  faces, 
the  absence  of  all  attempt  at  beauty,  and 
the  introduction  of  a prominent  genre 
element,  no  less  than  by  an  uncompromis- 
ing literary  tendency  in  the  composition. 
It  was  surprising  to  find  such  a close  re- 
lation existing  between  compositions  pro- 
duced more  than  four  centuries  apart.  A 
description  of  a single  example  will  give 
some  idea  of  the  character  of  this  class  of 
the  competitive  drawings,  although  it  is 
more  complex  than  the  most  of  them,  and 
I can  not  hope  to  give,  without  the  aid  of 
illustration,  an  accurate  notion  of  the 
earnest  and  devout  spirit  which  guided  the 
hand  of  the  one  who  conceived  and  exe- 
cuted the  composition.  It  was  a large 
sheet  of  paper  covered  with  what  appeared 
at  first  sight  to  be  an  irregular  combina- 
tion of  small  drawings.  Close  examina- 
tion disclosed  the  fact  that  these  pictures 
were  borne  on  the  branches  of  a great 
tree,  as  if  they  were  the  cross  sections  of 
large  fruit  or  the  sides  of  broad  leaves. 
At  the  bottom  of  the  paper  the  trunk  of 
the  tree  entered  the  ground,  and  there  it 
was  dissected  to  show  a great  acorn  em- 
braced by  the  roots.  The  acorn  was  in 
turn  cut  across  so  as  to  show  the  infant 
Jesus  asleep  in  the  manger  inside  it.  This 
discovered,  the  key  to  the  composition  was 
plain  enough.  The  tree  was  the  tree  of 
life,  the  acorn  the  vital  germ,  and  the 
ramifications  of  the  branches  represented 
the  variety  of  the  phases  of  human  life. 
The  birth  of  the  Saviour  having  had  such 
an  influence  on  human  life,  the  tree  bore 
as  its  fruit  illustrations  of  the  observances 
of  Christmas-time  as  representing  the  civil- 
izing influences  of  the  Christian  religion. 
Here  on  one  side  was  a winter  landscape 
with  Santa  Claus  and  his  reindeer;  oppo- 
site was  a view  of  a great  city,  and  the 
side  of  one  of  the  houses  was  removed  to 
show  a party  of  happy  children  around 
the  Christmas  tree,  and  so  on  for  a score 
of  small  pictures.  The  literary  element  of 


the  illustration  was,  as  may  be  surmised, 
by  far  the  best  part  of  it,  for  the  execu- 
tion was  only  distinguished  by  a painful 
elaboration  of  details.  Accompanying  this 
drawing  were  several  sheets  of  manuscript 
explaining  the  scheme  of  the  composition, 
and  calling  attention  to  the  comprehen- 
sive manner  in  which  the  subject  was 
illustrated. 

The  Throne  of  Grace,  with  adoring  an- 
gels and  pleading  sinners,  the  Adoration 
of  the  Lamb,  the  Crucifixion,  and  other 
common  religious  subjects  were  probably 
believed  to  have  a close  relation  to  the 
subject  of  the  Christmas  Hymn,  for  there 
were  a number  of  drawings  of  this  char- 
acter. An  ideal  portrait  of  Christ,  accom- 
panied by  a portrait  of  the  artist,  heads  of 
Cupids  and  angels,  bits  of  landscape  and 
still-life  studies,  and  indeed  scores  of  oth- 
er drawings  as  remotely  related  as  these 
to  the  subject  given  for  illustration,  were 
entered  for  competition.  There  was  a cer- 
tain desperate  humor  about  one  of  the  un- 
finished contributions  which  could  scarce- 
ly pass  unnoticed.  This  drawing  was 
very  much  worn  and  rubbed,  and  had 
evidently  been  worked  at  over  and  over 
again,  until  all  the  original  surface  had 
been  destroyed.  The  composition  was  a 
moon-lit  landscape  with  figures,  and  the 
latter  had  been  cut  from  another  drawing 
and  pasted  on  over  the  much-rubbed  and 
formless  figures  of  the  original.  On  the 
back  of  the  paper  was  written  the  follow- 
ing legend:  “From  one  who,  alas!  hav- 
ing drawn  his  outline  with  all  circumspec- 
tion and  care,  finds,  when  all  too  late,  the 
dancing  moonlight  and  the  flitting  shad- 
ows a delusion  and  a snare  to  his  unprac- 
ticed brush.”  It  was  impossible,  notwith- 
standing the  comic  aspect  of  the  matter, 
not  to  feel  some  sympathy  for  the  student, 
who,  having  been  so  oppressed  by  the  im- 
portance of  the  work,  had  labored  with 
nervous  zeal  until  he  had  used  up  all  his 
time  and  had  ruined  his  paper,  and  then, 
after  all,  had  been  obliged  to  make  a shift 
to  present  some  kind  of  a drawing  to  ease 
his  conscience  from  the  reproach  of  total 
failure.  As  a contrast  to  this  ragged  and 
worn  contribution  was  a beautiful  Russia 
leather  portfolio,  with  a monogram  and 
an  Arabic  seal  in  gold  on  the  outside,  and 
accompanied  by  a dainty  closed  envelope 
bearing  the  same  devices  on  the  back.  In- 
side the  portfolio  was  a small  drawing. 

The  result  of  the  first  competition  seem- 
ed to  indicate  that  the  subject  was  too  dif- 
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ficult  to  illustrate  because  the  poem  was 
so  broad  in  its  scope,  and  also  that  the 
limit  of  age  was  too  low  to  admit  those 
who  had  already  had  some  experience  in 
illustration.  In  accordance,  therefore, 
with  the  intimation  given  in  the  an- 
nouncement of  the  first  competition,  and 
in  harmony  with  the  suggestion  of  the 
judges,  Messrs.  Harper  and  Brothers  re- 
opened the  competition,  increasing  the 
age  of  the  competitors  to  twenty-seven, 
limiting  the  subject  for  illustration  only 
to  some  one  appropriate  to  Christmas,  and 
extending  the  time  nine  months,  that  is, 
to  March  1,  1884. 

If  the  first  competition  was  remarkable 
for  a certain  uniformity  of  expression  in 
the  classes  into  which  the  works  natural- 
ly divided  themselves,  the  second  was 
equally  noticeable  for  a great  variety  of 
conception  of  subject  and  of  manner  of 
execution.  The  great  class  of  religious 
compositions  almost  entirely  disappeared 
from  the  lists,  and  the  genre  class  came 
prominently  to  the  front.  Notwithstand- 
ing the  increase  in  the  limit  of  age,  the 
freedom  in  choice  of  subject  apparently 
tempted  a larger  proportion  of  first  begin- 
ners than  the  poem  did,  and  amateur 
work  predominated  even  more  than  be- 
fore. The  spectacle  of  hundreds  of  draw- 
ings— for  the  number  sent  in  for  each  com- 
petition was  about  the  same — mostly  of 
the  young  ladies’  boarding-school  variety, 
with  only  here  and  there  a variation  in 
the  substitution  of  oil-color  or  pen-and-ink 
for  the  crayon  or  the  pencil,  was  too  dis- 
couraging to  be  reviewed  now  with  profit 
to  any  one.  I need  only  say  that  there 
were  attempts  in  the  whole  range  of  fig- 
ure and  landscape  art.  From  the  most 
wonderful  mountain  scenery  and  wild 
marine  views  to  studies  of  flowers  and 
marvellous  architectural  combinations, 
sometimes  with,  but  often  without,  any 
reference  to  a Christmas  idea,  the  whole 
domain  of  landscape  art  was  boldly  en- 
tered on.  Not  even  the  fantastic  flights 
of  Dore’s  fancy  nor  the  weirdness  of 
Blake’s  imagination  excelled  the  vagaries 
which  found  illustration  in  the  composi- 
tion of  angels  and  shepherds,  heavenly 
hosts,  and  unearthly  effects  of  light,  which 
were  submitted  to  our  judgment.  The 
genre  class,  although  it  did  not  present 
many  hopeful  examples,  still  was  so  much 
less  pretentious  than  the  imaginative  draw- 
ings just  alluded  to,  that  it  was  a relief  to 
meet  with  such  common  subjects  as  the 
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well-filled  stockings,  or  Santa  Claus  in 
the  fire-place,  although  they  were  illus- 
trated with  more  patience  than  with  skill 
and  originality.  Many  of  this  class  were 
downright  exact  plans  of  interiors  of  the 
most  commonplace  aspect,  with  the  wall- 
paper patterns  and  the  carpet  figures  all 
carefully  drawn  out,  and  the  whiskers  of 
the  cat  sitting  by  the  grate  perhaps  the 
most  offensively  prominent  detail,  except 
the  darned  patches  on  the  heels  of  the 
stockings  which  were  carefully  pinned  to 
the  fire-place  jambs.  One  large  and  am- 
bitious work  still  haunts  me.  It  was  quite 
alone  by  itself  in  originality  of  concep- 
tion, although  the  subject  found  other  il- 
lustrators. The  drawing  represented  a 
statue  of  a half-dressed  child  standing  in 
a niche  holding  an  empty  stocking  in 
one  hand.  Everything  was  white,  and 
an  effect  of  light  had  been  chosen  which 
cast  the  smallest  amount  of  shadow.  On 
one  cheek  of  the  marble  face  stood  an  ink- 
black  tear,  shining  in  prominent  relief. 
There  was  no  mistaking  the  sentiment. 
The  title,  “The  Empty  Stocking,” carved 
in  the  base,  was  scarcely  necessary.  But 
it  was  a first  attempt.  Only  a scant 
half-score  out  of  the  hundreds  examined 
caused  any  hesitation  on  the  part  of  the 
judges.  Among  these  several  were  re- 
markably well  done;  but  all,  unfortunate- 
ly, failed  to  satisfy  the  conditions  of  the 
competition  in  combining  sufficiency  of 
illustration  with  satisfactory  execution, 
and  we  could  not,  therefore,  award  a 
prize. 

The  result  of  the  two  competitions  was 
as  great  a disappointment  to  the  judges  as 
to  any  on$.  I may  frankly  say  that,  at 
the  start,  we  were  certain  that  the  oppor- 
tunity for  recognition  would  bring  into 
notice  at  least  a few  struggling  students 
whose  acquirements  would  warrant  their 
encouragement.  We  shared  the  common 
opinion  that  the  establishment  of  art 
schools,  the  popularization  of  art  in  the 
magazines  and  in  the  illustrated  papers, 
and  the  recent  great  increase  of  public  in- 
terest in  the  production  of  art  must  have 
developed  a large  class  of  talented  stu- 
dents who  only  needed  recognition  to 
start  them  on  the  road  of  rapid  progress. 
The  result  proved  that  we  were  totally 
mistaken  in  our  estimation  of  the  gener- 
al standard  of  art  culture,  and  that  we 
had  not  sufficiently  considered  the  differ- 
ence which  exists  between  our  own  coun- 
try and  the  older  civilizations  in  respect  to 
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the  quality  and  quantity  of  inherited  ar- 
tistic disposition. 

At  the  period  of  the  Centennial  Exhibi- 
tion it  was  a common  prophecy  that  there 
would  follow  a great  wave  of  art  popular- 
ization similar  to  the  one  which  swept  over 
England  after  the  great  exhibition  of  thir- 
ty years  ago.  The  prophecy  has  been 
more  than  fulfilled,  and  various  branches 
of  the  fine  arts  have  been  not  only  popu- 
larized, but  even  vulgarized,  by  the  con- 
tagion which  has  seized  all  classes  of 
minds,  and  encouraged  the  production  of 
an  incalculable  amount  of  artistic  rubbish. 
The  rage  for  painting  on  drain-pipe  and 
for  embroidering  kitchen  crash  has  filled 
the  remotest  farm-houses  with  specimens 
of  this  species  of  decoration.  The  useless 
spinning-wheel  has  been  given  a place  of 
honor  in  the  parlor,  and  the  three-legged 
kettle,  resplendent  with  a coat  of  red  paint, 
hangs,  filled  with  flowers,  on  a rustic  tri- 
pod in  the  front  yard.  Few  houses  are 
now  without  some  specimens  of  original 
work  in  chalk  or  in  color,  the  gift  of  an 
aspiring  friend  or  the  triumph  of  one  of 
the  family.  The  number  of  art  teachers 
has  grown  to  be  myriad;  schools  of  art  of 
more  or  less  importance  have  sprung  up 
in  every  large  town,  and  the  passion  for 
the  practice  of  the  fine  arts  in  its  various 
branches  has  seized  multitudes  without 
regard  to  sex,  age,  or  previous  turn  of 
mind.  This  condition  of  things  has  its 
encouraging  and  its  disheartening  side. 
It  is  disheartening  because  the  results  are 
so  far  from  being  commensurate  with  the 
time,  money,  and  labor  employed,  and 
because  it  is  not  productive  of  sufficiently 
serious  work  to  indicate  a hopeful  state  of 
progress.  But  to  find  encouragement  in 
this  vulgarization  of  the  methods  of  pro- 
ducing works  of  art  we  must  remember 
that  this  state  of  preoccupation  with  the 
material  and  the  methods  is  possibly  as 
necessary  to  the  development  of  a genuine 
feeling  for  art  as  are  other  and  more  dig- 
nified phases  of  education.  How  many 
artists  are  there  who  do  not  vividly  re- 
member the  great  interest  and  joy  which 
their  first  color-box  and  palette  excited  in 
them,  or  what  delight  and  what  possibili- 
ties there  were  for  them  in  the  first  sketch- 
ing materials  or  canvases?  How  many 
will  ever  forget  the  pleasure  of  the  first 
flushes  of  enthusiasm,  when  materials 
and  methods  were  the  great  objects  of  in- 
vestigation and  study  ? And  yet  how  lit- 
tle did  this  common  zeal  and  fervor  indi- 


cate the  result  which  further  growth  and 
higher  purposes  brought  about  ? 

The  contagion  of  dabbling  in  art — for 
it  is  difficult  to  give  it  another  or  more 
descriptive  name — is  more  powerful  than 
most  fashions  of  the  kind,  because  it  adds 
the  attraction  of  some  definite  and  tangi- 
ble production  to  the  charm  of  an  agree- 
able household  occupation.  The  Ameri- 
can mind  naturally  inclines  to  the  practi- 
cal and  the  productive.  It  is  ordinarily 
best  satisfied  with  something  which  can 
be  pointed  to  as  a material  result  accom- 
plished. This  is  just  what  comes  out  of 
the  household  art  craze,  and  in  satisfying 
this  natural  desire  for  fruitful  and  absorb- 
ing occupation  the  fashion  for  art  work 
has  changed  the  current  of  thought,  ele- 
vated the  purposes,  and  brightened  the 
lives  of  those  who  have  gone  with  the 
wave,  and  it  has  in  a great  measure  ferti- 
lized the  waste  which  the  rigid  Puritanism 
of  our  forefathers  made  of  every-day  life. 

It  is  undoubtedly  too  soon  to  begin  to 
look  for  better  results  of  the  popularization 
of  art  than  the  great  increase  in  the  num- 
ber of  students  and  teachers.  The  youth 
of  America  have  been  brought  up,  we  may 
say,  outside  the  influence  of  art.  There 
are  here  none  of  the  monuments  of  past 
centuries  to  excite  the  youthful  imagina- 
tion or  to  fill  the  mind  with  an  apprecia- 
tion of  art ; there  are  but  meagre  means, 
indeed,  of  developing  that  love  of  art 
which  grows  unconsciously  like  other  hu- 
man tastes  and  inclinations.  In  the  pre- 
sent generation  of  artists  there  are  few 
who  have  had  the  benefit  of  association 
with  works  of  art,  either  good  or  bad, 
from  early  childhood.  Many  of  them 
passed  their  childhood  and  youth  in  coun- 
try towns,  where  such  a thing  as  an  origi- 
nal picture,  or  even  a good  reproduction, 
was  perhaps  never  seen;  some  are  from 
the  West,  where  they  never  felt  an  influ- 
ence more  civilizing  than  that  of  the  col- 
ored print  or  the  lithograph;  those,  in- 
deed, who  have  been  reared  in  cities  re- 
member only  that  in  their  early  years  art 
was  a remote  and  a mysterious  thing,  pos- 
sessed by  few,  understood  by  a limited 
number  of  favored  beings,  and  the  profes- 
sion of  artist  was  too  closely  associated 
with  the  name  of  Bohemian  to  be  more 
than  a fairly  respectable,  much  less  than 
an  honorable,  calling.  The  faculty  of  ac- 
quiring a trade  or  a profession  which  is 
characteristic  of  Americans  is  exemplified 
in  the  readiness  with  which  our  students 
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abroad  often  take  leading  rank  in  the 
competitions  with  native  students  who 
have  had  the  advantage  of  longer  and 
more  thorough  training.  It  is  worth 
while,  however,  to  remember  that  with 
the  speedy  acquirement  of  mechanical 
dexterity  the  superiority  of  the  American 
generally  ends,  for  he  has  not  that  uncon- 
scious knowledge  of  the  requirements  and 
limitations  of  art  which  is  commonly  the 
birthright  of  the  foreign  student  of  per- 
haps less  education  and  culture  in  other 
directions.  Not  that  our  young  painters 
abroad  do  not  show  genuine  artistic  feel- 
ing and  real  power,  but  it  is  generally  the 
case  that  they  are  enabled  to  supplement 
their  technical  training  by  a more  extend- 
ed study  of  the  different  Old  World  gal- 
leries than  is  possible  for  their  foreign 
companions,  and  in  this  way  they  partial- 
ly supply  the  deficiency  of  their  inherited 
culture  or  youthful  impressions. 

There  is  one  great  advantage  in  foreign 
art  study  which  it  is  difficult  to  define 
without  making  use  of  a phrase  which  has 
become  almost  meaningless — art  atmos- 
phere. But  it  is  a fact  that  our  students 
abroad  find  themselves  surrounded  by 
those  whose  life  is  in  art,  who  think,  talk, 
and  dream  about  it,  who,  in  fact,  have 
never  known  another  life.  The  inde- 
scribable influence  of  this  absorption  in 
art  is  invaluable  in  creating  a singleness 
of  purpose  which  is  not  a common  attri- 
bute of  the  American  mind.  This  is  one 
thing  we  lack  here  to  produce  a school  of 
painters  which  shall  make  a mark  in  the 
history  of  art.  In  the  present  populariza- 
tion of  art  we  may  discover  the  remote 
beginning  of  a general  acquaintance  with 
and  regard  for  art  for  its  own  sake,  which 
will  bring  about  sooner  or  later  just  such 
a condition  of  feeling  as  is  conducive  to 
the  growth  of  the  artist,  so  far,  indeed, 
as  this  may  be  created  without  the  back- 
ground of  an  old  and  indigenous  art,  which 
is  a constant  and  most  useful  aid  to  prog- 
ress. 

The  art  competitions  not  only  proved 
that  there  was  very  little  hidden  talent 
anxiously*  seeking  recognition,  but  also 
decided  wi  thout  question  that  the  art  stu- 
dent here  is  several  years  older  than  the 
foreign  student  of  equal  attainments— a 
fact  generally  overlooked  in  the  estab- 
lishment of  schools,  and  in  the  institution 
of  prizes  for  art  wherever  age  enters  as  a 
condition  of  competition.  This  is  ac 
counted  for  readily  enough.  The  rudi- 


mentary training  is  not  commonly  under- 
taken at  the  same  time  with  the  ordinary 
schooling,  as  it  should  be,  but  begins  later* 
and  usually  as  a separate  and  distinct 
course  of  study.  Then,  too,  we  have  nei- 
ther the  Continental  system  of  free  art 
schools,  nor  the  establishment  of  town 
and  state  subsidies  for  art  students,  which 
is  of  such  importance  abroad.  It  is  a 
common  impression  here  that  the  study 
of  art  is  like  the  study  of  any  trade  or 
profession,  that  its  necessary  duration 
can  be  gauged  as  accurately  as  in  the 
acquirement  of  any  trade,  and  that  there 
should  be  quite  as  speedy  substantial  re- 
turns. Frequently  without  any  assist- 
ance from  parents  or  friends,  never  with 
any  public  subsidy  or  scholarship,  the  art 
student  is  forced  to  consider,  first,  where 
he  can  get  that  instruction  which  will 
bring  him  forward  most  rapidly;  next, 
how  he  can  turn  his  acquired  skill  into  a 
means  of  paying  his  expenses.  Conse- 
quently his  attention  is  often  fixed  more 
on  the  practical  question  of  profitable 
production  than  on  the  real  progress  in 
art.  Such  a situation  is,  of  course,  not 
only  fatal  to  the  best  advancement  of  the 
student  in  the  technique  of  the  profession, 
but  also  makes  it  impossible  for  him  to 
acquire  that  knowledge  and  culture  out- 
side the  immediate  range  of  his  studies 
which  is  necessary  to  his  real  success  as  an 
artist.  A little  incident  which  came  with- 
in my  own  observation  will  illustrate  this 
statement  in  regard  to  self  - supporting 
students. 

I was  talking  with  a prominent  art- 
dealer  near  the  front  door  of  his  estab- 
lishment, when  a young  man  entered  with 
a newspaper  parcel  in  his  hand,  and  in- 
quired for  the  proprietor.  After  he  had 
learned  that  the  gentleman  before  lum 
was  the  one  he  sought,  he  introduced  him- 
self as  a student  of  such  and  such  a school 
of  art,  saying  that  he  had  been  through 
the  antique  class,  and  was  now  drawing 
from  life.  He  explained  that  he  was 
obliged  to  try  to  get  work  to  do  in  his 
spare  hours  to  support  himself  and  pay 
for  his  instruction,  and  that  he  had  brought 
something  which  he  would  like  to  show, 
to  see  if  it  was  salable.  He  then  unrolled 
the  newspaper,  and  disclosed  a piece  of 
sheet  brass  which  had  been  screwed  down 
upon  a piece  of  soft  plank,  and  then  ham- 
mered with  a tool  so  as  to  bring  a human 
figure  into  low  relief.  This  was,  of  course, 
only  the  ordinary  method  of  domestic 
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brass-working  just  now  the  rage.  If  the 
design  had  been  at  all  attractive  or  meri- 
torious some  use  might  have  been  found 
for  the  article,  notwithstanding  its  char- 
acter, but  the  student  had,  with  painstak- 
ing zeal,  simply  copied  one  of  his  own 
class  studies. 

The  failure  of  the  art  competitions  will 
show  to  the  disappointed  contributors  the 
folly  of  expecting  compensation  for  work 
which  has  no  better  claim  to  recognition 
than  that  of  personal  sympathy,  and  will 
also,  in  a measure,  teach  the  value  of  mak- 
ing a rigid  comparison  of  their  own  work 
with  examples  of  art  which  are  of  recog- 
nized value — a method  of  securing  gratui- 
tous instruction  of  the  best  kind,  and  one 
which  is  always  serviceable.  To  those  in- 
terested in  art  schools  the  result  of  the 
competitions  ought  to  prove  the  value  of 
a wider  range  of  instruction,  so  that  the 
consideration  of  subject  may,  in  a mea- 
sure, advance  with  the  technical  skill,  in 
order  that  the  student  may  not  find  him- 
self at  the  end  with  a good  stock  of  tools 
and  a knowledge  of  their  use,  but  with  no 
definite  desire  or  purpose  before  him.  The 
special  training  of  the  illustrator  is  un- 
doubtedly of  the  greatest  assistance  in  the 
production  of  pictures.  This  faculty  of  il- 
lustrating an  idea  is  the  one  the  least  de- 
veloped in  the  art  schools,  as  the  work  of 
the  students  shows.  It  is  a perfectly  rea- 
sonable and  straightforward  way  of  learn- 
ing to  paint  to  continually  attempt  to 
make  use  of  any  degree  of  technical  skill 
whatsoever  in  illustrating  some  subject. 
The  facility  and  power  of  execution  will 
be  better  gained  when  there  is  a definite 
reason  for  acquiring  them  than  by  stupid- 
ly plodding  on  to  develop  manual  dexter- 
ity in  imitation.  But  if  the  student  is 
preoccupied  with  the  execution  alone,  he 


never  gains  the  facility,  if  he  does  not  en- 
tirely lose  the  faculty,  of  expression. 

The  funds  set  aside  by  Harper  and  Bro- 
thers for  prizes  in  the  art  competition  have 
been  increased  by  them  to  the  sum  of  five 
thousand  dollars,  and  placed  in  the  hands 
of  trustees  as  a permanent  art  scholarship 
fund,  the  interest  of  which  is  to  be  devoted 
to  the  support  of  deserving  art  students  in 
whatever  way  the  trustees  may  decide. 
For  the  present  it  has  been  thought  best 
to  join  the  interest  with  that  of  a like  sum 
left  by  the  late  Julius  Hallgarten  for  a 
similar  purpose,  and  to  send  a student 
abroad  for  a term  of  years.  It  is  to  be 
hoped  that  this  is  but  the  small  beginning 
of  a system  of  art  scholarships  and  subsi- 
dies, which  will  result  in  securing  for  our 
art  students  the  opportunity  for  the  pur- 
suit of  their  studies  which  the  nature  of 
the  case  demands,  and  will  encourage  the 
acquirement  of  that  larger  culture  and 
more  generous  education  which  seems  at 
present  next  to  impossible.  With  a pen- 
alty placed  by  government  on  the  impor- 
tation of  works  of  art,  we  can  not  have 
the  advantages  of  an  acquaintance  with 
the  modern  which  is  best  worth  study,  and 
even  if  this  penalty  were  removed,  it  will 
always  be  necessary  for  artists  to  familiar- 
ize themselves  with  the  great  productions 
of  past  centuries.  But  it  is  quite  as  im- 
portant to  the  growth  of  an  artist  that  he 
should  acquire  the  rudiments  of  his  pro- 
fession under  the  best  possible  conditions 
as  it  is  that  he  should  have  later  advan- 
tages of  study  and  training.  If  the  fail- 
ure of  the  art  competitions  result  in  any 
improvement  in  the  training  of  art  stu- 
dents, or  impress  upon  them  the  value  of 
applying  their  skill  to  the  expression  of 
ideas  or  the  illustration  of  subjects,  it  must 
really  be  considered  an  unqualified  success. 


JUDITH  SHAKESPEARE: 

IIER  LOVE  AFFAIRS  AND  OTHER  ADVENTURES. 


CHAPTER  XXXI. 

A LOST  ARCADIA. 

IT  was  on  this  same  morning  that  Judith 
made  a desperate  effort  to  rouse  her- 
self from  the  prostration  into  which  she 
had  fallen.  All  through  that  long  dark- 
ness and  despair  she  had  been  wearily  and 
vainly  asking  herself  whether  she  could 
do  nothing  to  retrieve  the  evil  she  had 


wrought.  Her  good  name  might  go — she 
cared  little  for  that  now;  but  was  there 
no  means  of  making  up  to  her  father  the 
actual  money  he  had  lost  ? It  was  not 
forgiveness  she  thought  of,  but  restitu- 
tion. Forgiveness  was  not  to  be  dreamed 
of ; she  saw  before  her  always  that  anger- 
ed face  she  had  beheld  in  the  garden ; and 
her  wish  was  to  hide  away  from  that,  and 
be  seen  of  it  no  more.  Then  there  was 
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another  thing:  if  she  were  to  be  permitted 
to  remain  at  the  cottage,  ought  she  not  to 
show  herself  willing  to  take  a share  of  the 
humblest  domestic  duties  ? Might  not  the 
good  dame  begin  to  regard  her  as  but  a 
useless  encumbrance  ? If  it  were  so  that 
no  work  her  ten  fingers  could  accomplish 
would  ever  restore  to  her  father  what  he 
had  lost  through  her  folly,  at  least  it 
might  win  her  grandmother’s  forbearance 
and  patience.  And  so  it  was  on  the  first 
occasion  of  her  head  ceasing  to  ache  quite 
so  badly  she  struggled  to  her  feet  (though 
she  was  so  languid  and  listless  and  weak 
that  she  could  scarcely  stand),  and  put 
round  her  the  heavy  cloak  that  had  been 
lying  on  the  bed,  and  smoothed  her  hair 
somewhat,  and  went  to  the  door.  There 
she  stood  for  a minute  or  two  listening; 
for  she  would  not  go  down  if  there  were 
any  strangers  about. 

The  house  seemed  perfectly  still.  There 
was  not  a sound  anywhere.  Then,  quite 
suddenly,  she  heard  little  Cicely  begin  to 
sing  to  herself — but  in  snatches,  as  if  she 
were  occupied  with  other  matters— some 
well-known  rhymes  to  an  equally  famil- 
iar tune — 

“By  the  moon  we  sport  and  play ; 

With  the  night  begins  our  day  ; 

As  we  drink,  (he  dew  doth  fall — 

Trip  it,  dainty  urchins  all ! 

Lightly  as  the  little  bee , 

Two  by  two,  and  three  by  three , 

And  about  go  we,  go  wc" 

— and  she  made  no  doubt  that  the  little 
girl  was  alone  in  the  kitchen.  Accord- 
ingly she  went  down.  Cicely,  who  was 
seated  near  the  window,  and  busily  en- 
gaged in  plucking  a fowl,  uttered  a slight 
cry  when  she  entered,  and  started  up. 

“Dear  Mistress  Judith,”  she  said,  “can 
I do  aught  for  you  ? Will  you  sit  down  ? 
Dear,  dear,  how  ill  you  do  look!” 

“I  am  not  at  all  ill,  little  Cicely,”  said 
Judith,  as  cheerfully  as  she  could,  and 
she  sat  down.  “ Give  me  the  fowl — I will 
do  that  for  you ; and  you  can  go  and  help 
my  grandmother  in  whatever  she  is  at.” 

“Nay,  not  so,”  said  the  little  maid, 
definitely  refusing.  4 ‘ Why  should  you  ?” 

4 4 But  I wish  it,  ” J udith  said.  4 4 Do  not 
vex  me  now.  Go  and  seek  ray  grandmo- 
ther, like  a good  little  lass.” 

The  little  maid  was  thus  driven  to  go; 
but  it  was  with  another  purpose.  In  about 
a couple  of  minutes  she  had  returned,  and 
preceding  her  was  Judith’s  grandmother. 

“What,  art  come  down,  wench?”  the 


old  dame  said,  patting  her  kindly  on  the 
shoulder.  44  That  be  so  far  well — ay,  ay, 
I like  that,  now;  that  be  better  for  thee 
than  lying  all  alone.  But  what  would 
you  with  the  little  maid’s  work,  that  you 
would  take  it  out  of  her  hands  ?” 

41  Why,  if  I am  idle  and  do  nothing, 
grandmother,  you  will  be  for  turning  me 
out  of  the  house,”  the  girl  answered,  look- 
ing up  with  a strange  kind  of  smile. 

44  Turn  thee  out  of  the  house  ?”  said  her 
grandmother,  who  had  just  caught  a bet- 
ter glimpse  of  the  wan  and  tired  face. 
44  Ay,  that  will  I — and  now.  Come  thy 
ways,  wench;  ’tis  time  for  thee  to  be  in 
the  fresh  air.  Cicely,  let  be  the  fowl 
now.  Put  some  more  wood  on  the  fire, 
and  hang  on  the  pot — there’s  a clever  lass. 
And  thou,  grandchild,  come  thy  ways  with 
me  into  the  garden ; and  I warrant  me, 
when  thou  comest  back,  a cupful  of  bar- 
ley broth  will  do  thee  no  harm.” 

Judith  obeyed,  though  she  would  fain 
have  sat  still.  And  then,  when  she  reach- 
ed the  front  door,  what  a bewilderment  of 
light  and  color  met  her  eyes ! She  stood  as 
one  dazed  for  a second  or  two.  The  odors 
of  the  flowers  and  the  shrubs  were  so 
strange,  moreover — pungent,  and  strange, 
and  full  of  memories.  It  seemed  so  long 
a time  since  she  had  seen  this  wonderful 
glowing  world,  and  breathed  this  keen 
air,  that  she  paused  on  the  stone  flag  to 
collect  her  senses,  as  it  were.  And  then 
a kind  of  faintness  came  over  her,  and 
perhaps  she  might  have  sunk  to  the 
ground  but  that  she  laid  hold  of  her 
grandmother’s  arm. 

4 4 Ay,  ay,  come  thy  ways  and  sit  thee 
down,  dearie,”  the  old  dame  said,  ima- 
gining that  the  girl  was  but  begging  for 
a little  assistance  in  her  walking.  “I  be 
main  glad  to  see  thee  out  again.  I liked 
not  that  lying  there  alone — nay,  I wur 
feared  of  it,  and  I bade  Prudence  send' 
your  mother  and  Susan  to  see  you — ” 

“No,  no,  good  grandmother — no,  no,v 
Judith  pleaded,  with  all  the  effort  that  re- 
mained to  her. 

44  But,  yea,  yea,”  her  grandmother  said, 
sharply.  “Foolish  wench,  that  would 
hide  away  from  them  that  can  best  aid 
thee!  Ay,  and  knowest  thou  how  the 
new  disease,  as  they  call  it,  shows  itself 
at  the  beginning? — why,  with  a pinching 
of  the  face,  and  sharp  pains  in  the  head. 
Wouldst  thou  have  me  let  thee  lie  there, 
and  perchance  go  from  bad  to  worse,  and 
not  send  for  them — ay,  and  for  Susan’s 
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husband,  if  need  were  ? Nay,  but  let  not 
that  fright  thee,  good  wench,”  she  said, 
in  a gentler  way.  “ ’Tis  none  so  bad  as  I 
thought,  else  you  would  not  be  venturing 
down  the  stairs— nay,  nay,  there  be  no 
harm  done  as  yet,  I warrant  me;  ’tis  a 
breath  of  fresh  air  to  sharpen  thee  into  a 
hungry  fit  that  will  be  the  best  doctor  for 
thee.  Here,  sit  thee  down  and  rest,  now; 
and  when  the  barley  broth"  be  warm 
enough,  Cicely  shall  bring  thee  out  a dish 
of  it.  Nay,  I see  no  harm  done.  Keep 
up  thy  heart,  lass;  thou  wert  ever  a brave 
one:  ay,  what  was  there  ever  that  could 
daunt  thee  ? — and  not  the  boldest  of  the 
youths  but  was  afraid  of  thy  laugh  and 
thy  merry  tongue  I Heaven  save  us,  that 
thou  should  take  on  so!  And  if  you 
would  sell  yourself  to  work  in  slavery  in 
the  Indies,  think  you  they  would  buy  a 
poor  weak  trembling  creature  ? Nay, 
nay ; we  will  have  to  fetch  back  the  roses 
to  your  cheeks  ere  you  make  for  that  bar- 
gain, I warrant  me!” 

They  were  now  seated  in  the  little  ar- 
bor. On  entering,  Judith  had  cast  her 
eyes  round  it  in  a strange  and  half-fright- 
ened fashion ; and  now,  as  she  sat  there, 
she  was  scarcely  listening  to  the  good-na- 
tured garrulity  of  the  old  dame,  which  was 
wholly  meant  to  cheer  her  spirits. 

“Grandmother,”  said  she,  in  a low 
voice,  “think  you  ’twas  really  he  that 
took  away  with  him  my  father's  play?” 

“I  know  not  how  else  it  could  have 
been  come  by,”  said  the  grandmother; 
“but  J pray  you,  child,  heed  not  that  for 
the  present.  What  be  done  and  gone 
can  not  be  helped — let  it  pass.  There, 
there,  now,  what  a lack  of  memory  have 
I,  that  should  have  shown  thee  the  pret- 
ty lace  cuffs  that  Thomas  Quiney  left  for 
thee — fit  for  a queen,  they  be,  to  be  sure — 
ay,  and  the  fine  lace  of  them,  and  the  sil- 
ver too.  He  hath  a free  hand,  he  hath ; 
’tis  a fair  thing  for  any  that  will  be  in 
life-partnership  with  him;  ’twill  not  away 
— marry  ’twill  not ; ’twill  bide  in  his  nature 
— that  will  never  out  of  the  flesh  that’s 
bred  in  the  bone,  as  they  say ; and  I like 
to  see  a young  man  that  be  none  of  the 
miser  kind,  but  ready  forth  with  his  mon- 
ey where  ’tis  to  please  them  he  hath  a 
fancy  for.  A brave  lad  he  is,  too,  and 
one  that  will  hold  his  own ; and  when  I 
told  him  you  were  pleased  that  his  busi- 
ness went  forward  well,  why,  saith  he,  as 
quick  as  quick,  ‘Said  she  that?’ — and  if 
my  old  eyes  fail  me  not,  I know  of  one 
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that  setteth  greater  share  by  your  good 
word  than  you  imagine,  wench.” 

She  but  half  heard;  she  was  recalling 
all  that  had  happened  in  this  very  sum- 
mer-house. 

“And  think  you,  grandmother,”  said 
she,  slowly,  and  with  absent  eyes,  “ that 
when  he  was  sitting  here  writh  us,  and 
telling  us  all  about  the  court  doings,  and 
about  my  father's  friends  in  London,  and 
when  he  was  so  grateful  to  us,  or  saying 
that  he  was  so,  for  our  receiving  of  him 
here — think  you  that  all  the  time  he  was 
planning  to  steal  my  father’s  play  and  to 
take  it  and  sell  it  in  London?  Grand- 
mother, can  you  think  it  possible  ? Could 
any  one  be  such  a hypocrite  ? I know  that 
he  deceived  me  at  the  first;  but  ’twas  only 
a jest,  and  he  confessed  it  all,  and  pro- 
fessed his  shame  that  he  had  so  done. 

But,  grandmother,  think  of  him — think  of 
how  he  used  to  speak,  and  ever  so  modest 
and  gentle : is’t  possible  that  all  the  time 
he  was  playing  the  thief,  and  looking  for- 
ward to  the  getting  away  to  London  to  sell 
what  he  had  stolen  ?” 

“For  love's  sake,  sweetheart,  heed  that 
man  no  more  ! — ’tis  all  done  and  gone; 
there  can  come  no  good  of  vexing  thyself 
about  it,  ” her  grandmother  said.  “ Be  he 
villain  or  not,  ’twill  be  well  for  all  of  us 
that  we  never  hear  his  name  more.  In 
good  sooth  I am  as  much  to  blame  as  thou 
thyself,  child,  for  the  encouraging  him  to 
come  about,  and  listening  to  his  gossip— 
beshrewme,  that  I should  have  meddled  in 
such  matters,  and  not  bade  him  go  about 
his  business ! But  ’tis  all  past  and  gone 
now,  as  I say— there  be  no  profit  in  vex- 
ing thyself — ” 

“ Past  and  gone,  grandmother!”  she  ex- 
claimed, and  yet  in  a listless  way.  “Yes 
— but  what  remains?  Good  grandmo- 
ther, perchance  you  did  not  hear  all  that 
the  parson  said.  ’Tis  past  and  gone,  truly, 
and  more  than  you  think.” 

The  tone  in  which  she  uttered  these 
words  somewhat  startled  the  good  dame, 
who  looked  at  her  anxiously.  And  then 
she  said : 

“Why,  now  I warrant  me  the  barley 
broth  will  be  hot  enough  by  this  time.  I 
will  go  fetch  thee  a cupful,  wench.  ’Twill 
put  warmth  in  thy  veins,  it  will— ay,  and 
cheer  thy  heart  too.” 

“Trouble  not,  good  grandmother,”  she 
said.  “I  would  as  lief  go  back  to  my 
room  now.  The  light  hurts  my  eyes 
strangely.1’ 
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“Back  to  your  room? — that  shall  you 
not!”  was  the  prompt  answer,  but  not 
meant  unkindly.  “You  shall  wait  here, 
wench,  till  I bring  thee  that  will  put  some 
color  in  thy  white  face — ay,  and  some  of 
Thomas  Quiney’s  wine  withal;  and  if  the 
light  hurt  thee,  sit  further  back,  then : of 
a truth  ’tis  no  wonder,  after  thou  hast  hid 
thyself  like  a dormouse  for  so  long.” 

And  so  she  went  away  to  the  house. 
But  she  was  scarcely  gone  when  Judith — 
in  this  extreme  silence  that  the  rustling 
of  a leaf  would  have  disturbed — heard  cer- 
tain voices;  and  listening  more  intently, 
she  made  sure  that  the  new-comers  must 
be  Susan  and  her  mother,  whom  Prudence 
had  asked  to  walk  over.  Instantly  she 
got  up,  though  she  had  to  steady  herself 
for  a moment  by  resting  her  hand  on  the 
table ; and  then,  as  quickly  as  she  could, 
and  as  noiselessly,  she  stole  along  the  path 
to  the  cottage,  and  entered,  and  made  her 
way  up  to  her  own  room.  She  fancied 
she  had  not  been  heard.  She  would  rath- 
er be  alone.  If  they  had  come  to  accuse 
her,  what  had  she  to  answer  ? Why,  no- 
thing: they  might  say  of  her  what  they 
pleased  now;  it  was  all  deserved : only  the 
one  denunciation  of  her  that  she  had  list- 
ened to — the  one  she  had  heard  from  the 
parson — seemed  like  the  ringing  of  her 
death-knell.  Surely  there  was  no  need  to 
repeat  that  ? They  could  not  wish  to  re- 
peat it,  did  they  but  know  all  it  meant  to 
her. 

Then  the  door  was  quietly  opened,  and 
her  sister  appeared,  bearing  in  one  hand  a 
small  tray. 

‘ 4 1 have  brought  you  some  food,  Judith, 
and  a little  wine,  and  you  must  try  and 
take  them,  sweetheart,”  said  she.  “ ’Twas 
right  good  news  to  us  that  you  had  come 
down,  and  gone  into  the  garden  for  a 
space.  In  truth,  making  yourself  ill  will 
not  mend  matters ; and  Prudence  was  in 
great  alarm.” 

She  put  the  tray  on  a chair,  for  there 
was  no  table  in  the  room ; but  Judith,  find- 
ing that  her  sister  had  not  come  to  accuse 
her,  but  was  in  this  gentle  mood,  said, 
quickly  and  eagerly : 

“Oh,  Susan,  you  can  tell  me  all  that 
I would  so  fain  know!  You  must  have 
heard,  for  my  father  speaks  to  you  of  all 
his  affairs ; and  at  your  own  wedding  you 
must  have  heard,  when  all  these  things 
were  arranged.  Tell  me,  Susan — I shall 
have  a marriage  portion,  shall  I not  ? — and 
how  much,  think  you?  Perchance  not 


so  large  as  yours,  for  you  are  the  elder, 
and  Doctor  Hall  was  ever  a favorite  with 
my  father.  But  I shall  have  a marriage 
portion,  Susan,  shall  I not? — nay,  it  may 
already  be  set  aside  for  me  ?” 

And  then  the  elder  sister  did  glance 
somewhat  reproachfully  at  her. 

“I  wonder  you  should  be  thinking  of 
such  things,  Judith,”  said  she. 

“Ah,  but  ’tis  not  as  you  imagine,”  the 
girl  said,  with  the  same  pathetic  eagerness. 
“ ’Tis  in  this  wise,  now:  would  my  father 
take  it  in  a measure  to  repay  him  for  the 
ill  that  I have  done  ? Would  it  make  up 
the  loss,  Susan,  or  a part  of  it?  Would 
he  take  it,  think  you  ? Ah,  but  if  he  would 
do  that !” 

“Why,  that  were  an  easy  way  out  of 
the  trouble,  assuredly !”  her  sister  exclaim- 
ed. “To  take  the  marriage  portion  that 
is  set  aside  for  thee — and  if  I mistake  not, 
’tis  all  provided;  ay,  and  the  Rowington 
copyhold,  which  will  fall  to  thee,  if  ’tis 
not  thine  already — truly,  ’twere  a wise 
thing  to  take  these  to  make  good  this  loss, 
and  then,  when  you  marry,  to  have  to  give 
you  your  marriage  portion  all  the  same!” 

“Nay,  nay,  not  so,  Susan,”  her  sister 
cried,  quickly.  “ What  said  you  ? The 
Rowington  copyhold  also  ? and  perchance 
mine  already  ? Susan,  would  it  make  good 
the  loss  ? Would  all  taken  together  make 
good  the  loss  ? For,  as  Heaven  is  my  wit- 
ness, I will  never  marry — nor  think  of 
marrying — but  rejoice  all  the  days  of  my 
life,  if  my  father  would  but  take  these  to 
satisfy  him  of  the  injury  I have  done  him. 
Nay,  but  is’t  possible,  Susan?  Will  he 
do  that  for  me  ? — as  a kindness  to  me  ? I 
have  no  right  to  ask  for  such;  but — but  if 
only  he  knew! — if  only  he  knew!” 

The  tears  were  running  down  her  face ; 
her  hands  were  clasped  in  abject  entreaty. 

“Sweetheart,  you  know  not  what  you 
ask,”  her  sister  said,  but  gently.  “ When 
you  marry,  your  marriage  portion  will 
have  to  be  in  accordance  with  our  position 
in  the  town;  my  father  would  not  have 
it  otherwise.  Were  you  to  surrender  that 
now,  would  he  let  one  of  his  daughters  go 
forth  from  his  house  as  a beggar,  think 
you  ? Or  what  would  her  husband  say, 
to  be  so  treated  ? You  might  be  willing 
to  give  up  these,  but  my  father  could  not, 
and  your  husband  would  not.” 

“ Susan,  Susan,  I wish  for  no  marriage," 
she  cried;  “I  will  stay  with  my  grandmo- 
ther here;  she  is  content  that  I should 
bide  with  her;  and  if  my  father  will  take 
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these,  ’twill  be  the  joy  of  my  life;  I shall 
wish  for  no  more,  and  New  Place  shall 
come  to  no  harm  by  me ; ’tis  here  that  I 
am  to  bide.  Think  you  he  would  take 
them,  Susan? — think  you  he  would  take 
them  ?”  she  pleaded ; and  in  her  excite- 
ment she  got  up  and  tried  to  walk  about 
a little,  but  with  her  hands  still  clasped. 
“If  one  were  to  send  to  London,  now — a 
message — or  I would  walk  every  foot  of 
the  way  did  I but  think  he  would  do  this 
for  me — oh,  no!  no!  no  I I durst  not— I 
durst  never  see  him  more;  he  has  cast  me 
off,  and— and  I deserve  no  less !” 

Her  sister  went  to  her  and  took  her  by 
the  hand. 

“Judith,  you  have  been  in  sore  trouble, 
and  scarce  know  what  you  say,”  she  said, 
in  that  clear,  calm  way  of  hers.  “But 
this  is  now  what  you  must  do.  Sit  down 
and  take  some  of  this  food.  As  I hear, 
you  have  scarce  tasted  anything  these  two 
days.  You  have  always  been  so  wild  and 
way wai*d : now  must  you  listen  to  reason 
and  suffer  guidance.” 

She  made  her  sit  down.  The  girl  took 
a little  of  the  broth,  some  of  the  spiced 
bread,  and  a little  of  the  wine;  but  it  was 
clear  that  she  was  forcing  herself  to  it. 
Her  thoughts  were  elsewhere.  And  scarce- 
ly had  she  finished  this  make-believe  of  a 
repast  when  she  turned  to  her  sister  and 
said,  with  a pathetic  pleading  in  her  voice : 

“ And  is  it  not  possible,  Susan  ? Surely 
I can  do  something ! It  is  so  dreadful  to 
think  of  my  father  imagining  that  I have 
done  him  this  injury,  and  gone  on  the 
same  way,  careless  of  what  has  happened. 
That  terrifies  me  at  night! — oh,  if  you  but 
knew  what  it  is  in  the  darkness,  in  the 
long  hours,  and  none  to  call  to,  and  none 
to  give  you  help;  and  to  think  that  these 
are  the  thoughts  he  has  of  me — that  it  was 
all  for  a sweetheart  I did  it,  that  I gave 
away  his  writing  to  please  a sweetheart, 
and  that  I care  not  for  what  has  happen- 
ed, but  would  do  the  like  again  to-morrow ! 
It  is  so  dreadful  in  the  night!” 

“I  would  comfort  you  if  I could,  Ju- 
dith,” said  her  sister,  “but  I fear  me  you 
must  trust  to  wiser  counsel  than  mine. 
In  truth  I know  not  whether  all  this  can 
be  undone,  or  how  my  father  regards  it  at 
the  moment;  for  at  the  time  of  the  writ- 
ing they  were  all  uncertain.  But  surely 
now  you  would  do  well  to  be  ruled  by 
some  one  better  able  to  guide  you  than 
any  of  us  women-folk : Master  Blaise  hath 
been  most  kind  and  serviceable  in  this,  as 


in  all  other  matters,  and  hath  written  to 
your  father  in  answer  to  his  letter,  so  that 
we  have  had  trust  and  assurance  in  his 
direction.  And  you  also— why  should 
you  not  seek  his  aid  and  counsel  ?” 

At  the  mere  mention  of  the  parson’s 
name,  Judith  shivered  instinctively,  she 
scarce  knew  why. 

“Judith,”  her  sister  continued,  regard- 
ing her  watchfully,  “to-morrow,  as  I un- 
derstand, Master  Blaise  is  coming  over 
here  to  see  you.” 

“May  not  I be  spared  that?  He  hath 
already  brought  his  message,”  the  girl 
said,  in  a low  voice. 

“Nay,  he  comes  but  in  kindness — or 
more  than  kindness,  if  I guess  aright. 
Bethink  you,  Judith,”  she  said,  “’tis  hot 
only  the  loss  of  the  money — or  great  or 
small  I know  not — that  hath  distressed 
my  father.  There  was  more  than  that. 
Nay,  do  not  think  I am  come  to  reproach 
you;  but  will  it  not  be  ever  thus  so  long 
as  you  will  be  ruled  by  none,  but  must 
always  go  your  own  way?  There  was 
more  than  merely  concerned  money  af- 
fairs in  my  father’s  letter,  as  doubtless 
Master  Blaise  hath  told  you;  and  then, 
think  of  it,  Judith,  how  ’twill  be  when  the 
bruit  of  the  story  comes  down  to  Strat- 
ford.” 

“I  care  not,”  was  the  perfectly  calm 
answer.  “That  is  for  me  to  bear.  Can 
Master  Blaise  tell  me  how  I may  restore 
to  my  father  this  that  he  hath  lost  ? Then 
his  visit  might  be  more  welcome,  Susan.” 

“ Why  will  you  harden  your  heart  so?” 
the  elder  sister  said,  with  some  touch  of 
entreaty  in  her  tone.  “Nay,  think  of  it, 
Judith!  Here  is  an  answer  to  all.  If 
you  but  listen  to  him,  and  favor  him,  you 
will  have  one  always  with  you  as  a sure 
guide  and  counsellor;  and  who  then  may 
dare  say  a word  against  you?” 

“Then  he  comes  to  save  my  good 
name?”  the  girl  said,  with  a curious 
change  of  manner.  “Nay,  I will  give 
him  no  such  tarnished  prize.” 

And  here  it  occurred  to  the  elder  sister, 
who  was  sufficiently  shrewd  and  observ- 
ant, that  her  intercession  did  not  seem  to 
be  producing  good  results;  and  she  con- 
sidered it  better  that  the  parson  should 
speak  for  himself.  Indeed,  she  hoped  she 
had  done  no  mischief;  for  this  that  she 
now  vaguely  suggested  had  for  long  been 
the  dream  and  desire  of  both  her  mother 
and  herself;  and  at  this  moment,  if  ever, 
there  was  a chance  of  Judith’s  being  obe- 
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client  and  compliant.  Not  only  did  she  And  then  he  hesitated,  through  shyness, 
forthwith  change  the  subject,  but  also  she  “Why,  you  know,  Judith,”  he  said, 


managed  to  conquer  the  intense  longing 
that  possessed  her  to  learn  something  fur- 
ther about  the  young  man  who  (as  she 
imagined)  had  for  a time  captured  Ju- 
diths fancies.  She  gave  her  sister  what 
newTs  there  was  in  the  town.  She  be- 
sought her  to  take  care  of  herself,  and  to 
go  out  as  much  as  possible,  for  that  she 
was  looking  far  from  well.  And  finally, 
when  the  girl  confessed  that  she  was  fain 
to  lie  down  for  a space  (having  slept  so 
little  during  these  two  nights),  she  put 
some  things  over  her,  and  quietly  left, 
hoping  that  she  might  soon  get  to  sleep. 

Judith  did  not  rest  long,  however.  The 
question  whether  the  sacrifice  of  her  mar- 
riage portion  might  not  do  something 
toward  retrieving  the  disaster  she  had 
caused  was  still  harassing  her  mind ; and 
then,  again,  there  was  the  prospect  of  the 
parson  coming  on  the  morrow.  By-and- 
by,  when  she  was  certain  that  her  mother 
and  sister  were  gone,  she  went  down- 
stairs, and  began  to  help  in  doing  this  or 
the  other  little  thing  about  the  house. 
Her  grandmother  was  out-of-doors,  and 
so  did  not  know  to  interfere,  though  the 
small  maid-servant  remonstrated  as  best 
she  might.  Luckily,  however,  nature  was 
a more  imperative  monitress;  and  again 
and  again  the  girl  had  to  sit  down  from 
sheer  physical  weakness. 

But  there  came  over  a visitor  in  the 
afternoon  who  restored  to  her  something 
of  her  old  spirit.  It  was  little  Willie 
Hart,  who,  having  timidly  tapped  at  the 
open  door  without,  came  along  the  pas- 
sage, and  entered  the  dusky  chamber 
where  she  was. 

“Ah,  sweetheart,”  said  she  (but  with  a 
kind  of  sudden  sob  in  her  throat),  “have 
you  come  to  see  me  ?” 

“I  heard  that  you  were  not  well,  cous- 
in,” said  he,  and  he  regarded  her  with 
troubled  and  anxious  eyes  as  she  stooped 
to  kiss  him. 

“Nay,  I am  well  enough,”  said  she, 
with  as  much  cheerfulness  as  she  could 
muster.  “Fret  not  yourself  about  that. 
And  what  a studious  scholar  you  are, 
Cousin  Willie,  to  be  sure,  that  must  needs 
bring  your  book  with  you  I Were  I not  so 
ignorant  myself,  I should  hear  you  your 
tasks;  but  you  would  but  laugh  at  me — ” 

“’Tis  no  task-book,  Judith,”  said  he, 
diffidently.  “’Twas  Prudence  who  lent 
it  to  me.” 
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“you  have  spoken  to  me  many  a time 
about  Sir  Philip  Sidney;  and  I was  ask- 
ing this  one  and  the  other  at  times;  and 
Prudence  said  she  would  show  me  a book 
he  had  written,  that  belongs  to  her  brother. 
And  then  to-day,  when  I went  to  her,  she 
bade  me. bring  the  book  to  you,  and  to 
read  to  you,  for  that  you  were  not  well, 
and  might  be  pleased  to  hear  it,  she  not 
being  able  to  come  over  till  the  morrow.” 

“In  truth,  now,  that  was  well  thought 
of  and  friendly,”  said  she ; and  she  put  her 
hand  in  a kindly  fashion  on  his  shoulder. 
“And  you  have  come  all  the  way  over  to 
read  to  me— see  you  how  good  a thing  it 
is  to  be  wise  and  instructed ! Well,  then, 
we  will  go  and  sit  by  the  door,  that  you 
may  have  more  of  light;  and  if  my  grand- 
mother catch  us  at  such  idleness,  you 
shall  have  to  defend  me — you  shall  have 
to  defend  me,  sweetheart— for  you  are  the 
man  of  us  two,  and  I must  be  shielded.” 

So  they  went  to  the  door,  and  sat  down 
on  the  step,  the  various -colored  garden 
and  the  trees  and  the  wide  heavens  all 
shining  before  them. 

“And  what  is  the  tale,  Cousin  Willie  ?” 
said  she,  quite  pleasantly  (for  indeed  she 
was  glad  to  see  the  boy,  and  to  chat  with 
one  who  had  no  reproaches  for  her,  who 
knew  nothing  against  her,  but  was  ever 
her  true  lover  and  slave).  “ Nay,  if  it  be 
by  Sir  Philip  Sidney,  ’twill  be  of  gallant 
and  noble  knights  assuredly.” 

“I  know  not,  Cousin  Judith,”  said  he; 

“I  but  looked  at  the  beginning  as  I came 
through  the  fields.  And  this  is  how  it 
goes.” 

He  opened  the  book,  and  began  to  read : 

“It  was  in  the  time  that  the  Earth  be- 
gins to  put  on  her  new  apparel  against 
the  approach  of  her  lover,  and  that  the 
sun,  running  a most  even  course,  becomes 
an  indifferent  arbiter  between  the  night 
and  the  day,  when  the  hopeless  shepherd 
Strephon  was  come  to  the  sands  which 
lie  against  the  island  of  Cilhera,  where, 
viewing  the  place  with  a heavy  kind  of 
delight,  and  sometimes  casting  his  eyes 
to  the  isleward,  he  called  his  friendly  ri- 
val the  pastor  Claius  unto  him ; and,  set- 
ting first  down  in  his  darkened  counte- 
nance a doleful  copy  of  what  he  would 
speak,  ‘ 0 my  Claius,’  said  he — ” 

Thus  he  went  on ; and  as  he  read,  her 
face  grew  more  and  more  wistful.  It  was 
a far-off  land  that  she  heard  of;  and  beau- 
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tiful  it  was;  it  seemed  to  her  that  she  had 
been  dwelling  in  some  such  land,  careless 
and  all  unknowing. 

44  The  third  day  after,”  she  vaguely 
heard  him  say,  “in  the  time  that  the 
morning  did  strew  roses  and  violets  in  the 
heavenly  floor  against  the  coming  of  the 
sun,  the  nightingales,  striving  one  with 
the  other  which  could  in  most  dainty  va- 
riety recount  their  wrong-caused  sorrow, 
made  them  put  off  their  sleep ; and,  rising 
from  under  a tree,  which  that  night  had 
been  their  pavilion,  they  went  on  their 
journey,  which  by-and-by  welcomed  Mu- 
sidorus’  eyes  with  delightful  prospects. 
There  were  hills  which  garnished  their 
proud  heights  with  stately  trees;  humble 
valleys  whose  base  estate  seemed  comforted 
with  the  refreshing  of  silver  rivers;  mea- 
dows enamelled  with  all  sorts  of  eye-pleas- 
ing flowers;  thickets  which,  being  lined 
with  most  pleasant  shade,  were  witnessed 
so  to  by  the  cheerful  disposition  of  many 
well-tuned  birds;  each  pasture  stored  with 
sheep,  feeding  with  sober  security,  while 
the  pretty  lambs,  with  bleating  oratory, 
craved  the  dams’  comfort:  here  a shep- 
herd’s boy  piping,  as  though  he  should 
never  be  old;  there  a young  shepherdess 
knitting,  and  withal  singing:  and  it  seem- 
ed that  her  voice  comforted  her  hands 
to  work,  and  her  hands  kept  time  to  her 
voice-music.” 

Surely  she  had  herself  been  living  in 
some  such  land  of  pleasant  delights,  with- 
out a thought  that  ever  it  would  end  for 
her,  but  that  each  following  day  would  be 
as  full  of  mirth  and  laughter  as  its  prede- 
cessor. She  scarcely  listened  to  the  little 
lad  now.  She  was  looking  back  over  the 
years.  So  rare  and  bright  and  full  of 
light  and  color  were  they — and  always  a 
kind  of  music  in  them,  and  laughter  at 
the  sad  eyes  of  lovers.  She  had  never 
known  how  happy  she  had  been.  It  was 
all  distant  now — the  idle  flower-gathering 
in  the  early  springtime;  the  afternoon 
walking  in  the  meadows,  she  and  Pru- 
dence together  (with  the  young  lads  re- 
garding them  askance);  the  open  case- 
ments on  the  moon-lit  nights,  to  hear  the 
madrigal -singing  of  the  youths  going 
home;  or  the  fair  and  joyous  mornings 
that  she  was  allowed  to  ride  away,  in  the 
direction  of  Oxford,  to  meet  her  father 
and  his  companions  coming  in  to  Stratford 
town.  And  now,  when  next  he  should 
come,  to  all  of  them,  and  all  of  them 
welcoming  him — even  neighbors  and  half- 


strangers— and  he  laughing  to  them  all, 
and  getting  off  his  horse,  and  calling  for 
a cup  of  wine  as  he  strode  into  the  house, 
where  should  she  be?  Not  With  all  of 
these,  not  laughing  and  listening  to  the 
merry  stories  of  the  journey,  but  away 
by  herself,  hiding  herself,  as  it  were,  and 
thinking,  alone. 

“Dear  Judith,  but  why  are  you  cry- 
ing ?”  said  the  little  lad,  as  he  chanced  to 
look  up;  and  his  face  was  of  an  instant 
and  troubled  anxiety. 

44  Why,  ’tis  a fair  land — oh,  indeed,  a 
fair  land !”  said  she,  with  an  effort  at  re- 
garding the  book,  and  pretending  to  be 
wholly  interested  in  it.  “Nay,  I would 
hear  more  of  Musidorus,  sweetheart,  and  of 
that  pretty  country.  I pray  you  continue 
the  reading — continue  the  reading,  sweet- 
heart Willie.  Nay,  I never  heard  of  a 
fairer  country,  I assure  thee,  in  all  the 
wide  world !” 


CHAPTER  XXXII. 

A RESOLVE. 

Then  that  night,  as  she  lay  awake  in 
the  dark,  her  incessant  imaginings  shaped 
themselves  toward  one  end.  This  passion 
of  grief  she  knew  to  be  unavailing  and 
fruitless.  Something  she  would  try  to  do, 
if  but  to  give  evidence  of  her  contrition ; 
for  how  could  she  bear  that  her  father 
should  think  of  her  as  one  having  done 
him  this  harm  and  still  going  on  light- 
hearted and  unconcerned?  The  parson 
was  coming  over  on  the  morrow.  And 
if  she  were  to  put  away  her  maidenly 
pride  (and  other  vague  dreams  that  she 
had  sometimes  dreamed),  and  take  it  that 
her  consent  would  re-establish  her  in  the 
eyes  of  those  who  were  now  regarding  her 
askance,  and  make  her  peace  with  her  own 
household  ? And  if  the  surrender  of  her 
marriage  portion  and  her  interest  in  the 
Rowington  copyhold  (whatever  it  might 
be)  were  in  a measure  to  mitigate  her  fa- 
ther’s loss?  It  was  the  only  thing  she 
could  think  of.  And  if  at  times  she  look- 
ed forward  with  a kind  of  shudder  (for  in 
the  night-time  all  prospects  wear  a darker 
hue)  to  her  existence  as  the  arson’s  wife, 
again  there  came  to  her  the  reflection  that 
it  was  not  for  her  to  repine.  Some  sacri- 
fice was  due  from  her.  And  could  she 
not  be  as  resolute  as  the  daughter  of  the 
Gileadite  ? Oftentimes  she  had  heard  the 
words  read  out  in  the  still  afternoon: 
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“ Now  when  Iphtah  came  to  Mizpeh  unto 
his  house,  behold  his  daughter  came  out 
to  meet  him  with  timbrels  and  dances: 
which  was  his  only  child ; he  had  none 
other  son  nor  daughter.  And  when  he 
saw  her  he  rent  his  clothes,  and  said,  Alas, 
my  daughter  I thou  has  brought  me  low, 
and  art  of  them  that  trouble  me.”  The 
Jewish  maiden  had  done  no  ill,  and  yet 
was  brave  to  suffer:  why  should  she  re- 
pine at  any  sacrifice  demanded  of  her  to 
atone  for  her  own  wrong-doing  ? What 
else  was  there?  She  hoped  that  Susan 
and  her  mother  would  be  pleased  now, 
and  that  her  father  and  his  friends  in  Lon- 
don would  not  have  any  serious  loss  to  re- 
gret. There  was  but  the  one  way,  she 
said  to  herself  again  and  again.  She  was 
almost  anxious  for  the  parson  to  come 
over,  to  see  if  he  would  approve. 

With  the  daylight  her  determination 
became  still  more  clear;  and  also  she  saw 
more  plainly  the  difficulties  before  her. 
For  it  could  not  be  deemed  a very  seemly 
and  maidenly  thing  that  she,  on  being  ask- 
ed to  become  a bride  (and  she  had  no  doubt 
that  was  his  errand),  should  begin  to  speak 
of  her  marriage  portion.  But  would  he 
understand?  Would  he  help  her  over 
her  embarrassment  ? Nay,  she  could  not 
but  reflect,  here  was  an  opportunity  for  his 
showing  himself  generous  and  large-mind- 
ed. He  had  always  professed,  or  at  least 
intimated,  that  his  wish  to  have  her  for 
wife  was  based  mostly  on  his  care  for  her- 
self and  his  regard  for  the  general  good  of 
the  pious  community  to  which  he  belong- 
ed. She  was  to  be  a helpmeet  for  one  la- 
boring in  the  Lord’s  vineyard ; she  was  to 
be  of  service  in  the  church ; she  was  to  se- 
cure for  herself  a constant  and  loving  di- 
rection and  guidance.  And  now,  if  he 
wished  to  prove  all  this— if  he  wished  to 
show  himself  so  noble  and  disinterested  as 
to  win  for  himself  her  life-long  gratitude — 
what  if  he  were  to  take  over  all  her  mar- 
riage portion,  as  that  might  be  arranged, 
and  forthwith  and  chivalrously  hand  it 
back  again,  so  that  her  grievous  fault 
should  so  far  be  condoned?  If  the  girl 
had  been  in  her  usual  condition  of  health 
and  spirits,  it  is  probable  that  she  would 
have  regarded  this  question  with  a trifle  of 
skepticism  (fof  she  was  about  as  shrewd  in 
such  matters  as  Susan  herself) — nay,  it  is 
just  probable  that  she  might  have  expe- 
rienced a malicious  joy  in  putting  him  to 
the  proof.  But  she  was  in  despair;  her 
nerves  were  gone,  through  continual  wake- 


fulness and  mental  torture ; this  was  the 
only  direction  in  which  she  saw  light  be- 
fore her,  and  she  regarded  it,  not  with  her 
ordinary  faculty  of  judgment,  but  with  a 
kind  of  pathetic  hope. 

Master  Blaise  arrived  in  the  course  of 
the  morning.  His  reception  was  not  au- 
spicious ; for  the  old  dame  met  him  at  the 
gate,  and  made  more  than  a show  of  bar- 
ring the  way. 

“Indeed,  good  sir,”  said  she,  firmly, 
“the  wench  be  far  from  well  now,  and  I 
would  have  her  left  alone.” 

He  answered  that  his  errand  was  of 
some  importance,  and  that  he  must  crave 
a few  minutes’  interview.  Both  her  mo- 
ther and  sister,  he  said,  were  aware  he  was 
coming  over  to  see  her,  and  had  made  no 
objection. 

“ No,  no,  perchance  not,”  the  grandmo- 
ther said,  though  without  budging  an  inch, 

‘ ‘ but  she  be  under  my  care  now,  and  I will 
have  no  harm  befall  her — ” 

“ Harm,  good  Mistress  Hathaway  ?” 
said  he. 

“Well,  she  be  none  so  strong  as  she 
were,  and  — and  perchance  there  hath 
been  overmuch  lecturing  of  the  poor  lass. 
Nay,  I doubt  not  ’twas  meant  in  kind- 
ness, but  there  hath  been  overmuch  of  it, 
as  I reckon ; and  what  I say  is,  if  the  wench 
have  done  amiss,  let  those  that  have  the 
right  to  complain  come  to  her.  Nay, ’twas 
kindness,  good  sir;  ’twas  well  meant,  I 
doubt  not;  and  ’tis  your  calling  belike  to 
give  counsel  and  reproof ; I say  naught 
against  that;  but  I am  of  a mind  to  have 
my  grandchild  left  alone  at  present.” 

“ If  you  refuse  me,  good  Mistress  Hath- 
away,” said  he, quite  courteously  and  calm- 
ly, “ there  is  no  more  to  be  said.  But  I 
imagine  that  her  mother  and  sister  will  be 
surprised.  And  as  for  the  maiden  herself 
—go  you  by  her  wishes  ?” 

“ Nay,  not  I,”  was  the  bold  answer.  “ I 
know  better  than  all  of  them  together.  For 
to  speak  plain  with  you,  good  master  par- 
son, your  preaching  must  have  been  over- 
sharp when  last  you  were  within  here, 
and  was  like  to  have  brought  the  wench 
to  death’s  door  thereafter— marry,  she  be 
none  so  far  recovered  as  to  risk  any  fur- 
ther of  such  treatment.  Perchance  you 
meant  no  harm;  but  she  is  proud  and 
high-spirited,  and,  by  your  leave,  good 
sir,  we  will  see  her  a little  stronger  and 
better  set  up  ere  she  have  any  more  of 
the  discipline  of  the  church  bestowed  on 
her.” 
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It  was  well  that  Judith  appeared  at  this 
juncture;  for  the  tone  of  the  old  dame's 
voice  was  growing  more  and  more  tart. 

“Grandmother,”  said  she,  “I  would 
speak  with  Master  Blaise.” 

“Get  thee  within-doors  at  once,  I tell 
thee,  wench  I”  was  the  peremptory  re- 
joinder. 

“ No,  good  grandmother,  so  please  you,” 
Judith  said,  “I  must  speak  with  him. 
There  is  much  of  importance  that  I have 
to  say  to  him.  Good  sir,  will  you  step 
into  the  garden  ?” 

The  old  dame  withdrew,  sulky  and 
grumbling,  and  evidently  inclined  to  re- 
main within  ear-shot,  lest  she  should  deem 
it  necessary  to  interfere.  Judith  pre- 
ceded Master  Blaise  to  the  door  of  the  cot- 
tage, and  asked  the  little  maid  to  bring 
out  a couple  of  chairs.  As  she  sat  down, 
he  could  not  but  observe  how  wan  and 
worn  her  face  was,  and  how  listless  she 
was  in  manner;  but  he  made  no  comment 
on  that:  he  only  remarked  that  her  grand- 
mother seemed  in  no  friendly  mood  this 
morning,  and  that  only  the  fact  that  his 
mission  was  known  to  Susan  and  her  mo- 
ther had  caused  him  to  persist. 

It  was  clear  that  this  untoward  recep- 
tion had  disconcerted  him  somewhat;  and 
it  was  some  little  time  before  he  could  re- 
cover that  air  of  mild  authority  with  which 
he  was  accustomed  to  convey  his  counsels. 
At  first  he  confined  himself  to  telling  Ju- 
dith what  he  had  done  on  behalf  of  her 
mother  and  Susan — in  obedience  to  their 
wishes;  but  by-and-by  he  came  to  herself, 
and  her  own  situation ; and  he  hoped  that 
this  experience  through  which  she  had 
passed,  though  it  might  have  caused  her 
bitter  distress  for  the  time,  would  eventual 
ally  make  for  good.  If  the  past  could 
not  be  recalled,  at  least  the  future  might ! 
be  made  safe.  Indeed,  one  or  two  phrases 
he  used  sounded  as  if  they  had  done 
some  previous  service;  perhaps  he  had 
consulted  with  Mistress  Hall  ere  making- 
this  appeal;  but  in  any  case  Judith  was 
not  listening  so  particularly  as  to  think 
of  that— she  seemed  to  know  beforehand 
what  he  had  to  say. 

To  tell  the  truth,  he  was  himself  a little 
surprised  at  her  tacit  acquiescence.  He 
had  always  had  to  argue  with  Judith ; and 
many  a time  he  had  found  that  her  subtle 
feminine  wit  was  capable  of  extricating 
hdrself  from  what  he  considered  a defense- 
less position.  But  now  she  sat  almost  si- 
lent. She  seemed  to  agree  to  everything. 


There  was  not  a trace  left  of  the  old  au- 
dacious self-reliance,  nor  yet  of  those  sau- 
cy rejoinders  which  were  only  veiled  by 
her  professed  respect  for  his  cloth.  She 
was  at  his  mercy. 

And  so,  growing  bolder,  he  put  in  his 
own  personal  claim.  He  said  little  that 
he  had  not  said,  or  hinted,  on  previous 
occasions ; but  now  all  the  circumstances 
were  changed ; this  heavy  misfortune  that 
had  befallen  her  was  but  another  and  all 
too  cogent  reason  why  she  should  accept 
his  offer  of  shelter  and  aid  and  counsel, 
seeing  into  what  pitfalls  her  own  un- 
guided steps  were  like  to  lead  her. 

“ I speak  the  words  of  truth  and  sober- 
ness,” said  he,  as  he  sat  and  calmly  re- 
garded her  downcast  face,  “ and  make  no 
appeal  to  the  foolish  fancies  of  a young 
and  giddy-headed  girl,  for  that  you  are  no 
longer,  Judith.  The  years  are  going  by. 
There  must  come  a time  in  life  when  the 
enjoyment  of  the  passing  moment  is  not 
all  in  all;  when  one  must  look  to  the  fu- 
ture, and  make  provision  for  sickness  and 
old  age.  Death  strikes  here  and  there; 
friends  fall  away;  what  a sad  thing  it 
were  to  find  one’s  self  alone,  the  dark 
clouds  of  life  thickening  over,  and  none 
by  to  help  and  cheer ! Then  your  mother 
and  sister,  Judith — ” 

“Yes,  I know,”  she  said,  almost  in  de- 
spair— “I  know  ’twould  please  them.” 

And  then  she  reflected  that  this  was 
scarcely  the  manner  in  which  she  should 
receive  his  ofFer,  that  was  put  before  her 
so  plainly  and  with  so  much  calm  sin- 
cerity. 

“I  pray  you,  good  sir,”  said  she,  in  a 
kind  of  languid  way,  “forgive  me  if  I an- 
swer you  not  as  frankly  as  might  be.  I 
have  been  ill;  my  head  aches  now;  per- 
chance I have  not  followed  all  you  said. 
But  I understand  it— I understand  it;  and 
in  all  you  say  there  is  naught  but  good 
intention.” 

“Then  it  is  yes,  Judith ?”  he  exclaimed, 
and  for  the  first  time  there  was  a little 
brightness  of  ardor — almost  of  triumph 
— in  this  clearly  conceived  and  argued 
wooing. 

“It  would  please  my  mother  and  sis- 
ter,” she  repeated,  slowly.  “They  are 
afraid  of  some  story  coming  from  Lon- 
don about— about  what  is  passed.  This 
would  be  an  answer,  would  it  not  ?” 

“Why,  yes,”  he  said,  confidently,  for 
he  saw  that  she  was  yielding  (and  his 
own  susceptibilities  were  not  likely  to  be 
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wounded  in  that  direction).  “Think  you 
we  should  heed  any  tavern  scurrility?  I 
trow  not!  There  would  be  the  answer 
plain  and  clear — if  you  were  my  wife, 
Judith.” 

“They  would  be  pleased,”  again  she 
said,  and  her  eyes  were  absent.  And 
then  she  added:  “ I pray  you  pardon  me, 
good  sir,  if  I speak  of  that  which  you  may 
deem  out  of  place;  but — but  if  you  knew 
— how  I have  been  striving  to  think  of 
some  means  of  repairing  the  wrong  I have 
done  my  father,  you  would  not  wonder 
that  I should  be  anxious,  and  perchance 
indiscreet.  You  know  of  the  loss  I have 
caused  him  and  his  companions.  How 
could  I ever  make  that  good  with  the 
work  of  my  own  hands  ? That  is  not  pos- 
sible; and  yet  when  I think  of  how  he 
hath  toiled  for  all  of  us,  late  and  early, 
as  it  were— why,  good  sir,  I have  myself 
been  bold  enough  to  chide  him,  or  to  wish 
that  I were  a man,  to  ride  forth  in  the 
morning  in  his  stead  and  look  after  the 
land:  and  then  that  his  own  daughter 
should  be  the  means  of  taking  from  him 
what  he  hath  earned  so  hardly— that  I 
should  never  forget;  ’twould  be  on  my 
mind  year  after  year,  even  if  he  were 
himself  to  try  to  forget  it.” 

She  paused  for  a second ; the  mere  effort 
of  speaking  seemed  to  fatigue  her. 

“There  is  but  the  one  means,  as  I can 
think,  of  showing  him  my  humble  sorrow 
for  what  hath  been  done— of  making  him 
some  restitution.  I know  not  what  my 
marriage  portion  may  be — but  ’twill  be 
something — and  Susan  saith  there  is  a part 
of  the  manor  of  Rowington,  also,  that 
would  fall  to  me.  Now,  see  you,  good 
Master  Blaise,  if  I were  to  give  these  over 
to  my  father  in  part  quittance  of  this  in- 
jury, or  if  belike — my — my — husband 
would  do  that — out  of  generosity  and  no- 
bleness— would  not  my  father  be  less  ag- 
grieved ?” 

She  had  spoken  rather  quickly  and 
breathlessly  (to  get  over  her  embarrass- 
ment), and  now  she  regarded  him  with  a 
strange  anxiety,  for  so  much  depended  on 
his  answer!  Would  he  understand  her 
motives?  Would  he  pardon  her  blunt- 
ness ? Would  he  join  her  in  this  scheme 
of  restitution  ? 

He  hesitated  only  for  a moment. 

“Dear  Judith,”  he  said,  with  perfect 
equanimity,  4 4 such  matters  are  solely  with- 
in the  province  of  men,  and  not  at  the  dis- 
position of  women,  who  know  less  of  the 


affairs  of  the  world.  Whatever  arrange- 
ments your  father  may  have  made  in  re- 
spect of  your  marriage  portion — truly  I 
have  made  no  inquiry  in  that  direction — 
ho  will  have  made  with  due  regard  to  his 
own  circumstances,  and  with  regard  to 
the  family,  and  to  your  future.  Would 
he  be  willing  to  upset  these  in  order  to 
please  a girlish  fancy?  Why,  in  all  po- 
sitions in  life,  pecuniary  losses  must  hap- 
pen, and  a man  takes  an  account  of  these; 
and  is  he  likely  to  recover  himself  at  the 
expense  of  his  own  daughter  ?” 

“Nay,  but  if  she  be  willing!  If  she 
would  give  all  that  she  hath,  good  sir!” 
she  cried,  quickly. 

“’Twould  be  but  taking  it  from  one 
pocket  to  put  it  in  the  other,”  said  he,  in 
his  patient  and  forbearing  way.  “I  say 
not,  if  a man  were  like  to  become  bank- 
rupt, that  his  family  might  not  forego 
their  expectations  in  order  to  save  him; 
but  your  father  is  one  in  good  position. 
Think  you  that  the  loss  is  so  great  to  him? 
In  truth,  it  can  not  be.” 

The  eagerness  fell  away  from  her  face. 
She  saw  too  clearly  that  he  could  not  un- 
derstand her  at  all.  She  did  not  reckon 
her  father’s  loss  in  proportion  to  his  wealth 
— in  truth  she  could  not  form  the  faintest 
notion  of  what  that  loss  might  be:  all  her 
thought  was  of  her  winning  back  (in 
some  remote  day,  if  that  were  still  possi- 
ble to  her)  to  her  father’s  forgiveness,  and 
the  regarding  of  his  face  as  no  longer  in 
dread  wrath  against  her. 

“Why,”  said  he,  seeing  that  she  sat  si- 
lent and  distraught  (for  all  the  hope  had 
gone  out  of  her),  “in  every  profession  and 
station  in  life  a man  must  have  here  or 
there  a loss,  as  I say;  but  would  he  rob 
his  family  to  make  that  good?  Surely 
not.  Of  what  avail  might  that  be  ? ’Tis 
for  them  that  he  is  working;  ’tis  not  for 
himself;  why  should  he  take  from  them 
to  build  up  a property  which  must  in  due 
course  revert  and  become  theirs  ? I pray 
you  put  such  fancies  out  of  your  head, 
Judith.  Women  are  not  accustomed  to 
deal  with  such  matters;  ’tis  better  to  have 
them  settled  in  the  ordinary  fashion. 
Were  I you  I would  leave  it  in  your  fa- 
ther’s hands.” 

“ And  have  him  think  of  me  as  he  is 
thinking  now!”  she  said,  in  a kind  of  wild 
way.  4 4 Ah,  good  sir,  you  know  not! — 
you  know  not!  Every  day  that  passes  is 
but  the  deeper  misery;  for— for  he  will  be 
hardened  in  the  belief— ’twill  be  fixed  in 
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his  mind  forever— that  his  own  daughter 
did  him  this  wrong,  and  went  on  lightly, 
not  heeding,  perchance  to  seek  another 
sweetheart.  This  he  is  thinking  now; 
and  I— what  can  I do  ?— being  so  far  away, 
and  none  to  help  1” 

“In  truth,  dear  Judith,”  said  he,  “you 
make  too  much  of  your  share  in  what  hap- 
pened. ’Tis  not  to  you  your  father  should 
look  for  reparation  of  his  loss,  but  to  the 
scoundrel  who  carried  the  play  to  London. 
What  punishment  would  it  be  for  him, 
or  what  gain  to  your  father,  that  your 
father  should  upset  the  arrangements  he 
has  made  for  the  establishment  and  surety 
of  his  own  family?  Nay,  I pray  you  put 
aside  such  a strange  fancy,  dear  heart,  and 
let  such  things  take  their  natural  course.” 

“ In  no  wise!  in  no  wise!”  she  exclaim- 
ed, almost  in  despair.  “In  truth,  I can 
not.  ’Twould  kill  me  were  nothing  to  be 
done  to  appease  my  father’s  anger;  and  I 
thought  that  if  he  were  to  learn  that  you 
had  sought  me  in  marriage,  and — and 
agreed  that  such  restitution  as  I can  make 
should  be  made  forthwith — or  afterward, 
as  might  be  decided — but  only  that  he 
should  know  now  that  I give  up  every- 
thing he  had  intended  for  me — then  I 
should  have  greater  peace  of  mind.” 

“Indeed,  Judith,”  said  he,  somewhat 
coldly,  “ I could  be  no  party  to  any  such 
foolish  freak — nay,  not  even  in  intention, 
whatever  your  father  might  say  to  it. 
The  very  neighbors  would  think  I was  be- 
reft of  my  senses.  And  ’twould  be  an  ill 
beginning  of  our  life  together — in  which 
there  must  ever  be  authority  and  guidance 
as  well  as  dutiful  obedience — if  I were  to 
yield  to  what  every  one  must  perceive  to 
be  an  idle  and  fantastic  wish.  I pray  you 
consult  your  own  sober  judgment:  at  pre- 
sent you  are  ailing  and  perturbed ; rest  you 
awhile  until  these  matters  have  calmed 
somewhat,  and  you  will  see  them  in  their 
true  light.” 

“No,  no,”  she  said,  hurriedly  and  ab- 
sently— “no,  no,  good  sir;  you  know  not 
what  you  ask.  Rest  I Nay,  one  way  or 
the  other,  this  must  be  done,  and  forth- 
with. I know  not  what  he  may  have  in- 
tended for  me,  but  be  it  large  or  small, 
’tis  all  that  I have  to  give  him— I can  do 
no  more  than  that;  and  then,  then  there 
may  be  some  thoughts  of  rest.” 

She  spoke  as  if  she  were  scarcely  aware 
of  the  good  parson’s  presence;  and  in 
truth,  though  he  was  not  one  to  allow  any 
wounded  self-love  to  mar  his  interests,  he 


could  not  conceal  from  himself  that  she 
was  considering  the  proposal  he  had  put 
before  her  mainly,  if  not  wholly,  with  a 
view  to  the  possible  settlement  of  these 
troubles  and  the  appeasing  of  her  friends. 
Whether,  in  other  circumstances,  he 
might  not  have  calmly  overlooked  this 
slight  need  not  now  be  regarded ; in  the 
present  circumstances— that  is  to  say,  after 
her  announced  determination  to  forego 
every  penny  of  her  marriage  portion — he 
did  take  notice  of  it,  and  with  some  sharp- 
ness of  tone,  as  if  he  were  truly  offended. 

“Indeed,  you  pay  me  no  compliment, 
Judith,”  said  he.  “I  come  to  offer  you 
the  shelter  of  an  honest  man’s  home,  an 
honorable  station  as  his  wife,  a life-long 
guidance  and  protection ; and  what  is  your 
answer? — that  perchance  you  may  make 
use  of  such  an  offer  to  please  your  friends, 
and  to  pay  back  to  your  father  what  you 
foolishly  think  you  owe  him.  If  these  be 
the  only  purposes  you  have  in  view — and 
you  seem  to  think  of  none  other — ’twould 
be  a sorry  forecast  for  the  future,  as  I take 
it.  At  the  very  beginning  an  act  of  mad- 
ness 1 Nay,  I could  be  no  party  to  any 
such  thing.  If  you  refuse  to  be  guided 
by  me  in  great  matters,  how  could  I ex- 
pect you  to  be  guided  in  small  ?” 

These  words,  uttered  in  his  clear  and 
precise  and  definite  manner,  she  but 
vaguely  understood  (for  her  head  trou- 
ble! her  sorely,  and  she  was  tired  and 
anxious  to  be  at  rest)  to  be  a withdrawal 
of  his  proposal ; but  that  was  enough ; and 
perhaps  she  even  experienced  some  slight 
sense  of  relief.  As  for  his  rebuking  of 
her,  she  heeded  not  that. 

4 4 As  you  will,  sir— as  you  will , ” she  said, 
listlessly ; and  she  rose  from  her  chair. 

And  he  rose  too.  Perhaps  he  was  truly 
offended;  perhaps  he  only  appeared  to 
be;  but  at  all  events  he  bade  her  farewell 
in  a cold  and  formal  manner,  and  as  if  it 
were  he  who  had  brought  this  interview 
to  an  end,  and  that  for  good. 

44  What  said  he,  wench,  what  said  he?” 
her  grandmother  asked  (who  had  been 
pretending  all  the  time  to  be  gathering 
peas,  and  now  came  forward).  “Nay,  I 
caught  but  little — a word  here  or  there — 
and  yet  methinks  ’tis  a brave  way  of  woo- 
ing they  have  nowadays,  that  would  ques- 
tion a maid  about  her  marriage  portion. 
Heaven’s  mercy!  did  ever  any  hear  the 
like?  ’Twas  not  so  when  I was  young — 
nay,  a maid  would  have  bade  him  go  bang 
that  brought  her  such  a tale.  Oh,  the  good 
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parson!— his  thoughts  be  not  all  bent  on 
heaven,  I warrant  me!  Ay,  and  what 
said  he  ? And  what  saidst  thou,  wench  ? 
Truly  you  be  in  no  fit  state  to  answer  him ; 
were  you  well  enough,  and  in  your  usual 
spirits,  the  good  man  would  have  his  an- 
swer— ay,  as  sharp  as  need  be.  But  I will 
say  no  more ; Master  Quiney  hath  a venge- 
ful spirit,  and  perchance  he  hath  set  me 
too  much  against  the  good  man ; but  as 
for  thyself,  lass,  there  be  little  cause  for 
talking  further  of  thy  offenses,  if  ’tis  thy 
marriage  portion  the  parson  be  after, 
now !” 

“Good  grandmother,  give  me  your 
arm,”  Judith  said,  in  a strange  way. 
“My  head  is  so  strange  and  giddy.  I 
know  not  what  I have  said  to  him — I 
scarce  can  recollect  it:  if  I have  offended, 
bid  him  forgive  me;  but — but  I would 
have  him  remain  away.” 

“As  I am  a living  woman,”  said  the 
old  dame  (forgetting  her  resolve  to  speak 
smooth  words),  “he  shall  not  come  with- 
in the  door,  nor  yet  within  that  gate,  while 
you  bide  with  me  and  would  have  him 
kept  without ! What,  then  ? More  talk 
of  chasteniogs  ? Marry,  now,  Thomas 
Quiney  shall  hear  of  this — that  shall  he 
— by  my  life  he  shall  1” 

“No,  no,  no,  good  grandmother;  pray 
you  blame  no  one,”  the  girl  said;  and  she 
was  trembling  somewhat.  44 ’Tis  I that 
have  done  all  the  harm  to  every  one. 
But  I know  not  what  I said.  I — I would 
fain  lie  down,  grandmother,  if  you  will 
give  me  your  arm  so  far;  ’tis  so  strange- 
ly cold — I understand  it  not— and  I for- 
get what  was’t  he  said  to  me,  but  I trust  I 
offended  him  not — ” 

“Nay,  but  what  is  it,  then,  my  dearie  ?” 
the  old  woman  said,  taking  both  the  girl’s 
handsinhers.  “What  is  it  that  you  should 
fret  about  ? Nay,  fret  not,  fret  not,  good 
wench;  the  parson  be  well  away,  and 
there  let  him  bide.  And  would  you  lie 
down  ?— well,  come,  then  ; but  sure  you 
shake  as  if  ’twere  winter.  Come,  lass — 
nay,  fret  not;  we  will  keep  the  parson 
away,  I warrant,  if  ’tis  that  that  vexes 
thee !” 

“No,  grandmother,  ’tis  not  so,”  the 
girl  said,  in  a low  voice.  “’Twas  down 
by  the  river,  as  I think;  ’twas  chilly  there 
— I have  felt  it  ever  since  from  time  to 
time — but  ’twill  pass  away  when  I am  lain 
down  and  become  warm  again.” 

4 4 Heaven  grant  it  be  no  worse  I”  the  old 
dame  said  to  herself,  as  she  shrewdly  re- 


garded the  girl;  but  of  course  her  out- 
ward talk,  as  she  took  her  within-doors, 
was  ostensibly  cheerful.  “Come  thy 
ways,  then,  sweeting,  and  we  shall  soon 
make  thee  warm  enough.  Ay,  ay,  and 
Prudence  be  coming  over  this  afternoon, 
as  I hear;  and  no  doubt  Thomas  Quiney 
too;  and  thou  must  get  thyself  dressed 
prettily,  and  have  supper  with  us  all, 
though  ’tis  no  treat  to  offer  to  a man  of 
his  own  wine.  Nay,  I warrant  me  he 
will  think  naught  of  that,  so  thou  be 
there,  with  a pleasant  look  for  him;  he 
will  want  nor  wine  nor  aught  else  if  he 
have  but  that,  and  a friendly  word  from 
thee,  as  I reckon ; ay,  and  thou  shalt  put 
on  the  lace  cuffs,  now,  to  do  him  fair  serv- 
ice for  his  gift  to  thee — that  slialt  thou, 
and  why  not  ?— I swear  to  thee,  my  brave 
lass,  they  be  fit  for  a queen !” 

And  she  would  comfort  her  and  help 
her  (just  as  if  this  granddaughter  of  hers, 
that  always  was  so  bright  and  gay  and 
radiant,  so  self-willed  and  self-reliant, 
with  nothing  but  laughter  for  the  sad 
eyes  of  the  stricken  youths,  was  now  but 
a weak  and  frightened  child,  that  had  to 
be  guarded  and  coaxed  and  caressed),  and 
would  talk  as  if  all  her  thinking  was  of 
that  visit  in  the  afternoon ; but  the  only 
answer  was: 

“Will  you  send  for  Prudence,  grand- 
mother? Oh,  grandmother,  my  head 
aches  so ! I scarce  know  what  I said.” 

Swiftly  and  secretly  the  old  dame  sent 
across  to  the  town ; and  not  to  Prudence 
only,  but  also  (for  she  was  grown  anxious) 
to  Mistress  Hall,  to  say  that  if  her  hus- 
band were  like  to  return  soon  to  Stratford, 
he  might  come  over  and  see  Judith,  who 
was  far  from  well.  As  for  Prudence,  a 
word  was  sufficient  to  bring  her;  she  was 
there  straightway. 

She  found  Judith  very  much  as  she  had 
left  her,  but  somewhat  more  restless  and 
feverish  perhaps,  and  then  again  hopeless- 
ly weak  and  languid,  and  always  with 
those  racking  pains  in  the  head.  She 
said  it  was  nothing — it  would  soon  pass 
away;  it  was  but  a chill  she  had  caught 
in  sitting  on  the  river-bank:  would  not 
Prudence  now  go  back  to  her  duties  and 
her  affairs  in  the  house  ? 

“Judith,”  said  her  friend,  leaning  over 
her  and  speaking  low,  “I  have  that  to  tell 
thee  will  comfort  thee,  methinks.” 

“Nay,  I can  not  listen  to  it  now,”  was 
the  answer — and  it  was  a moan  almost. 

4 4 Dear  mouse,  do  not  trouble  about  me; 
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but  my  head  is  so  bad  that  I — that  I care 
not  now.  And  the  parson  is  gone  away 
thinking  that  I have  wronged  him  also. 
’Tis  ever  the  same  now — Oh,  sweetheart, 
my  head ! my  head !” 

u But  listen,  Judith,”  the  other  pleaded. 
“Nay,  but  you  must  know  what  your 
friends  are  ready  to  do  for  you— this  sure- 
ly will  make  thee  well,  sweetheart.  Think 
of  it,  now:  do  you  know  that  Quiney  is 
gone  to  see  your  father  ?” 

“To  my  father  ?”  she  repeated,  and  she 
tried  to  raise  her  head  somewhat,  so  that 
her  eyes  might  read  her  friend’s  face. 

“I  am  almost  sure  of  it,  dear  heart,” 
Prudence  said,  taking  her  hot  hand  in 
hers.  “ Nay,  he  would  have  naught  said 
of  it.  None  of  his  family  know  whither 
he  is  gone;  and  I but  guess.  But  this  is 
the  manner  of  it,  dear  Judith — that  he 
and  I were  talking,  and  sorely  vexed  he 
was  that  your  father  should  be  told  a 
wrong  story  concerning  you — ay,  and  sor- 
ry to  see  you  so  shaken,  Judith,  and  dis- 
tressed ; and  said  he,  4 What  if  I were  to 
get  a message  to  her  from  her  father — that 
lie  was  in  no  such  mood  of  anger,  and 
had  not  heard  the  story  aright,  and  that 
he  was  well  disposed  to  her,  and  grieved 
to  hear  she  had  taken  it  so  much  to  heart 
— would  not  that  comfort  her  ?’  he  said. 
And  I answered  that  assuredly  it  would, 
and  even  more,  perchance,  than  he  thought 
of;  and  I gathered  from  him  that  he 
would  write  to  some  one  in  London  to  go 
and  see  your  father  and  pray  him  to  send 
you  assurance  of  that  kind.  But  now — 
nay,  I am  certain  of  it,  dear  Judith — I am 
certain  that  he  himself  is  gone  all  the  way 
to  London  to  bring  thee  back  that  comfort ; 
and  will  not  that  cheer  thee,  now,  sweet- 
heart f” 

“ He  is  doing  all  that  for  me  ?”  the  girl 
said,  in  a low  voice,  and  absently. 

“ Ah,  but  you  must  be  well  and  cheer- 
ful, good  mouse,  to  give  him  greeting 
when  he  comes  back,”  said  Prudence, 
striving  to  raise  her  spirits  somewhat. 
“Have  I not  read  to  thee  many  a time 
how  great  kings  were  wont  to  reward  the 
messengers  that  brought  them  good  news  ? 
— a gold  chain  round  their  neck,  or  lands, 
perchance.  And  will  you  have  no  word 
of  welcome  for  him  ? Will  you  not  meet 
him  with  a glad  face  ? Why,  think  of  it, 
now— a journey  to  London,  and  the  per- 
ils and  troubles  by  the  way,  and  all  done 
to  please  thee ! Nay,  he  would  say  naught 
of  it  to  any  one,  lest  they  might  wonder 


at  his  doing  so  much  for  thee,  belike;  but 
when  he  comes  back  ’twere  a sorry  thing 
that  you  should  not  give  him  a good  and 
gracious  welcome.” 

Judith  lay  silent  and  thinking  for  a 
while;  and  then  she  said,  but  as  if  the 
mere  effort  to  speak  were  too  much  for 
her: 

“Whatever  happens,  dear  Prudence — 
nay,  in  truth,  I think  I am  very  ill — tell 
him  this,  that  he  did  me  wrong:  he 
thought  I had  gone  to  meet  the  parson 
that  Sunday  morning  in  the  church-yard. 
’Twas  not  so  — tell  him  it  was  not  so; 
’twas  but  a chance,  dear  heart;  I could 
not  help  it.” 

44  J udi th,  J udith,  ” her  friend  said, 4 4 these 
be  things  for  thine  own  telling.  Nay, 
you  shall  say  all  that  to  himself ; and  you 
must  speak  him  fair — ay,  and  give  him 
good  welcome  and  thanks  that  hath  done 
so  much  for  thee.” 

Judith  put  her  head  down  on  the  pil- 
low again,  languidly ; but  presently  Pru- 
dence heard  her  laugh  to  herself  in  a 
strange  way. 

“Last  night,”  she  said,  “ ’twas  so  won- 
derful, dear  Prue.  I thought  I was  going 
about  in  a strange  country,  looking  for 
my  little  brother  Hamnet,  and  I knew  not 
whether  he  would  have  any  remembrance 
of  me.  Should  I have  to  tell  him  my 
name,  I kept  asking  myself.  And  4 Ju- 
dith, Judith,’  I said  to  him  when  I found 
him;  but  he  scarce  knew;  I thought  he 
had  forgotten  me;  ’tis  so  long  ago  now. 

4 Judith,  Judith,’  I said;  and  he  looked 
up,  and  he  was  so  strangely  like  little 
Willie  Hart  that  I wondered  whether  it 
was  Hamnet  or  no.” 

But  Prudence  was  alarmed  by  these  wan- 
derings, and  did  her  best  to  hush  them. 
And  then,  when  at  length  the  girl  lay  silent 
and  still,  Prudence  stole  down-stairs  again 
and  bade  the  grandmother  go  to  Judith’s 
room,  for  that  she  must  at  once  hurry  over 
to  Stratford  to  speak  with  Susan  Hall. 


CHAPTER  XXXIII. 

ARRIVALS. 

Some  few  mornings  after  that,  two  trav- 
ellers were  standing  in  the  spacious  arch- 
way of  the  inn  at  Shipston,  chatting  to 
each  other,  and  occasionally  glancing  to- 
ward the  stable-yard,  as  if  they  were  ex- 
pecting their  horses  to  be  brought  round. 
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“The  wench  will  thank  thee  for  this 
service  done  her,”  the  elder  of  the  two 
said;  and  he  regarded  the  younger  man 
in  a shrewd  and  not  unkindly  way. 

“ Nay,  I am  none  well  pleased  with  the 
issue  of  it  all,”  the  young  man  said,  mood- 
ily. 

“What,  then?”  his  companion  said. 
“Can  nothing  be  done  and  finished  but 
with  the  breaking  of  heads  ? Must  that 
ever  crown  the  work?  Mercy  on  us! — 
how  many  would  you  have  slaughtered  ? 
Now  ’tis  the  parson  that  must  be  thrown 
into  the  Avon ; again  it  is  Gentleman  Jack 
you  would  have  us  seek  out  for  you ; and 
then  it  is  his  friend— whose  very  name 
we  know  not — that  you  would  pursue 
through  the  dens  and  stews  of  London 
town.  A hopeful  task,  truly,  for  a Strat- 
ford youth ! What  know  you  of  London, 
man?  And  to  pursue  one  whose  very 
name  you  know  not — and  all  for  the  fur- 
ther breaking  of  heads,  that  never  did 
any  good  anywhere  in  the  world.” 

“You  are  right,  sir,”  the  younger  man 
said,  with  some  bitterness.  “I  can  brag 
and  bluster  as  well  as  any.  But  I see  not 
that  much  comes  of  it.  ’Tis  easy  to  break 
the  heads  of  scoundrels— in  talk.  Their 
bones  are  none  the  worse.” 

“And  better  so,”  the  other  said,  grave- 
ly. “I  would  have  no  bloodshed.  What, 
man,  are  you  still  fretting  that  I would 
not  leave  you  behind  in  London  ?” 

“ Nay,  sir,  altogether  I like  not  the  issue 
of  it,”  he  said,  but  respectfully  enough. 
“ I shall  be  told,  I doubt  not,  that  I might 
have  m inded  my  own  business.  They  will 
blame  me  for  bringing  you  all  this  way, 
and  hindering  your  affairs.” 

“Heaven  bless  usl”  said  the  other, 
laughing,  “may  not  a man  come  to  see 
his  own  daughter  without  asking  leave  of 
the  neighbors  ?” 

“ ’Tis  as  like  as  not  that  she  herself  will 
be  the  first  to  chide.me,”  the  younger  man 
answered.  “A  message  to  her  was  all  I 
asked  of  you,  sir.  I dreamt  not  of  hin- 
dering your  affairs  so.” 

“Nay,  nay,”  said  Judith’s  father,  good- 
naturedly.  “I  can  make  the  occasion 
serve  me  well.  Trouble  not  about  that, 
friend  Quiney.  If  we  can  cheer  up  the 
wench  and  put  her  mind  at  rest — that  will 
be  a sufficient  end  of  the  journey;  and  we 
will  have  no  broken  heads  withal,  so 
please  you.  And  if  she  herself  should 
have  put  aside  these  idle  fears,  and  be- 
come her  usual  self  again,  why,  then, 


there  is  no  harm  done  either.  I mind  me 
that  some  of  them  wondered  that  I should 
ride  down  to  see  my  little  Hamnet  when 
he  lay  sick;  for  ’twas  no  serious  illness 
that  time,  as  it  turned  out;  but  what  does 
that  make  for  now  ? Now,  I tell  you,  I 
am  right  glad  I went  to  see  the  little  lad ; 
it  cheered  him  to  be  made  so  much  of; 
and  such  small  services  or  kindnesses  are 
pleasant  things  for  ourselves  to  think  of 
when  those  that  are  dearest  to  us  are  no 
longer  with  us.  So  cease  your  fretting, 
friend  Quiney.  For  the  hindering  of  my 
affairs  I take  it  that  I am  answerable  to 
myself,  and  not  to  the  good  gossips  of 
Stratford  town.  And  if  ’tis  merely  to  say 
a kind  word  to  the  lass— if  that  is  all  that 
need  be  done — well,  there  are  many  things 
that  are  of  different  value  to  different  peo- 
ple ; and  the  wench  and  I understand  each 
other  shrewdly  well.” 

The  horses  were  now  brought  round; 
but,  ere  they  mounted,  Judith’s  father  said, 
again  regarding  the  youth  in  that  ob- 
servant way, 

“Nay,  I see  how  it  is  with  you,  good 
lad;  you  are  anxious  as  to  how  Judith 
may  take  this  service  you  have  done  her 
— is’t  not  so  ?” 

“Perchance  she  may  be  angry  that  I 
called  you  away,  sir,”  he  said, 

“Have  no  fear.  ’Twas  none  of  thy  do- 
ing. ’Twas  but  a whim  of  mine  own — 
nay,  there  be  other  and  many  reasons  for 
my  coming,  that  need  not  to  be  explain- 
ed to  her.  What,  must  I make  apology 
to  my  own  daughter?  She  is  not  the 
guardian  of  Stratford  town  ? I am  no 
rogue;  she  is  no  constable.  May  not  I 
enter?  Nay,  nay,  have  no  fear,  friend 
Quiney;  when  that  she  comes  to  under- 
stand the  heavy  errand  you  undertook 
for  her,  she  will  give  you  her  thanks,  or  I 
know  nothing  of  her.  Her  thanks  ? — mar- 
ry, yes!” 

He  looked  at  the  young  man  again. 

“ But  let  there  be  no  broken  heads,  good 
friend,  I charge  you,”  said  he.  as  he  put 
his  foot  in  the  stirrup.  “If  the  parson 
have  been  overzealous,  we  will  set  all 
matters  straight,  without  hurt  or  harm  to 
any  son  of  Adam.” 

And  now  as  they  rode  on  together  the 
younger  man’s  face  seemed  more  confi- 
dent and  satisfied ; and  he  was  silent  for 
the  most  part.  Of  course  he  would  him- 
self be  the  bearer  of  the  news ; it  was  but 
natural  that  he  should  claim  as  much. 
And  as  Judith’s  father  intended  to  go  first 
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to  New  Place,  Quiney  intimated  to  him 
that  he  would  rather  not  ride  through  the 
town ; in  fact,  he  wanted  to  get  straight- 
way (and  unobserved,  if  possible)  to  Shot- 
tery,  to  see  how  matters  were  there. 

When  he  arrived  at  the  little  hamlet, 
Willie  Hart  was  in  the  garden,  and  in- 
stantly came  down  to  the  gate  to  meet 
him.  He  asked  no  questions  of  the  boy; 
but  begged  of  him  to  hold  the  bridle  of 
his  horse  for  a few  minutes;  then  he  went 
into  the  house. 

Just  within  the  threshold  he  met  Ju- 
dith’s sister. 

44  Ah,”  said  he,  quickly,  and  even  joy- 
ously, “I  have  brought  good  news. 
Where  is  Judith  ? May  I see  her  ? I 
want  to  tell  her  that  her  father  is  come, 
and  will  be  here  to  see  her  presently.” 

And  then  something  in  the  scared  face 
that  was  regarding  him  struck  him  with 
a sudden  terror. 

“What  is  it?”  he  said,  with  his  own 
face  become  about  as  pale  as  hers. 

“Judith  is  very  ill,”  was  the  answer. 

“Yes,  yes,” he  said,  eagerly,  “and that 
she  was  when  I left.  But  now  that  her 
father  is  come,  ’twill  be  all  different — 
’twill  be  all  set  right  now.  And  you  will 
tell  her,  then,  if  I may  not?  Nay,  but 
may  not  I see  her  for  a moment— but  for 
a moment— to  say  how  her  father  is  come 
all  the  way  to  see  her— ay,  and  hath  a 
store  of  trinkets  for  her — and  is  come  to 
comfort  her  into  assurance  that  all  will  go 
well?  Why,  will  not  such  a message 
cheer  her  ?” 

“Good  Master  Quiney,”  Susan  said, 
with  tears  welling  into  her  eyes,  “if  you 
were  to  see  her,  she  would  not  know  you ; 
she  knows  no  one;  she  knows  not  that 
she  is  ill ; but  speaks  of  herself  as  some 
other — ” 

“But  her  father!”  he  exclaimed,  in  dis- 
may, “ will  she  not  know  him  ? Will 
she  not  understand  ? Nay,  surely  ’tis  not 
yet  too  late !” 

But  here  Doctor  Hall  appeared;  and  when 
he  was  told  that  Judith's  father  was  come 
to  the  town  and  would  shortly  be  at  the 
cottage,  he  merely  said  that  perchance  his 
presence  might  soothe  her  somewhat,  or 
even  lead  her  delirious  wanderings  into  a 
gentler  channel,  but  that  she  would  al- 
most certainly  be  unable  to  recognize  him. 
Nor  was  the  fever  yet  at  its  height,  he 
said,  and  they  could  do  but  little  for  her. 
They  could  but  wait  and  hope.  As  for 
Quiney,  he  did  not  ask  to  be  admitted  to 


the  room.  He  seemed  stunned.  He  sat 
down  in  the  kitchen — heeding  no  one — 
and  vaguely  wondering  whether  any 
lengthening  of  the  stages  of  the  journey 
would  have  brought  them  in  better  time. 
Nay,  had  he  not  wasted  precious  hours  in 
London  in  vainly  seeking  to  find  himself 
face  to  face  with  Jack  Orridge  ? 

Prudence  chanced  to  come  down-stairs. 
As  she  entered  the  kitchen  he  forgot  to 
give  her  any  greeting;  he  only  said, quick- 
ly: 

“Think  you  she  will  not  understand 
that  her  father  is  come  to  see  her? 
Surely  she  must  understand  so  much, 
Prudence!  You  will  tell  her,  will  you 
not  ?— and  if  she  sees  him  standing  before 
her  ?” 

“I  know  not — I am  afraid,” said  Pru- 
dence, anxiously.  “Perchance  it  may 
frighten  her  the  more;  for  ever  she  says 
that  she  sees  him ; and  always  with  an  an- 
gry face  toward  her;  and  she  is  for  hiding 
herself  away  from  him,  and  even  talking  of 
the  river.  Good  lack ! ’tis  pitiful  that  she 
should  be  so  struck  down,  and  almost  at 
death’s  door,  and  all  we  can  do  of  so  lit- 
tle avail !” 

“Prudence,”  said  he,  starting  to  his 
feet,  4 4 there  is  her  father  j ust  come ; I hear 
him;  now  take  him  to  her,  and  you  will 
see — you  will  see.  I may  not  go ; a 
strange  face  might  frighten  her;  but  I 
know  she  will  recognize  him,  and  under- 
stand; and  he  will  tell  her  to  have  no 
longer  any  fear  of  him — ” 

Prudence  hurried  away  to  meet  Ju- 
dith’s father,  who  was  in  the  doorway, 
getting  such  information  as  was  possible 
from  the  doctor.  And  then  they  all  of 
them  (all  but  Quiney)  stole  gently  up- 
stairs; and  they  stood  at  the  door  in  abso- 
lute silence,  while  Judith's  father  went 
forward  to  the  bed — so  quietly  that  the 
girl  did  not  seem  to  notice  his  approach. 

The  grandmother  was  there,  sitting  by 
the  bedside,  and  speaking  to  her  in  a low 
voice. 

“Hush  thee  now,  sweeting,  hush  thee 
now, ’’she  was  saying,  and  she  patted  her 
hand.  “Nay,  I know  ’twas  ill  done;  ’tis 
quite  right  what  thou  sayst;  they  treated 
her  not  well — and  the  poor  wench  anx- 
ious to  please  them  all.  But  have  no  fear 
for  her;  nay,  trouble  not  thy  head  with 
thoughts  of  her : she  be  safe  at  home  again, 
I trust.  Hush  thee  now,  sweeting;  ’twill 
go  well  with  her,  I doubt  not.  I swear  to 
thee  her  father  be  no  longer  angry  with 
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the  wench;  ’twill  go  well  with  her,  and 
well.  Have  no  fear.” 

The  girl  looked  at  her  steadily,  and  yet 
with  a strange  light  in  her  eyes,  as  if  she 
saw  distant  things  before  her,  or  was  seek- 
ing to  recall  them. 

“There  was  Susan,  too,”  she  said,  in  a 
low  voice,  “that  sang sd  sweet — oh,  in  the 
church  it  was  so  sweet  to  hear  her ! — but 
when  it  was  4 The  rose  is  from  my  garden 
gone,'  she  would  not  sing  that — though 
that  was  ever  in  her  sister’s  mind  after  she 
went  away  down  to  the  river-side ; I can 
not  think  why  they  would  not  sing  it  to 
her — perchance  the  parson  thought  ’twas 
wicked : I know  not  now.  And  when 
she  herself  would  try  it  with  the  lute,  no- 
thing would  come  right,  all  went  wrong 
with  her— all  went  wrong;  and  her  father 
came  angry  and  terrible  to  seek  her — and 
’twas  the  parson  that  would  drag  her 
forth— the  bushes  were  not  thick  enough. 
Good  grandam,  why  should  the  bushes  in 
the  garden  be  so  thin  that  the  terrible  eyes 
peered  through  them,  and  she  tried  to 
hide,  and  could  not!” 

“Nay,  I tell  thee,  sweetheart,”  said  the 
grandmother,  whispering  to  her,  “that 
the  poor  wench  you  speak  of  went  home, 
and  all  were  well  content  with  her,  and 
her  father  was  right  pleased — indeed,  in- 
deed, ’twas  so.” 

“Poor  Judith!  poor  Judith!”  the  girl 
murmured  to  herself,  and  then  she  laugh- 
ed slightly.  1 4 She  was  ever  the  stupid  one ; 
naught  would  go  right  with  her;  ay,  and 
evil-tempered  she  was,  too,  for  Quiney 
would  ride  all  the  way  to  London  for  her, 
and  she  thanked  him  with  never  a word  or 
a look — never  a word  or  a look — and  he 
going  all  the  way  to  please  her.  Poor 
wench,  all  went  wrong  with  hersomehow ; 
but  they  might  have  let  her  go,  she  was  so 
anxious  to  hide;  and  then  to  drag  her 
forth  from  under  the  bushes.  Grandam, 
it  was  cruelly  done  of  them,  wasn’t  it  ?” 

“Ay,  ay,  but  hush  thee  now,  dearie,” 
her  grandmother  said,  as  she  put  a cool 
cloth  on  the  burning  forehead.  “’Tis 
quite  well  now  with  the  poor  wench  you 
speak  of.” 

Her  father  drew  nearer,  and  took  her 
hand  quietly. 

“Judith,”  said  he,  44  poor  lass,  I am 
come  to  see  you.” 

For  an  instant  there  was  a startled  look 
of  fear  in  her  eyes;  but  that  passed,  and 
she  regarded  him  at  first  with  a kind  of 
smiling  wonder,  and  thereafter  with  a 


contented  satisfaction,  as  though  his  pre- 
sence was  familiar.  Nay,  she  turned  her 
attention  altogether  toward  him  now,  and 
addressed  him — not  in  any  heart-broken 
way,  but  cheerfully,  and  as  if  he  had  been 
listening  to  her  all  along.  It  was  clear 
that  she  did  not  in  the  least  know  who  he 
was. 

“There,  now,  lass,”  said  he,  “knowest 
thou  that  Quiney  and  I have  ridden  all 
the  way  from  London  to  see  thee?— and 
thou  must  lie  still  and  rest,  and  get  well 
again,  ere  we  can  carry  thee  out  into  the 
garden.” 

She  was  looking  at  him  with  those 
strangely  brilliant  eyes. 

“ But  not  into  the  garden,”  she  said,  in 
a vacant  kind  of  way.  “That  is  all  gone 
away  now — gone  away.  ’Twas  long  ago 
— when  poor  Judith  used  to  go  into  the 
garden — and  right  fair  and  beautiful  it 
was— ay,  and  her  father  would  praise  her 
hair,  and  the  color  of  it — until  he  grew  an- 
gry, and  drove  her  away  far  from  him— 
and  then — and  then — she  wandered  down 
to  the  river — and  always  Susan's  song  was 
in  her  mind — or  the  other  one,  that  was 
near  as  sad  as  that,  about  the  western 
wind— was  it  not  ? How  went  it,  now  ? 

1 Western  wind \ when  will  you  blow? 

Nay,  I can  not  recall  it — ’tis  gone  out  of 
my  head,  grandam,  and  there  is  only  fire 
there— and  fire— and  fire — 

* Western  wind , when  will  you  blowP 

it  went;  and  then  about  the  rain  next— 
what  was  it  ? 

4 So  weary  falls  the  rawP 

Ay,  ay,  that  was  it,  now— I remember  Su- 
san singing  it: 

4 Western  wind \ when  wiR  you  blow  f 
So  weary  falls  the  rain  / 

0 if  my  love  were  in  my  arms , 

Or  I in  my  bed  ayain  P ” 

And  here  she  turned  away  from  them 
and  fell  a-crying,  and  hid  from  them,  as  it 
were,  covering  her  face  with  both  her 
hands. 

4 4 Grandmother,  gran dmother,  ” they 
could  hear  her  say  through  her  sobbing, 
4 4 there  was  but  the  one  rose  in  my  gar 
den,  and  that  is  gone  now — they  have 
robbed  me  of  that— and  what  cared  I for 
aught  else?  And  Quiney  is  gone  too, 
without  a word  or  a look ; and  ere  he  be 
come  back — well,  I shall  be  away  by  then 
—lie  will  have  no  need  to  quarrel  with  me 
and  think  ill  of  me  that  I chanced  to  meet 
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tlie  parson.  ’Tis  all  over  now,  grandmo- 
ther, and  done  with,  and  you  will  let  me 
bide  with  you  for  just  a little  while  long- 
er— a little  while,  grandmother;  ’tis  no 
great  matter  for  so  little  a while,  though  I 
can  not  help  you  as  I would;  but  Cicely 
is  a good  lass,  and  'twill  be  for  a little 
while,  for  last  night  again  I found  Ham- 
net — ay,  ay,  he  hath  all  things  in  readi- 
ness now — all  in  readiness.”  And  then  she 
uttered  a slight  cry,  or  moan  rather. 
“Grandmother,  grandmother,  why  do  you 
not  keep  the  parson  away  from  me  ? — you 
said  that  you  would.” 

44  Hush,  hush,  child,”  the  grandmother 
said,  bending  over  her  and  speaking  soft- 
ly and  closely.  4 4 You  are  o verconcemed 
about  the  poor  lass  that  was  treated  so  ill. 
Take  heart  now;  I tell  thee  all  is  going 
well  with  her;  her  father  hath  taken  her 
home  again;  and  she  is  as  happy  as  the 
day  is  long.  Nay,  I swear  to  thee,  good 
wench,  if  thou  lie  still  and  restful,  I will 
take  thee  to  see  her  some  of  these  days. 
Hush  thee  now,  dearie;  ’tis  going  right 
well  with  the  lass  now.” 

The  doctor  touched  the  arm  of  Judith’s 
father;  and  they  both  withdrew. 

44  She  knew  you  not,”  said  he.  44  And 
the  fewer  people  around  her  the  better — 
they  set  her  fancies  wandering.” 

They  went  down-stairs  to  where  Quiney 
was  awaiting  them;  and  the  sombre  look 
on  their  faces  told  its  own  tale. 

44  She  is  in  danger !”  he  said,  quickly. 

The  doctor  was  busy  with  his  own 
thoughts,  but  he  glanced  at  the  young 
man,  and  saw  the  burning  anxiety  of  his 
eyes. 

“The  fever  must  run  its  course,”  said 
he,  44  and  Judith  hath  had  a brave  consti- 
tution these  many  years  that  I fear  not 
will  make  a good  fight.  ’Twas  a sore 
pity  that  she  was  so  distressed  and  stricken 
down  in  spirits,  as  I hear,  ere  the  fever 
seized  her.” 

Quiney  turned  to  the  window. 

“Too  late— too  latel”  said  he.  4 4 And 
yet  I spared  not  the  nag.” 

“You  have  done  all  that  man  could 
do,  ” her  father  said,  going  to  him.  4 4 Nay, 
had  I myself  guessed  that  she  was  in  such 
peril — but  ’tis  past  recall  now.” 

And  then  he  took  the  young  man  by 
the  hand,  and  grasped  it  firmly. 

“Good  lad,”  said  ho,  “this  that  you  did 
for  us  was  a right  noble  act  of  kindness, 
and  I trust  in  Heaven’s  mercy  that  Ju- 
dith herself  may  live  to  thank  you.  As 


for  me,  my  thanks  to  you  are  all  too  poor 
and  worthless;  I must  be  content  to  re- 
main your  debtor— and  your  friend.” 


CHAPTER  XXXIV. 

AN  AWAKENING. 

It  was  going  ill  with  her.  Late  one 
night,  Quiney,  who  had  kept  hovering 
about  the  house,  never  able  to  sit  patient- 
ly and  watch  the  anxious  coming  and 
going  within-doors,  and  never  able  to  tear 
himself  away  but  for  a few  hundred  yards, 
wandered  out  into  the  clear  star-lit  dark- 
ness. His  heart  was  full.  They  had 
told  him  the  crisis  was  near  at  hand.  And 
almost  it  seemed  to  him  that  it  was  al- 
ready over.  Judith  was  going  away  from 
them.  And  those  stars  overhead  — he 
knew  but  little  of  their  names ; he  under- 
stood but  little  of  the  vast  immensities  and 
deeps  that  lay  between  them ; they  were 
to  him  but  as  grains  of  light  in  a darken- 
ed floor;  and  far  above  that  floor  rose  the 
wonderful  shining  city  that  he  had  heard 
of  in  the  Book  of  Revelation.  And  al- 
ready— so  wild  and  unstrung  were  his 
fancies — he  could  see  the  foursquare  walls 
of  jasper,  and  the  gates  of  pearl,  and  the 
wide  white  steps  leading  up  to  these;  and 
who  was  that  who  went  all  alone — giving 
no  backward  thought  to  any  she  was  leav- 
ing behind — up  those  shining  steps,  with 
a strange  light  on  her  forehead  and  on 
her  trembling  hands  ? He  saw  her  slow- 
ly kneel  at  the  gate;  her  head  meekly 
bowed,  her  hands  clasped.  And  when 
they  opened  it,  and  when  she  rose  and 
made  to  enter,  he  could  have  cried  aloud 
to  her  for  one  backward  look,  one  back- 
ward thought,  toward  Stratford  town  and 
the  friends  of  her  childhood  and  her  youth. 
Alas ! there  was  no  such  thing.  There 
was  wonder  on  her  face,  as  she  turned  to 
this  side  and  to  that,  and  she  went  hesita- 
tingly ; and  when  they  took  her  hands  to 
lead  her  forward,  she  regarded  them,  this 
side  and  that,  pleased,  and  wondering, 
and  silent;  but  there  was  never  a thought 
of  Stratford  town.  Could  that  be  Judith 
that  was  going  away  from  them  so — she 
that  all  of  them  had  known  so  dearly? 
And  to  leave  her  own  friends  without  one 
word  of  farewell!  Those  others  there — 
she  went  with  them  smiling  and  wonder- 
ing, and  looking  in  silence  from  one  to 
the  other;  but  she  knew  them  not  Her 
friends  were  here — here — with  breaking 
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hearts  because  she  had  gone  away  and 
forgotten  them,  and  vanished  within  those 
far-shining  gates. 

And  then  some  sudden  and  sullen 
thought  of  the  future  would  overtake 
him.  The  injunctions  laid  on  him  by 
Judith’s  father  could  not  be  expected  to 
last  forever.  And  if  this  were  to  be  so; 
if  the  love  and  desire  of  his  youth  were  to 
be  stolen  away  from  him;  if  her  bright 
young  life,  that  was  so  beautiful  a thing 
to  all  who  knew  her,  was  to  be  extinguish- 
ed, and  leave  instead  but  a blankness  and 
an  aching  memory  through  the  long  years 
— then  there  might  arrive  a time  for  a set- 
tlement. The  parson  was  still  coming 
about  the  house,  for  the  women-folk  were 
comforted  by  his  presence;  but  Judith’s  fa- 
ther regarded  him  darkly,  and  had  scarce 
ever  a word  for  him.  As  for  Quiney,  he 
moved  away  or  left  the  house  when  the 
good  man  came  near:  it  was  safer  so. 
But  in  the  future — when  one  was  freer 
to  act  — for  those  injunctions  could  not 
be  expected  to  last  forever — and  what 
greater  joy  could  then  be  secured  than 
the  one  fierce  stroke  of  justice  and  re- 
venge? He  did  not  reason  out  the  mat- 
ter much;  it  was  a kind  of  flame  in  his 
heart  whenever  he  thought  of  it. 

And  in  truth  that  catastrophe  was  near- 
ly occurring  now.  He  had  been  wander- 
ing vaguely  along  the  highways,  appeal- 
ing to  the  calmness  of  the  night,  as  it  were, 
and  the  serenity  of  the  star-lit  heavens,  for 
some  quieting  of  his  terrible  fears;  and 
then  in  his  restlessness  he  walked  back 
toward  the  cottage,  anxious  for  further 
news,  and  yet  scarcely  daring  to  enter 
and  ask.  He  saw  the  dull  red  light  in 
the  window,  but  could  hear  no  sound. 
And  would  not  his  very  footfall  on  the 
path  disturb  her?  They  all  of  them  went 
about  the  house  like  ghosts.  And  were 
it  not  better  that  he  should  remain  here, 
so  that  the  stillness  dwelling  around  the 
place  should  not  be  broken  even  by  his 
breathing  ? So  quiet  the  night  was,  and 
so  souudless,  he  could  have  imagined  that 
the  wings  of  the  angel  of  mercy  were 
brooding  over  the  little  cottage,  hushing 
it,  as  it  were,  and  bringing  rest  and  sleep 
to  the  sore-bewildered  brain.  He  would 
not  go  near.  These  were  the  precious 
hours.  And  if  peace  had  at  last  stolen 
into  the  sick  - chamber,  and  closed  the 
troubled  eyelids,  were  it  not  better  to  re- 
main away,  lest  even  a whisper  should 
break  the  charm  ? 


Suddenly  he  saw  the  door  of  the  cot- 
tage open,  and  in  the  dull  light  a dark 
figure  appeared.  He  heard  footsteps  on 
the  garden  path.  At  first  his  heart  felt 
like  stone,  and  he  could  not  move,  for  he 
thought  it  was  some  one  coming  to  seek 
him  with  evil  news;  but  presently,  in  the 
clear  starlight,  he  knew  who  this  was  that 
was  now  approaching  him.  He  lost  his 
senses.  All  the  black  night  went  red. 

“So,  good  parson,”  said  he  (but  he 
clinched  his  fists  together,  so  that  he 
should  not  give  way),  “art  thou  satisfied 
with  thy  handiwork?” 

There  was  more  of  menace  in  the  tone 
than  in  the  taunt.  At  all  events,  with 
some  such  phrase  as,  “ Out  of  the  way, 
tavern  - brawler !”  the  parson  raised  his 
stick  as  if  to  defend  himself.  And  then 
the  next  instant  he  was  gripped  firm,  as 
in  a vise;  the  stick  was  twisted  from  his 
grasp  and  whirled  away  far  into  the  dark ; 
and  forthwith — for  it  all  happened  in  a 
moment — five  fingers  had  him  by  the  back 
of  the  neck. 

There  was  one  second  of  indecision— 
what  it  meant  to  this  young  athlete,  who 
had  his  eyes  afire  and  his  mind  afire  with 
thoughts  of  the  ill  that  had  been  done  to 
the  one  he  loved  the  dearest,  can  well  be 
imagined.  But  he  flung  his  enemy  from 
him,  forward,  into  the  night. 

“Take  thy  dog’s  life,  and  welcome — 
coward  and  woman-striker!” 

He  waited ; there  was  no  answer.  And 
then— all  shaking  from  the  terrible  press- 
ure he  had  put  on  himself,  and  still  hun- 
gering and  athirst  to  go  back  and  settle 
the  matter  then  and  there— he  turned  and 
walked  along  the  road,  avoiding  the  cot- 
tage. and  still  with  his  heart  aflame,  and 
wondering  whether  he  had  done  well  to 
let  the  hour  of  vengeance  go. 

But  that  did  not  last  long.  What  cared 
he  for  this  man,  that  any  thought  of  him 
should  occupy  him  at  such  a moment?  All 
his  anxieties  were  elsewhere— in  that  hush- 
ed small  chamber,  where  the  lamp  of  life 
was  flickering  low,  and  all  awaiting,  with 
fear  and  trembling,  what  the  dawn  might 
bring.  And  if  she  were  to  slip  away  so- 
escaping  from  them,  as  it  were — without 
a word  of  recognition  ? It  seemed  so  hard 
that  the  solitary  figure  going  up  those  far, 
wide  steps  should  have  no  thought  for 
them  she  had  left  behind.  As  he  saw 
her  there,  content  was  on  her  face,  and  a 
mild  radiance,  and  wonder;  and  her  new 
companions  were  pleasant  to  her.  She 
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would  go  away  with  them ; she  was  con- 
tent to  be  with  them ; she  would  disappear 
amongst  them,  and  leave  no  sign.  And 
Sunday  morning  after  Sunday  morning 
he  would  look  in  vain  for  her  coming 
through  the  church-yard,  under  the  trees; 
and  there  would  be  a vacant  place  in  the 
pew:  no  matter  who  might  be  there,  one 
face  would  be  wanting;  and  in  the  after- 
noon the  wide  meadows  would  be  empty. 
Look  where  he  might,  from  the  foot-bridge 
over  the  river,  from  Bardon  Hill,  from  the 
Weir  Brake,  there  would  be  no  more 
chance  of  his  descrying  Judith  walking 
with  Prudence — the  two  figures  that  he 
could  make  out  at  any  distance  almost. 
And  what  a radiance  there  used  to  be  on 
her  face  I — not  that  mild  wonder  that  he 
saw  as  she  passed  away  with  her  compan- 
ions within  the  shining  gates,  but  a hap- 
py, audacious  radiance,  so  that  he  could 
see  she  was  laughing  long  ere  he  came 
near  her.  That  was  Judith ; that  was  the 
Judith  he  had  known,  laughing,  radiant, 
in  summer  meadows,  as  it  seemed  to  him, 
careless  of  the  young  men,  though  her 
eyes  would  regard  them,  and  always  with 
her  chief  secrets  and  mystifications  for 
her  friend  Prudence.  That  was  Judith; 
not  this  poor  worn  sufferer,  wandering 
through  darkened  ways,  the  frail  lamp  of 
her  life  going  down  and  down,  so  that 
they  dared  not  speak  in  the  room.  And 
that  message  that  she  had  left  for  him 
with  Prudence — was  it  a kind  of  fare- 
well ? They  were  about  the  last  words 
she  had  spoken  ere  her  speech  lost  all  co- 
herence and  meaning— a farewell  before 
she  entered  into  that  dark  and  unknown 
realm.  And  there  was  a touch  of  re- 
proach in  them,  too:  “Tell  him  he  did 
me  wrong  to  think  I had  gone  to  meet 
the  parson  in  the  church-yard ; ’twas  but 
a chance.”  The  Judith  of  those  former 
days  was  far  too  proud  to  make  any  such 
explanation ; but  this  poor  stricken  crea- 
ture seemed  anxious  to  appease  every  one 
and  make  friends.  And  was  he  to  have 
no  chance  of  begging  her  forgiveness  for 
doing  her  that  wrong,  and  of  telling  how 
little  she  need  regard  it,  and  how  that  she 
might  dismiss  the  parson  from  her  mind 
altogether,  as  he  had  done  ? The  ride  to 
London : she  knew  nothing  of  that ; she 
knew  nothing  of  her  father  having  come 
all  the  way  to  see  her.  Why,  as  they 
came  riding  along,  by  Uxbridge,  and 
Wycombe,  and  Woodstock,  and  Enstone, 
many  a time  he  looked  forward  to  tell- 
Vol.  LXIX.-No.  414.-59 


ing  Judith  of  what  he  had  done ; and  he 
hoped  that  she  would  go  round  to  the  sta- 
ble, and  have  a word  for  the  Galloway 
nag,  and  pat  the  good  beast's  neck.  But 
all  that  was  over  now,  and  only  this  ter- 
rible darkness  and  the  silence  of  the  roads 
and  the  trees ; and  always  the  dull,  steady, 
ominous  light  in  the  small  window.  And 
still  more  terrible  that  vision  overhead — 
the  far  and  mystic  city,  and  Judith  enter- 
ing with  those  new  and  strange  compan- 
ions, regarding  this  one  and  that,  and  ever 
with  a smile  on  her  face  and  a mild  won- 
der in  her  eyes,  they  leading  her  away  by 
the  hand,  and  she  timid,  and  looking  from 
one  to  the  other,  but  pleased  to  go  with 
them  into  the  strange  country.  And  as 
for  her  old  friends,  no  backward  look  or 
backward  thought  for  them : for  them 
only  the  sad  and  empty  town,  the  voice- 
less meadows,  the  vacant  space  in  the 
pew,  to  which  many  an  eye  would  be 
turned  as  week  by  week  came  round. 
And  there  would  be  a grave  somewhere, 
that  Prudence  would  not  leave  untended. 

But  with  the  first  gray  light  of  the 
dawn  there  came  a sudden  trembling  joy, 
that  was  so  easily  and  eagerly  translated 
into  a wild  audacious  hope.  Judith  had 
fallen  into  a sound  sleep-— a sleep  hushed 
and  profound,  and  no  longer  tortured 
with  moanings  and  dull  low  cries  as  if 
for  pity.  A slumber  profound  and  benefi- 
cent, with  calmer  breathing  and  a calmer 
pulse.  If  only  on  the  awakening  she 
might  show  that  the  crisis  was  over,  and 
she  started  on  the  road — however  long 
and  tedious  that  might  be — toward  the 
winning  back  of  life  and  health ! 

It  was  Prudence  who  brought  him  the 
news.  She  looked  like  a ghost  in  the  wan 
light,  as  she  opened  the  door  and  came 
forth.  She  knew  he  would  not  be  far 
away;  indeed,  his  eyes  were  more  accus- 
tomed to  this  strange  light  than  hers,  and 
ere  she  had  time  to  look  about  and  search 
for  him  he  was  there.  And  when  she 
told  him  this  news,  he  could  not  speak  for 
a little  while;  for  his  mind  rushed  for- 
ward blindly  and  wildly  to  a happy  con- 
summation; he  would  have  no  misgiv- 
ings; this  welcome  sleep  was  a sure  sign 
Judith  was  won  back  to  them;  not  yet 
was  she  to  go  away  all  alone  up  those 
wide,  sad  steps. 

“And  you,  Prudence,”  said  he,  or  rath- 
er he  whispered  it  eagerly,  that  no  sound 
should  disturb  the  profound  quiet  of  the 
house,  “now  you  must  go  and  lie  down 
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— you  are  worn  out.  Why,  you  are  all 
trembling.” 

“The  morning  air  is  a little  cold,”  said 
she ; but  it  was  not  that  that  caused  her 
trembling. 

“You  must  go  and  lie  down  and  get 
some  sleep  too,”  said  he  (but  glancing  up 
at  the  window,  as  if  all  his  thoughts  were 
there).  “What  a patient  watcher  you 
have  been ! And  now,  when  there  is  this 
chance,  do,  dear  Prudence,  go  within  and 
lie  down  for  a while—”- 

“Oh,  how  could  I? — how  could  If” 
she  said;  and  unknown  to  herself  she  was 
wringing  her  hands— not  from  grief,  but 
from  mere  excitement  and  nervousness. 
“But  for  this  sleep,  now,  the  doctor  was 
fearing  the  worst.  I know  it,  though  he 
would  not  say  it.4  And  she  is  so  weak! 
Even  if  this  sleep  calm  her  brain,  or  if 
she  come  out  of  it  in  her  right  mind,  one 
never  knows:  she  is  so  worn  away,  she 
might  waken  only  to  slip  away  from  us.” 

But  he  would  not  hear  of  that.  No, 
no;  this  happy  slumber  was  but  the  be- 
ginning of  her  recovery.  Now  that  she 
was  on  the  turn,  Judith’s  brave  constitution 
would  fight  through  the  rest.  He  knew 
it;  he  was  sure  of  it;  had  there  ever  been 
a healthier  or  happier  wench,  or  one  with 
such  gallant  spirits  and  cheerfulness  ? 

“You  have  not  seen  her  these  last  two 
days,”  Prudence  said,  sadly. 

“ Nay,  I fear  not  now;  I know  she  will 
fight  through,”  said  he,  confidently  (even 
with  an  excess  of  confidence,  so  as  to  cheer 
this  patient  and  gentle  nurse).  “And 
what  a spite  it  is  I can  do  nothing  ? Did 
you  ask  the  doctor,  Prudence  ? Is  there 
nothing  that  I can  fetch  him  from  War- 
wick ?— ay,  or  from  London,  for  that  mat- 
ter ? ’Tis  well  for  you  that  can  do  so 
much  for  your  friend ; what  can  I do  but 
wait  about  the  lanes  ? I would  take  a 
message  anywhere,  for  any  of  you,  if  you 
would  but  tell  me ; ’tis  all  that  I can  do. 
But  when  she  is  getting  better,  that  will 
be  different — that  will  be  all  different 
then;  I shall  be  able  to  get  her  many 
things  to  please  her  and  amuse  her,  and 
— and — think  of  this,  Prudence,”  said  he, 
his  fancies  running  away  with  him  in  his 
eagerness  “Do  you  not  think,  now,  that 
when  she  is  well  enough  to  be  carried 
into  the  garden — do  you  not  think  that 
Pleydell  and  I could  devise  some  kind  of 
couch — to  be  put  on  wheels,  see  you,  and 
slung  on  leather  bands,  so  that  it  would 
go  easily  ? Why,  I swear  it  could  be  made, 


and  might  be  in  readiness  for  her.  What 
think  you,  Prudence  ? No  one  could  ob- 
ject if  we  prepared  it— ay,  and  we  should 
get  it  to  go  as  smooth  as  velvet,  so  that 
she  could  be  taken  along  the  lanes  or 
through  the  meadows.” 

“I  would  there  were  need  of  it,”  Pru- 
dence said,  wistfully.  “You  go  too  fast. 
Nay,  but  if  she  come  well  out  of  this  deep 
sleep,  who  knows  ? Pray  Heaven  there 
be  need  for  all  that  you  can  do  for  her.” 

The  chirping  of  a small  bird  close  by 
startled  them — it  was  the  first  sound  of 
the  coming  day. 

And  then  she  said,  regarding  him: 

“Would  you  like  to  see  Judith  for  a 
moment  ? ’T would  not  disturb  her.” 

He  stepped  back,  with  a sudden  look  of 
dismay  on  his  face. 

“ What  mean  you,  Prudence  ?”  he  said, 
quickly.  * ‘ You  do  not  think— that— there 
is  fear  ? — that  I should  look  at  her  now  ?” 

“Nay,  not  so;  I trust  not,”  she  said, 
simply.  “But  if  you  wished,  you  might 
slip  up  the  stair — ’t would  do  no  harm.” 

He  stooped  and  took  off  his  shoes  and 
threw  them  aside ; then  she  led  the  way 
into  the  house,  and  they  went  stealthily 
up  the  short  wooden  stair.  The  door  was 
open  an  inch  or  two;  Prudence  opened  it 
still  further,  but  did  not  go  into  the  room. 

Nor  did  he ; he  remained  at  the  threshold ; 
for  Judith’s  mother,  who  was  sitting  by 
the  bedside,  and  who  had  noticed  the  slight 
opening  of  the  door,  had  raised  her  hand 
quietly,  as  if  in  warning.  And  was  this 
Judith,  then,  that  the  cold  morning  light, 
entering  by  the  small  casement,  showed 
him — worn  and  wasted,  the  natural  radi- 
ance of  her  face  all  fled,  and  in  place  of 
that  a dull  hectic  tone  that  in  no  wise  con- 
cealed the  ravages  the  fever  had  made  ? 

But  she  slept  sound.  The  bent  arm,  that 
she  bad  raised  to  her  head  ere  she  fell 
asleep,  lay  absolutely  still.  No,  it  was 
not  the  Judith  he  had  known — so  gay  and 
radiant  and  laughing  in  the  summer  mea- 
dows; but  the  wasted  form  still  held  a 
precious  life;  and  he  had  no  mistrust — he 
would  not  doubt;  there  was  there  still 
what  would  win  back  for  him  the  Judith 
that  he  had  known — ay,  if  they  had  to 
wait  all  through  the  winter  for  the  first 
silver- white  days  of  spring. 

They  Btole  down-stairs  again,  and  went 
to  the  front  door.  All  the  world  was 
awaking  now ; the  light  was  clear  around 
them ; the  small  birds  were  twittering  in 
the  bushes. 
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“And  will  you  not  go  and  get  some 
sleep  now,  Prudence  ?”  said  he.  “Surely 
you  have  earned  it ; and  now  there  is  the 
chance.” 

4 4 1 could  not,  ” she  said,  simply.  4 4 There 
will  be  time  for  sleep  by-and-by.  But  now, 
if  you  would  do  us  a service,  will  you  go 
over  to  the  town  and  tell  Susan  that  Ju- 
dith is  sleeping  peacefully,  and  that  she 
need  not  hurry  back,  for  there  be  plenty 
of  us  to  watch  and  wait?  And  Julius 
would  like  to  hear  the  good  news — that  I 
know.  Then  you  yourself — do  you  not 
need  rest  ? — why — ” 

“Heed  not  for  me,  dear  Prudence,” 
said  he,  quickly,  as  if  it  were  not  worth 
while  wasting  time  on  that  topic.  “But 
is  there  naught  else  I can  do  for  you  ? 
Naught  that  I can  bring  for  you — against 
her  getting  well  again  ?” 

“Nay,  ’tis  all  too  soon  for  that,”  was 
Prudence’s  answer.  “I  would  the  occa- 
sion were  here,  and  sure.” 

Well,  he  went  away  over  to  the  town, 
and  told  his  tale  to  those  that  were  astir, 
leaving  a message  for  those  who  were  not ; 
and  then  he  passed  on  to  his  own  house, 
and  threw  himself  on  his  bed.  But  he 
could  not  rest.  It  was  too  far  away,  while 
all  his  thoughts  were  concentrated  on  the 
small  cottage  over  there.  So  he  wander- 
ed back  thither;  and  again  had  assurance 
that  Judith  was  doing  well;  and  then  he 
went  quietly  up  to  the  summer-house, 
and  sat  down  there;  and  scarcely  had  he 
folded  his  arms  on  the  little  table  and 
bent  forward  his  head  than  he  was  in  a 
deep  sleep— nature  claiming  her  due  at 
last. 

The  hours  passed ; he  knew  nothing  of 
them.  He  was  awakened  by  Judith’s  fa- 
ther; and  he  looked  round  him  strangely, 
for  he  saw  by  the  light  that  it  was  now 
afternoon. 

“Good  lad,”  said  he,  44 1 make  no  scru- 
ple of  rousing  you.  There  is  better  news. 
She  is  awake,  and  quite  calm  and  peace- 
able, and  in  her  right  mind — though  sad- 
ly weak  and  listless,  poor  wench.” 

44  Have  you  seen  her — have  you  spoken 
with  her  ?”  he  said,  eagerly. 

44  Nay,  not  yet,”  Judith’s  father  said. 
4 4 1 am  doubtful.  She  is  so  faint  and  weak. 
I would  not  disturb  her.” 

44 1 pray  you,  sir,  go  and  speak  with 
her,”  Quiney  entreated.  44  Nay,  I know 
what  will  give  her  more  peace  of  mind 
than  anything.  And  if  she  begin  to  re- 
call what  happened  ere  she  fell  ill — I pray 


you,  sir,  of  your  kindness  go  and  speak 
with  her.” 

Judith’s  father  went  away  to  the  house 
slowly,  and  with  his  head  bent  in  medita- 
tion. He  spoke  to  the  doctor  for  a few 
minutes.  But  when,  after  some  delibera- 
tion, he  went  upstairs,  and  into  the  room, 
it  was  his  own  advice,  his  own  plan,  he 
was  acting  on. 

He  went  forward  to  the  bedside,  and 
took  the  chair  that  the  old  grandmother 
had  instantly  vacated,  and  sat  down  just 
as  if  nothing  had  occurred. 

“Well,  lass,  how  goes  it  with  thee?” 
he  said,  with  an  air  of  easy  unconcern. 
44  Bravely  well,  I hear.  Thou  must  haste 
thee  now,  for  soon  we  shall  be  busy  with 
the  brewing.” 

She  regarded  him  in  a strange  way — 
perhaps  wondering  whether  this  was  an- 
other vision.  And  then  she  said,  faintly : 

44  Why  are  you  come  back  to  Stratford, 
father  ?” 

“Oh,  I have  many  affairs  on  hand,” 
said  he ; 44  and  yet  I like  not  the  garden  to 
be  so  empty.  I can  not  spare  thee  over 
here  much  longer.  ’Tis  better  when  thou 
art  in  the  garden,  and  little  Bess  with 
thee — nay,  I swear  to  thee  thou  disturbest 
me  not — and  so  must  thou  get  quickly 
well  and  home  again.” 

He  took  her  hand — the  thin,  worn,  white 
hand — and  patted  it. 

“Why,”  said  he,  “ I hear  they  told  thee 
some  foolish  story  about  me.  Believe  them 
not,  lass.  Thou  and  I are  old  friends,  de- 
spite thy  saucy  ways,  and  thy  laughing 
at  the  young  lads  about,  and  thy  lectur- 
ing of  little  Bess  Hall — oh,  thou  hast  thy 
faults,  a many  of  them  too;  but  heed  no 
idle  stories,  good  lass,  that  come  between 
me  and  thee.  Nay,  I will  have  a sharp 
word  for  thee  an  thou  do  not  as  the  doc- 
tor bids ; and  thou  must  rest  thee  still  and 
quiet,  and  trouble  not  thy  head,  for  we 
want  thee  back  to  us  at  New  Place.  Why, 
I tell  thee  I can  not  have  the  garden  left 
so  empty : wouldst  have  me  with  none  to 
talk  with  but  goodman  Matthew  ? So  now 
farewell  for  the  moment,  good  wench ; get 
what  sleep  thou  canst,  and  take  what  the 
doctor  bids  thee;  why,  knowst  thou  not  of 
the  ribbons  and  gloves  I have  brought  thee 
all  the  way  from  London  ? — I warrant  me 
they  will  please  thee.” 

He  patted  her  hand  again,  and  rose  and 
left— as  if  it  were  all  a matter  of  course. 
For  a minute  or  two  after,  the  girl  looked 
dazed  and  bewildered,  as  if  she  were  try- 
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ing  to  recall  many  things;  but  always  she 
kept  looking  at  the  hand  that  he  had  held, 
and  there  was  a pleased  light  in  her  sad 
and  tired  eyes.  She  lay  still  and  silent, 
for  so  she  had  been  enjoined. 
r But  by-and-by  she  said,  in  a way  that 
was  like  the  ghost  of  Judith’s  voice  of  old: 

“Grandmother,  I can  scarce  hold  up 
my  hand— will  you  help  me?  What  is 
this  that  is  on  my  head  ?” 

“Why,  ’tis  a pretty  lace  cap  that  Susan 
brought  thee,”  the  grandmother  said, 
“and  we  would  have  thee  smart  and  neat 
ere  thy  father  came  in.” 

But  she  had  got  her  hand  to  her  head 
now,  and  then  the  truth  became  known  to 
her.  She  began  to  cry  bitterly. 

“Oh,  grandmother,  grandmother,”  she 
said,  or  sobbed,  “they  have  cut  otf  my 
hair,  and  my  father  will  never  look  with 
favor  on  me  again.  ’Twas  all  he  ever 
praised.” 

“Dearie,  dearie,  thy  hair  will  grow 
again  as  fair  as  ever— ay,  and  who  ever 
had  prettier?”  the  old  grandmother  said. 
“Why,  surely ; and  the  roses  will  come  to 
thy  cheeks  too,  that  were  ever  the  bright- 
est of  any  in  the  town.  Thy  father? — 
heardst  thou  not  what  he  said  a moment 
ago — that  he  could  not  bear  to  be  without 
thee  ? Nay,  nay,  fret  not,  good  lass ; there 
be  plenty  that  will  right  gladly  wait  for 
the  growing  of  thy  hair  again— ay,  ay, 
there  be  plenty  and  to  spare  that  will  hold 
thee  in  high  favor,  and  think  well  of  thee, 
and  thy  father  most  of  all  of  them — have 
no  fear.” 

And  so  the  grandmother  got  her  soothed 
and  hushed,  and  at  last  she  lay  still  and 
silent.  But  she  had  been  thinking. 

“Grandmother,”  said  she,  regarding 
her  thin  wasted  hand,  “is  my  face  like 
that  ?” 

4 4 Hush  thee,  child ; thou  must  not  speak 
more  now,  or  the  doctor  will  be  scolding 

me.” 

“But  tell  me,  grandmother,”  she 
pleaded. 

“ Why,  then,”  she  answered,  evasively, 
“it  be  none  so  plump  as  it  were;  but  all 
that  will  mend — ay,  ay,  good  lass,  ’twill 
mend  surely.” 

Again  she  lay  silent  for  a while ; but  her 
mind  was  busy  with  its  own  fears. 

“Grandmother,”  she  said,  “will  you 
promise  me  this — to  keep  Quiney  away  ? 
You  will  not  let  him  come  into  the  room, 
good  grandmother,  should  he  ever  come 
over  to  the  cottage  ?” 


“Ay,  and  be  this  thy  thanks,  then,  to 
him  that  rode  all  the  way  to  London  town 
to  bring  thy  father  to  thee  ?”  said  the  old 
dame,  with  some  affectation  of  reproach. 
“ Were  I at  thy  age,  I would  have  a fair- 
er message  for  him.” 

44 A message,  grandmother?”  the  girl 
said,  turning  her  languid  eyes  to  her  with 
some  faint  eagerness.  4 4 Ay,  that  I would 
send  him  willingly.  He  went  to  London 
for  me,  that  I know;  Prudence  said  so. 
But  perchance  he  would  not  care  to  have 
it,  would  he,  think  you  ?” 

The  old  dame  listened,  to  make  sure 
that  the  doctor  was  not  within  hearing — 
for  this  talking  was  forbidden ; but  she 
was  anxious  to  have  the  girl’s  mind 
pleased  and  at  rest;  and  so  she  took  Ju- 
dith’s hand  and  whispered  to  her: 

“A  message?  Ay,  I warrant  me  the 
lad  would  think  more  of  it  than  of  aught 
else  in  the  world.  Why,  sweetheart,  he 
hath  been  never  away  from  the  house  all 
this  time — watching  to  be  of  service  to  any 
one— night  and  day  it  hath  been  so ; and 
that  he  be  not  done  to  death  passes  my 
understanding.  Ay,  and  the  riding  to 
London,  and  the  bringing  of  thy  father, 
and  all— is’t  not  worth  a word  of  thanks  ? 
Nay,  the  youth  hath  won  to  my  favor,  I 
declare  to  thee ; if  none  else  will  speak  for 
him,  I will;  a right  good  honest  youth,  I 
warrant.  But  there  now,  sweeting,  hush 
thee;  I may  not  speak  more  to  thee,  else 
the  doctor  will  be  for  driving  me  forth.” 

There  was  silence  for  some  time;  then 
Judith  said,  wistfully, 

“What  flowers  are  in  the  garden  now, 
grandmother  ?” 

The  old  dame  went  to  the  window — 
slowly— it  was  an  excuse  for  not  having 
too  much  talking  going  on. 

44  The  garden  be  far  past  its  best  now,” 
said  she;  4 4 but  there  be  marigolds,  and 
Michaelmas  daisies — ” 

“Could  you  get  me  a bit  of  rosemary, 
grandmother?”  the  girl  asked. 

“Rosemary I”  she  cried  in  affright — 
for  the  mention  of  the  plant  seemed  to 
strike  a funeral  note.  “Foolish  wench, 
thou  knowst  I can  never  get  the  rose- 
mary bushes  through  the  spring  frosts. 
Rosemary,  truly  I What  wantest  thou 
with  rosemary  ?” 

“Or  a pansy,  then ?” 

“A  pansy,  doubtless — ay,  ay,  that  be 
better,  now — we  may  find  thee  a pansy 
somewhere,  and  plenty  of  other  things,  so 
thou  lie  still  and  get  well.” 
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“ Nay,  I want  but  the  one,  grandmo- 
ther,” she  said,  slowly.  “You  know  I 
can  not  write  a message  to  him ; and  yet 
I would  send  him  some  token  of  thanks 
for  all  that  he  hath  done.  And  would 
not  that  do,  grandmother  ? — could  you  but 
find  me  a pansy,  if  there  be  one  left  any- 
where, and  a small  leaf  or  two;  and  if 
’twere  put  in  a folded  paper,  and  you 
could  give  it  him  from  me,  and  no  one 
knowing  ? I would  rest  the  happier, 
grandmother,  for  I would  not  have  him 
think  me  ungrateful — no,  no,  he  must  not 
think  me  that.  And  then,  good  grand- 
mother, you  will  tell  him  that  I wish  him 
not  to  see  me ; only — only,  the  little  flow- 
er will  show  him  that  I am  not  ungrate- 
ful; for  I would  not  have  him  think  me 
that.” 

“Rest  you  still  now,  then,  sweeting,” 
the  old  dame  said.  “I  warrant  me  we 
will  have  the  message  conveyed  to  him ; 
but  rest  you  still,  rest  you  still,  and  ere 
long  you  will  notbe  ashamed  to  show  him 
the  roses  coming  again  into  your  cheeks.” 


CHAPTER  XXXV. 

TOWARD  THE  LIGHT. 

This  fresh  and  clear  morning,  with  a 
south  wind  blowing,  and  a blue  sky  over- 
head, made  even  the  back  yard  of  Quiney’s 
premises  look  cheerful,  though  the  sur- 
roundings were  mostly  empty  barrels  and 
boxes.  And  he  was  singing,  too,  as  he 
went  on  with  his  task;  sometimes, 

“ Play  on,  minstrel , play  on,  minsirH , 

My  lady  is  mine  only  girl” 

and  sometimes, 

“ I bought  thee  petticoats  of  the  besty 
The  cloth  so  fine  as  fine  might  be; 

I gave  thee  jewels  for  thy  chest , 

And  all  this  cost  I spent  on  thee 

or  again,  he  would  practice  his  part  in  the 
new  catch: 

iK  Merrily  sang — the  Ely  monks — 

When  rowed  thereby — Canute  the  Kino!” 

And  yet  this  that  he  was  so  busy  about 
seemed  to  have  nothing  to  do  with  his 
own  proper  trade.  He  had  chalked  up 
on  the  wall  a space  about  the  size  of  an 
ordinary  cottage  window ; at  each  of  the 
upper  comers  he  had  hammered  in  a nail ; 
and  now  he  was  endeavoring  to  suspend 
from  these  supports,  so  that  it  should 
hang  parallel  with  the  bottom  line,  an 


oblong  basket  roughly  made  of  wire,  and 
pretty  obviously  of  his  own  construction. 

His  dinner — of  bread  and  cheese  and  ale — 
stood  untouched  and  unheeded  on  a bench 
hard  by.  Sometimes  he  whistled,  some- 
times he  sang;  for  the  morning  air  was 
fresh  and  pleasant,  and  the  sunlight  all 
about  was  enlivening. 

Presently  Judith’s  father  made  his  ap- 
pearance, and  the  twisting  and  shaping  of 
the  wire  hooks  instantly  ceased. 

“She  is  still  going  on  well  ?”  the  lad 
said,  with  a rapid  and  anxious  glance. 

“But  slowly — slowly,”  her  father  an- 
swered. 4 4 Nay,  we  must  not  demand  too 
much.  If  she  but  hold  her  own  now, 
time  is  on  our  side,  and  the  doctor  is 
more  than  ever  hopeful  that  the  fever 
hath  left  no  serious  harm  behind  it. 
When  that  she  is  a little  stronger,  they 
talk  of  having  her  carried  down-stairs — 
the  room  is  larger,  and  the  window  hath 
a pleasant  outlook.” 

“I  heard  of  that,”  said  Quiney,  glancing 
at  the  oblong  basket  of  wire. 

“I  have  brought  you  other  news  this 
morning,”  Judiths  father  said,  taking  out 
a letter  and  handing  it  to  Quiney.  44  But 
I pray  you  say  nothing  of  it  to  the  wench ; 
her  mind  is  at  rest  now;  we  will  let  the 
past  go.” 

44  Nay,  I can  do  no  harm  in  that  way,” 
said  the  younger  man,  in  something  of  a 
hurt  tone,  “for  they  will  not  let  me  see 
her.” 

4 4 No,  truly?  Why,  that  is  strange, 
now,”  her  father  said,  affecting  to  be  sur- 
prised, but  having  a shrewd  guess  that 
this  was  some  fancy  of  the  girl’s  own. 

4 4 But  they  would  have  her  kept  quiet,  I 
know.” 

Quiney  was  now  reading  the  letter.  It 
was  from  one  of  J udith’s  father’s  compan- 
ions in  London,  and  the  beginning  of  it 
was  devoted  to  the  imparting  of  certain 
information  that  had  apparently  been  ask- 
ed from  him  touching  negotiations  for  the 
purchase  of  a house  in  Blackfriars.  Qui- 
ney rightly  judged  that  this  part  had 
naught  to  do  with  him,  and  scanned  it 
briefly,  and  as  he  went  on  he  came  to  that 
which  had  a closer  interest  for  him. 

The  writer’s  style  was  ornate  and  cum- 
brous and  confused,  but  his  story  in  plain- 
er terms  was  this:  The  matter  of  the  pur- 
loined play  was  now  all  satisfactorily  as- 
certained and  settled,  except  as  regarded 
Jack  Orridge  himself,  whom  a dire  mis- 
chance had  befallen.  It  appeared  that 
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having  married  a lady  possessed  of  con- 
siderable wealth,  his  first  step  was  to  ran- 
som— at  what  cost  the  writer  knew  not — 
the  play  that  had  been  sold  to  the  book- 
sellers, not  by  himself,  but  by  one  Francis 
Lloyd.  It  was  said  that  this  Lloyd  had 
received  but  a trifle  for  it,  and  had,  in 
truth,  parted  with  it  in  the  course  of  a 
drunken  frolic ; but  that  Gentleman  Jack, 
as  they  called  him,  had  to  disburse  a good- 
ly sum  ere  he  could  get  the  manuscript 
back  into  his  own  hands.  That  forth- 
with he  had  come  to  the  theatre,  and  de- 
livered up  the  play,  with  such  expressions 
of  penitence  and  shame  that  they  could 
not  forbear  to  give  him  full  quittance  for 
his  fault.  But  that  this  was  not  all;  for, 
having  heard  that  Francis  Lloyd  had  in 
many  quarters  been  making  a jest  of  the 
matter,  and  telling  of  Orridge’s  adventures 
in  Warwickshire,  and  naming  names,  the 
young  man  had  determined  to  visit  him 
with  personal  chastisement,  but  had  been 
defeated  in  this  by  Lloyd  being  thrust  into 
prison  for  debt.  That  thereafter  Lloyd, 
being  liberated  from  jail,  was  sitting  in  a 
tavern  with  certain  companions,  and  there 
“Gentleman  Jack”  found  him,  and  dealt 
him  a blow  on  the  face  with  the  back  of 
his  hand,  with  a mind  to  force  the  duello 
upon  him.  But  that  here  again  Orridge 
had  ill  fortune,  for  Lloyd,  being  in  his 
cups,  would  fight  then  and  there,  and 
flung  himself  on  him,  without  a sword  or 
anything,  as  they  thought;  but  that  pre- 
sently, in  a struggle,  Orridge  utteral  a 
cry,  “I  am  stabbed!”  and  fell  headlong, 
and  they  found  him  with  a dagger  wound 
in  his  side,  bleeding  so  that  they  thought 
he  would  have  died  ere  help  came.  And 
that,  in  truth,  he  had  been  nigh  within 
death’s  door,  and  was  not  yet  out  of  the 
leech’s  hands;  while,  as  for  Lloyd,  he  had 
succeeded  in  making  good  his  escape,  and 
was  now  in  Flanders,  as  some  reported. 
This  was  the  gist  of  the  story,  as  far  as 
Quiney  was  interested;  thereafter  came 
chiefly  details  about  the  theatre;  and  the 
writer  concluded  with  wishing  his  cor- 
respondent all  health  and  happiness,  and 
bidding  him  remember  “his  true  loving 
frieud,  Henry  Condell.” 

Quiney  handed  back  the  letter. 

“I  wish  the  dagger  had  struck  the 
worser  villain  of  the  two,”  said  he. 

“ ’Tis  no  concern  of  ours,”  Judith’s  fa- 
ther said.  “And  I would  have  the  wench 
hear  never  a word  more  of  the  matter. 
Nay,  I have  already  answered  her  that 


’twas  all  well  and  settled  in  London,  and 
no  harm  done;  and  the  sooner  ’tis  quite 
forgotten  the  better.  The  young  man 
hath  made  what  amends  he  could ; I trust 
he  may  soon  be  well  of  his  wound  again. 
And  married,  is  he  ? — perchance  his  hurt 
may  teach  him  to  be  more  of  a stay-at- 
home.” 

Judith’s  father  put  the  letter  in  his 
pocket,  and  was  for  leaving,  when  Quiney 
suggested  that  if  he  were  going  to  the  cot- 
tage, he  would  accompany  him,  as  some 
business  called  him  to  Bidford.  And  so 
they  set  out  together— the  younger  man 
having  first  of  all  made  a bundle  of  the 
wire  basket,  and  the  nails  and  hooks  and 
what  not,  so  that  he  could  the  more  easily 
carry  them. 

It  was  a clear  and  mild  October  day; 
the  wide  country  very  silent;  the  woods 
turning  to  yellow  and  russet  now,  and 
here  and  there  golden  leaves  fluttering 
down  from  the  elms.  So  quiet  and  peace- 
ful it  all  was  in  the  gracious  sunlight; 
the  steady  ploughing  going  on ; groups  of 
people  gleaning  in  the  bean  fields ; but  not 
a sound  of  any  kind  reaching  them,  save 
the  cawing  of  some  distant  rooks.  And 
when  they  drew  near  to  Shottery,  Quiney 
had  an  eye  for  the  cottage  gardens,  to  see 
what  flowers  or  shrubs  were  still  avail- 
able; for  of  course  the  long  wire  basket, 
when  it  was  hung  outside  Judith  s win- 
dow, must  be  filled — ay,  and  filled  freshly 
at  frequent  intervals.  If  the  gardens  or 
the  fields  or  the  hedge-rows  would  furnish 
sufficient  store,  there  would  be  no  lack  of 
willing  hands  for  the  gathering. 

They  went  first  to  the  front  door  (the 
room  that  Judith  was  to  be  moved  iuto 
looked  to  the  back) ; and  here,  ere  they 
had  crossed  the  threshold,  they  beheld  a 
strange  thing.  The  old  grandmother  was 
standing  at  the  foot  of  the  wooden  stair, 
with  a small  looking-glass  in  her  hand. 
She  had  not  heard  them  approach ; so  it 
was  with  some  amazement  they  saw  her 
deliberately  let  fall  the  glass  on  to  the  stone 
passage,  where  naturally  it  was  smashed 
into  a hundred  fragments.  And  forth- 
with she  began  to  scold  and  rate  the  little 
Cicely;  and  that  in  so  loud  a voice  that 
her  anger  must  have  been  heard  in  the 
sick-room  above. 

“Ah,  thou  mischief,  thou  imp,  thou 
idle  brat,  that  must  needs  go  break  the 
only  looking-glass  in  the  house ! A 
handy  wench,  truly,  that  can  hold  nothing 
with  thy  silly  fingers,  but  must  break 
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cup,  and  platter,  and  pane;  and  now  the 
looking-glass — ’twere  well  done  to  box 
thine  ears,  thou  mischief  l” 

And  with  that  she  patted  the  little  girl 
on  the  shoulder,  and  shrewdly  winked, 
and  smiled,  and  nodded  her  head;  and 
then  she  went  up  the  stair,  and  again  loud- 
ly bewailing  her  misfortune. 

“ What  a spite  be  this,  now  I”  they  could 
hear  her  say,  at  the  door  of  Judith’s  room. 
“The  only  looking-glass  in  the  house — 
and  just  as  thou  wouldst  have  it  sent  for! 
That  mischievous  idle  little  wench — heard 
you  the  crash,  sweetheart?  Well,  well, 
no  matter;  I must  still  have  the  tiring  of 
thee— against  any  one  coming  to  see  thee ; 
ay,  and  I would  have  thee  brave  and  smart, 
when  thou  art  able  to  sit  up  a bit;  ay, 
and  thy  hair  will  soon  be  growing  again, 
sweeting.  And  then  the  trinkets  that  thy 
father  brought,  and  the  lace  cuffs  that 
Quiney  gave  thee — these  and  all  thou  must 
wear.  Was  ever  such  a spite,  now  ? — our 
only  looking-glass  to  be  broken  so;  but 
thou  shalt  not  want  it,  sweetheart — nay, 
nay,  thou  must  rest  in  my  hands.  I will 
have  thee  smart  enough ; when  any  would 
come  to  see  thee — ” 

That  was  all  they  heard — for  now  she 
shut  the  door;  but  both  of  them  guessed 
readily  enough  why  the  good  dame  had 
thrown  down  and  smashed  the  solitary 
mirror  of  the  house. 

Then  they  went  within,  and  heard  from 
Prudence  that  Judith  was  going  on  well, 
but  very  slowly ; and  that  her  mind  was 
in  perfect  calm  and  content,  only  that  at 
times  she  seemed  anxious  that  her  father 
should  return  to  London,  lest  his  affairs 
should  be  hindered. 

“And  truly  I must  go  ere  long,”  said 
he;  “but  not  yet.  Not  until  she  is  more 
fairly  on  the  highway.” 

They  were  now  in  the  room  that  was 
to  be  given  up  to  Judith,  because  of  its 
larger  size. 

“Prudence,” said  Quiney,  “if  the  bed 
were  placed  so  — by  the  window  — she 
might  be  propped  up  so  that  when  she 
chose  she  could  look  abroad.  Were  not 
that  a simple  thing,  and  cheerful  for 
her  ? And  I have  arranged  a small  mat- 
ter so  that  every  morning  she  may  find 
some  fresh  blossoms  awaiting  her,  and 
yet  not  disturbing  her  with  any  one  wish- 
ing to  enter  the  room.  Methinks  one 
might  better  fix  it  now,  ere  she  be  brought 
down,  so  that  the  knocking  may  not  harm 
her.” 


“I  would  she  were  in  a fit  state  to  be 
brought  down,”  Prudence  said,  rather 
sadly.  “For  never  saw  I any  one  so 
weak  and  helpless.” 

All  the  same,  he  went  away  to  see 
whether  the  oblong  basket  of  wire  and 
the  fastenings  would  fit;  and  although 
(being  a tall  youth)  he  could  easily  reach 
the  foot  of  the  window  with  his  hands,  he 
had  to  take  a chair  with  him  in  order  to 
gain  the  proper  height  for  the  nails.  Pru- 
dence from  within  saw  what  he  was  aft- 
er; and  when  it  was  all  fixed  up,  she 
opened  one  of  the  casements  to  speak  to 
him,  and  her  face  was  well  pleased. 

“Truly,  now,  that  was  kindly  thought 
of,”  said  she.  “And  shall  I tell  her  of 
this  that  you  have  contrived  for  her  ?” 

“Why,  ’tis  in  this  way,  Prudence,” 
said  he,  rather  shamefacedly:  “she  need 
not  know  whether  ’tis  this  one  or  that 
that  puts  a few  blossoms  in  the  basket; 
’twill  do  for  any  one — any  one  that  is 
passing  along  the  road  or  through  the 
meadows,  and  picks  up  a pretty  thing 
here  or  there.  ’Twill  soon  be  hard  to  get 
such  things,  save  some  red  berries  or  the 
like;  but  when  any  can  stop  in  passing 
and  add  their  mite,  ’twill  be  all  the  easier, 
for  who  that  knows  her  but  hath  good- 
will toward  her  ?” 

“And  her  thanks  to  whom  ?”  said  Pru- 
dence, smiling. 

“Why,  to  all  of  them,”  said  he,  evasive- 
ly. “Nay,  I would  not  have  her  even 
know  that  I nailed  up  the  little  basket — 
perchance  she  might  think  I was  too  offi- 
cious.” 

“And  can  you  undo  it?”  she  asked. 

“ Can  you  take  it  down  ?” 

“Surely,”  he  answered;  and  he  lifted 
the  basket  off  the  hooks  to  show  her. 

“For,”  said  she,  “if  you  would  bring  it 
round,  might  we  not  put  a few  flowers  in 
it,  and  have  them  carried  up  to  Judith,  to 
show  her  what  you  have  designed  for  her  ? 

In  truth  it  would  please  her.” 

He  was  not  proof  against  this  tempta- 
tion. He  carried  the  basket  round;  and 
they  fell  to  gathering  such  blossoms  as 
the  garden  afforded— marigolds,  monthly 
roses,  Michaelmas  daisies,  and  the  like — 
with  some  scarlet  hips  from  the  neigh- 
boring hedges,  and  some  broad  green 
leaves  to  serve  as  a cushion  for  all  of 
these.  But  he  did  not  stay  to  hear  how 
his  present  was  received.  He  was  on  his 
way  to  Bidford,  and  on  foot,  for  he  had 
kept  his  promise  with  the  Galloway  nag. 
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So  he  bade  Prudence  farewell,  and  said 
he  would  call  in  again  on  his  way  back 
in  the  evening. 

The  wan,  sad  face  lit  up  with  some- 
thing like  pleasure  when  Judith  saw 
this  little  present  brought  before  her;  it 
was  not  the  first  by  many  of  similar 
small  attentions  that  he  had  paid  her — 
tokens  of  a continual  thoughtfulness 
and  affection — though  he  was  not  even 
permitted  to  see  her,  much  less  to  speak 
with  her.  How  his  business  managed 
to  thrive  during  this  period  they  could 
hardly  guess;  only  that  he  seemed  to 
find  time  for  everything.  Apparently  he 
was  content  with  the  most  hap -hazard 
meals,  and  seemed  able  to  get  along 
with  scarcely  any  sleep  at  all;  and  al- 
ways he  was  the  most  hopeful  one  in 
the  house,  and  would  not  admit  that 
Judith’s  recovery  seemed  strangely  slow, 
but  regarded  everything  as  happening 
for  the  best,  and  tending  toward  a cer- 
tain and  happy  issue.  One  result  of 
his  being  continually  in  or  about  the 
cottage  was  this  — that  Master  Walter 
Blaise  had  not  looked  near  them  since  the 
night  on  which  the  fever  reached  its 
crisis.  The  women -folk  surmised  that, 
now  there  was  a fair  hope  of  Judith’s  re- 
covery, he  perchance  imagined  his  minis- 
trations to  be  no  longer  necessary,  and 
was  considerately  keeping  out  of  the  way, 
seeing  that  he  could  be  of  no  use.  At 
all  events,  they  did  not  discuss  the  sub- 
ject much;  for  more  than  one  of  them 
had  perceived  that,  whenever  the  par- 
son's name  was  mentioned,  Judith’s  fa- 
ther became  reticent  and  reserved — which 
was  about  his  only  way  of  showing  dis- 
pleasure— so  that  they  got  into  the  habit 
of  omitting  all  mention  of  Master  Blaise, 
for  the  better  preserving  and  maintain- 
ing the  serenity  of  the  domestic  atmos- 
phere. 

And  yet  Master  Blaise  came  to  be  talk- 
ed of — and  to  Judith  herself — this  very 
morning.  When  Prudence  went  into  the 
room,  carrying  Quiney’s  flowers,  the  old 
grandmother  said  she  would  go  down  and 
see  how  dinner  was  getting  forward  (she 
having  more  mouths  to  feed  than  usual), 
and  Prudence  was  left  in  her  place,  with 
strict  injunctions  to  see  that  Judith  took 
the  small  portions  of  food  that  had  been 
ordered  her  at  the  proper  time.  Prudence 
sat  down  by  the  bedside.  These  two  had 
not  had  much  confidential  chatting  of 
late,  for  Judith  had  been  forbidden  to  talk 


much,  and  was  indeed  far  too  weak  and 
languid  for  that,  while  generally  there 
was  some  third  person  about  in  attend- 
ance. But  now  they  were  alone,  and 
Prudence  had  a long  tale  to  tell  of  Qui- 
ney’s constant  watchfulness  and  care,  and 
all  of  the  little  things  he  had  thought  of 
and  arranged  for  her,  up  to  the  construc- 
tion of  the  wire  flower-basket. 

“But  what  he  hath  done,  Judith,  to  an- 
ger Parson  Blaise  I can  not  make  out,” 
she  continued;  “ay,  and  to  anger  him 
sorely;  for  yesternight,  when  I went  over 
to  see  how  my  brother  did,  I met  Master 
Blaise,  and  he  stayed  me  and  talked  with 
me  for  a space.  Nay,  he  spoke  too  harsh- 
ly of  Quiney,  so  that  I had  to  defend  him, 
and  say  what  I had  seen  of  him — truly,  I 
was  coming  near  to  speaking  with  warmth 
— and  then  he  went  away  from  that.  And 
think  you  what  he  came  to  next,  Judith?” 

The  pale  quiet  face  of  the  speaker  was 
overspread  with  a blush,  and  she  looked 
timidly  at  her  friend. 

“ What,  then,  sweetheart  ?” 

“ Perchance  I should  not  tell  you,”  she 
said,  with  some  hesitation,  and  then  she 
said,  more  frankly:  “nay,  why  should 
there  be  any  concealment  between  us,  Ju- 
dith ? And  he  laid  no  charge  of  secrecy 
on  me — in  truth,  I said  that  I would  think 
of  it,  and  might  even  have  to  ask  for  coun- 
sel and  guidance.  He  would  have  me  be 
his  wife,  Judith.” 

Judith  betrayed  no  atom  of  surprise; 
nay,  she  almost  instantly  smiled  her  ap- 
proval—it  was  a kind  of  friendly  congrat- 
ulation, as  it  were — and  she  would  have 
reached  out  her  hand  only  that  she  was 
so  weak. 

“I  am  glad  of  that,  dear  mouse,”  said 
she,  as  pleasantly  as  she  could.  “There 
would  you  be  in  your  proper  place — is’t  not 
so  ? And  what  said  you  ? — what  said  you, 
sweetheart  ? Ah,  they  all  would  welcome 
you,  be  sure;  and  a parson's  wife— a par- 
son's wife,  Prudence — would  not  that  be 
your  proper  place  ? would  you  not  be  hap- 
py so  ?” 

“I  know  not,”  the  girl  said,  and  she 
spoke  wistfully,  and  as  if  she  were  regard- 
ing distant  things.  “ He  had  nearly  per- 
suaded me,  good  heart,  for  indeed  there 
is  such  power  and  clearness  in  all  he 
says;  and  it  was  almost  put  before  me  as 
a duty,  and  something  incumbent  on  me, 
for  the  pleasing  of  all  of  them,  and  the 
being  useful  and  serviceable  to  so  many; 
and  then— and  then — ” 
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There  was  another  timid  glance,  and 
she  took  Judith’s  hand,  and  her  eyes 
were  downcast  as  she  made  the  confes- 
sion: 

“ Nay,  I will  tell  thee  the  truth,  sweet- 
heart. Had  he  spoken  to  me  earlier,  I — 
I might  not  have  said  him  nay — so  good  a 
man  and  earnest  withal,  and  not  fearing 
to  give  offense  if  he  can  do  true  service 
to  the  Master  of  us  all : Judith,  if  it  be  un- 
maidenly,  blame  me  not,  but  at  one  time 
I had  thoughts  of  him;  and  sometimes, 
ashamed,  I would  not  go  to  your  house 
when  that  he  was  there  in  the  afternoon, 
though  Julius  wondered,  seeing  that  there 
was  worship  and  profitable  expounding. 
But  now — now  ’tis  different.” 

“Why,  dear  mouse,  why  ?”  Judith  said, 
with  some  astonishment.  4 4 You  must  not 
flout  the  good  man.  ’Tis  an  honorable 
offer.” 

Prudence  was  looking  back  on  that 
past  time. 

44  If  he  had  spoken  then,”  said  she,  ab- 
sently, 44 my  heart  would  have  rejoiced; 
and  well  I knew  ’twould  have  been  no 
harm  to  you,  dear  Judith,  for  who  could 
doubt  how  you  were  inclined — ay,  through 
all  your  quarrels  and  misunderstandings  ? 
And  if  ’twas  you  the  good  parson  wished 
for  in  those  days — ” 

44  Prudence,”  her  friend  said,  reproach- 
fully, “you  do  ill  to  go  back  over  a by- 
gone story.  If  you  had  thoughts  of  him 
then,  when  as  yet  he  had  not  spoken,  why 
not  now,  when  he  would  have  you  be  his 
wife  ? ’Tis  an  honorable  offer,  as  I say ; 
and  you— -were  you  not  meant  for  a par- 
son’s wife,  sweetheart  ?” 

Then  Prudence  regarded  her  with  her 
honest  eyes. 

4 4 1 should  be  afraid,  Judith.  Perchance 
I have  listened  overmuch  to  your  grand- 
mother’s talking,  and  to  Quiney’s ; they 
are  both  of  them  angered  against  him. 
They  say  he  wrought  you  ill,  and  was 
cruel  when  he  should  have  been  gentle 
with  you,  and  was  overproud  of  his  office. 
Nay,  I marked  that  your  father  had  scarce 
ever  a word  for  him  when  he  was  coming 
over  to  the  cottage,  but  would  get  away 
somehow  and  leave  him.  And— and  me- 
thinks  I should  be  afraid,  Judith;  ’tis  no 
longer  as  it  used  to  be  in  former  days; 
and  then — without  perfect  confidence — 
how  should  one  dare  to  venture  on  such 
a step  ? No,  no,  Judith— I should  be 
afraid.” 

“In  truth  I can  not  advise  thee,  then, 


dear  heart,”  her  friend  said,  looking  at  her 
curiously.  44  For  more  than  any  I know 
should  you  marry  one  that  would  be  gen- 
tle with  you,  and  kind.  And  think  you 
that  the  parson  would  overlord  it  ?” 

“I  know  not — I know  not, ’’she  said,  in 
the  same  absent  way.  “But  with  doubt, 
with  hesitation , without  perfect  con  fidence, 
how  could  one  take  such  a step  ?” 

And  then  she  bethought  her. 

44  Why,  now,  all  this  talking  over  my 
poor  affairs  I”  she  said,  more  cheerfully. 
“A  goodly  nurse  I am  proving  myself! 
’Tis  thy  affairs  are  of  greater  moment; 
and  thou  must  push  forward,  sweetheart, 
and  get  well  more  rapidly,  else  they  will 
say  we  are  careless  and  foolish  that  can 
not  bring  thee  into  firmer  health.” 

“But  I am  well  content,”  said  Judith, 
with  a perfectly  placid  smile. 

44  Content  ? But  you  must  not  be  con- 
tent!” Prudence  exclaimed.  “Would 
you  remain  within-doors  until  your  hair 
be  grown  ? Vanity  is  it,  then  ? Ah,  for 
shame— you  that  always  professed  to  be 
so  proud,  and  careless  of  what  they 
thought!  Content,  truly!  Look  at  so 
thin  a hand — are  you  content  to  remain 
so  ?” 

4 4 1 am  none  so  ill,”  Judith  said,  pleasant- 
ly. 4 4 The  days  pass  well  enough;  and 
every  one  is  kind.” 

44  But  I say  you  must  not  be  content,” 
Prudence  again  remonstrated.  4 4 Did 
ever  any  one  see  such  a poor,  weak,  white 
hand  as  that?  Look  at  the  thin,  thin 
veins !” 

“Ah, but  you  know  not,  sweetheart,” 
Judith  said,  and  she  herself  looked  at 
those  thin  blue  veins  in  the  white  hand. 
44  They  seem  to  me  to  be  running  full  of 
music  and  happiness  ever  since  I came 
out  of  the  fever,  and  found  my  father  talk- 
ing to  me  in  the  old  way.” 


CHAPTER  XXXVI. 

4 4 WESTERN  WIND,  WHEN  WILL  YOU 
BLOW  ?” 

There  was  much  laughing  among  the 
good  folk  of  Stratford  town — or  rather 
among  those  of  them  allowed  to  visit 
Quiney’s  back  yard — over  the  nondescript 
vehicle  that  he  and  his  friend  Pleydell 
were  constructing  there.  But  that  was 
chiefly  at  the  first,  when  the  neighbors 
would  call  it  a coffin  on  wheels,  or  a grown- 
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up  cradle;  afterward,  when  it  grew  into 
shape,  and  began  to  exhibit  traces  of  dec- 
oration (the  little  canopy  at  the  head,  for 
example,  was  covered  over  with  blue  taf- 
feta, that  made  a shelter  from  the  sun), 
they  moderated  their  ridicule,  and  at  last 
declared  it  a most  ingenious  and  useful 
contrivance,  and  one  that  went  as  easily 
on  its  leather  bands  as  any  king’s  coach 
that  ever  was  built.  And  they  said  they 
hoped  it  would  do  good  service;  for  they 
knew  it  was  meant  for  Judith;  and  she 
had  won  the  favor  and  good-will  of  many 
in  that  town— in  so  far  as  an  unmarried 
young  woman  was  deemed  worthy  of 
consideration. 

But  that  was  an  anxious  morning  when 
Quiney  set  forth  with  this  strange  vehicle 
for  the  cottage.  Little  Willie  Hart  was 
there,  and  Quiney  had  flung  him  inside, 
saying  he  would  give  him  a ride  as  far  as 
Shottery ; but  thereafter  he  did  not  speak 
a word  to  the  boy.  For  this  was  the  morn- 
ing on  which  he  was  to  see  Judith  for  the 
first  time  since  the  fever  had  left  her;  and 
not  only  that,  but  he  had  been  appointed 
to  carry  her  down -stairs  to  the  larger 
room  below.  This  was  by  the  direct  in- 
structions of  the  doctor.  Judith’s  father 
was  now  in  London  again ; the  doctor  was 
not  a very  powerful  man;  the  staircase 
was  overnarrow  to  let  two  of  the  women 
try  it  between  them : who,  therefore,  was 
there  but  this  young  athlete  to  gather  up 
that  precious  charge  and  bear  her  gently 
forth  ? But  when  he  thought  of  that  first 
meeting  with  Judith  he  trembled,  and 
dismay  and  apprehension  filled  his  heart 
lest  he  should  show  himself  in  the  small- 
est way  shocked  by  her  appearance.  Care- 
less as  she  might  have  been  of  other  things, 
she  had  always  put  a value  on  that;  she 
knew  that  she  had  good  looks,  and  she 
liked  to  look  pretty  and  dainty,  and  to 
wear  becoming  and  pretty  things.  And 
again  and  again  he  schooled  himself  and 
argued  with  himself.  He  must  be  pre- 
pared to  find  her  changed — nay,  had  he 
not  already  had  one  glimpse  of  her,  as  she 
lay  asleep,  in  the  cold  light  of  the  dawn  ? 
He  must  be  prepared  to  find  the  happy 
and  radiant  face  no  longer  that,  but  all 
faded  and  white  and  worn ; the  clear-shin- 
ing eyes  no  longer  laughing,  but  sunken 
and  sad;  and  the  beautiful  sun -brown 
hair — that  was  her  cliiefest  pride  of  all — 
no  longer  clustering  round  her  neck.  Not 
that  he  himself  cared ; Judith  was  for  him 
always  and  ever  Judith,  whatever  she 


might  be  like ; but  his  terror  was  lest  he 
should  betray,  in  the  smallest  fashion, 
some  pained  surprise.  He  knew  how 
sensitive  she  was;  and  as  an  invalid  she 
would  be  even  more  so;  and  what  a fine 
thing  it  would  be  if  her  eyes  were  sudden- 
ly to  fill  with  tears  on  witnessing  his  dis- 
appointment ? And  so  he  argued  and  ar- 
gued, and  strove  to  think  of  Judith  as  a 
ghost — as  anything  rather  than  her  for- 
mer self ; and  when  he  reached  the  cottage 
he  asked  whether  Judith  was  ready  to  be 
brought  down  in  so  matter-of-fact  a way 
that  he  seemed  perfectly  unconcerned. 

Well,  she  was  not  ready,  for  her  grand- 
mother had  the  tiring  of  her;  and  the  old 
dame  was  determined  that,  if  she  had  her 
way,  her  grandchild  should  look  none  too 
like  an  invalid.  If  the  sun-brown  curls 
were  gone,  at  least  the  cap  that  she  wore 
should  have  pretty  blue  ribbons  where  it 
met  under  the  chin.  And  she  would  have 
her  wear  the  lace  cuffs,  too,  that  Quiney 
had  brought  her  from  Warwick:  did  not 
she  owe  it  to  him  to  do  service  for  the 
gift  ? And  when  all  that  was  done,  she 
made  Judith  take  a little  wine  and  water 
— to  strengthen  her  for  the  being  carried 
down-stairs — and  then  she  sent  word  that 
Quiney  might  come  up. 

He  made  his  appearance  forthwith — a 
little  pale,  perhaps,  and  hesitating  and  ap- 
prehensive as  he  crossed  the  threshold. 
And  then  he  came  quickly  forward,  and 
there  was  a sudden  wonder  of  joy  and 
gladness  in  his  eyes. 

“Judith !”  he  exclaimed,  quite  involun- 
tarily, and  forgetting  everything,  “why, 
how  well  you  are  looking!  indeed,  indeed 
you  are ! Sweetheart,  you  are  not  changed 
at  all  1” 

For  this  was  Judith:  not  any  of  the 
spectral  phantoms  he  had  been  conjuring 
up,  but  Judith  herself,  regarding  him  with 
friendly  (if  yet  timid)  eyes;  and  her  face, 
as  he  looked  at  her  in  this  glad  wa y,  was 
no  longer  pale,  but  had  growTn  rose-red  as 
the  face  of  a bride.  Her  anxiety  and  nerv- 
ousness had  been  far  greater  than  she  dared 
to  tell  any  of  them;  but  now  his  surprise 
and  delight  were  surely  real;  and  then — 
for  she  was  very  weak,  and  she  had  been 
anxious  and  full  of  fear,  and  this  joy  of 
seeing  him,  of  seeing  a strange  face  that 
belonged  to  the  former  happy  time,  was 
too  much  for  her.  Her  lips  were  tremu- 
lous ; tears  rose  to  her  eyes,  and  she  would 
have  turned  away  to  hide  her  crying,  but 
that  all  at  once  he  recalled  his  scattered 
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senses,  and  inwardly  cursed  himself  for  a 
fool,  and  forthwith  addressed  her  in  the 
most  cheerful  and  simple  way: 

“Why,  now,  what  stories  they  have 
been  telling  me,  Judith!  I should  scarce 
know  you  had  been  ill.  You  are  thinner 
— oh  yes,  you  are  a little  thinner;  and  if 
you  went  to  the  woods  to  gather  nuts,  I 
reckon  you  would  not  bring  home  a heavy 
bag;  but  that  will  all  mend  in  time.  In 
honest  truth,  dear  Judith,  I am  glad  to 
see  you  looking  none  so  ill;  now  I mar- 
vel not  at  your  father  going  away  to  see 
after  his  affairs*— so  sure  he  must  have 
been.” 

“ I am  glad  that  he  went,  I was  fretting 
so,”  she  said  (and  it  was  so  strange  to  hear 
Judith’s  voice — that  always  stirred  his 
heart  as  if  with  the  vibration  of  Susan’s 
singing) ; and  then  she  added,  timidly  re- 
garding him — “And  you — I have  caused 
you  much  trouble  also.” 

He  laughed ; in  truth  he  was  so  bewil- 
dered with  the  delight  of  seeing  this  real 
living  Judith  before  him  that  he  scarce 
knew  what  he  said. 

“Trouble! — yes,  trouble  indeed,  that  I 
could  do  nothing  for  you,  and  all  the  oth- 
ers waiting  with  you  and  cheering  you. 
But  now,  dear  Judith,  I have  something 
for  you*— oh,  you  shall  see  it  presently; 
and  you  may  laugh,  but  I warrant  me  you 
will  find  it  easy  and  comfortable  when  that 
you  are  allowed  to  go  forth  into  the  gar- 
den. ’Tis  a kind  of  couch,  as  it  were,  but 
on  wheels — nay,  you  may  call  it  your 
chariot,  Judith,  if  you  would  be  in  state; 
and  if  you  may  not  go  further  than  the 
garden  at  first,  why,  then  you  may  lie  in 
it,  and  have  some  one  read  to  you;  and 
there  is  a small  curtain  if  you  would  shut 
them  all  out  and  go  to  sleep ; ay,  and  when 
the  time  comes  for  you  to  go  along  the 
lanes,  then  you  may  sit  up  somewhat,  for 
there  are  pillows  for  your  head,  and  for 
your  back.  As  for  the  drawing  of  it,  why, 
little  Willie  Hart  can  pull  me  when  I am 
in  it,  and  surely  he  can  do  the  same  for 
you,  that  are  scarce  so  heavy  as  I,  as  I take 
it.  Oh,  I warrant  you,  you  will  soon  get 
used  to  it;  and  ’twill  be  so  much  pleasant- 
er for  you  than  being  always  within-doors ; 
and  the  fresher  air — the  fresher  air  will 
soon  bring  back  your  color,  Judith.” 

For  now  that  the  first  flush  of  embar- 
rassment was  gone,  he  could  not  but  see 
(though  still  he  talked  in  that  cheerful 
strain)  how  pale  and  worn  was  her  face ; 
and  her  hands,  that  lay  listlessly  on  the 


coverlet,  with  the  pretty  lace  cuffs  going 
back  from  the  wrists,  were  spectral  hands, 
so  thin  and  white  were  they. 

“Master  Quiney,”  said  the  old  dame, 
coming  to  the  door,  “ it  be  all  ready  now 
below,  if  you  can  carry  the  wench  down. 

And  take  time — take  time;  there  be  no 
hurry.” 

“You  must  come  and  help  me,  good 
grandmother,”  said  he,  “to  get  her  well 
into  my  arms.” 

In  truth  he  was  trembling  with  very 
nervousness  as  he  set  about  this  task. 
Should  some  mischance  occur? — some 
stumble  ? — and  then  he  found  himself  all 
too  strong  and  uncouth  and  clumsy,  with 
her  so  frail  and  delicate  and  weak.  But 
her  grandmother  lifted  the  girl’s  hand  to 
his  shoulder — or  rather  to  his  neck — and 
bade  her  hold  on  so,  as  well  as  she  might; 
and  then  he  got  his  arms  better  round  her ; 
and  with  slow  and  careful  steps  made  his 
way  down  to  the  room  below.  There  the 
bed  was  near  the  window,  and  when  he 
had  gently  placed  her  on  it,  and  propped 
up  her  head  and  shoulders,  so  that  she  was 
almost  sitting,  the  first  thing  that  she  saw 
before  her  was  the  slung  box  of  flowers 
and  leaves  outside  the  little  casement.  She 
turned  to  him,  and  smiled,  and  looked  her 
thanks  with  grateful  eyes:  he  sought  for 
no  more  than  that. 

Of  course  they  were  all  greatly  pleased 
at  this  new  state  of  affairs:  it  seemed  a 
step  on  the  forward  way,  a hopeful  thing. 
Moreover,  there  was  a brighter  animation 
in  the  girl’s  look — whether  that  was  ow- 
ing to  the  excitement  of  the  change  or  the 
pleasure  at  seeing  the  face  of  an  old  friend. 

And  as  the  others  seemed  busy  among 
themselves,  suggesting  small  arrange- 
ments and  the  like,  Quiney  judged  it  was 
time  for  him  to  go:  his  services  were  no 
longer  needed. 

He  went  forward  to  her. 

“Judith,”  said  he,  “ I will  bid  you  good- 
day  now.  If  you  but  knew  how  glad  I 
am  to  have  seen  you— ay,  and  to  find  you 
going  on  so  well!  I will  take  away  a 
lighter  heart  with  me.” 

She  looked  up  at  him,  hesitating  and 
timid ; and  then  she  gathered  courage. 

“But  why  must  you  go  ?”  said  she— 
with  some  touch  of  color  in  the  pale 
face. 

He  glanced  at  the  others. 

“Perchance  they  may  not  wish  me  to 
stay ; they  may  fear  your  being  tired  with 
talking.” 
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“ But  if  I wish  you  to  stay — for  a little 
while  ¥'  she  said,  gently.  “ If  your  busi- 
ness call  you  not  ?” 

“My  business  1”  he  said.  “My  busi- 
ness must  shift  for  itself  on  such  a day  as 
this.  Think  you  ’tis  nothing  for  me  to 
speak  with  you  again,  Judith,  after  so 
long  a time  t” 

“And  my  chariot,”  she  said,  brightly: 
“ may  not  I see  my  chariot  ?” 

“Why,  truly!”  he  cried.  “Willie 
Hart  is  in  charge  of  it  without.  We  will 
bring  it  along  the  passage,  and  you  will 
see  it  at  the  door:  and  you  must  not 
laugh,  dear  Judith — ’tis  a rude -made 
thing,  I know,  but  serviceable ; you  shall 
have  comfort  from  it,  I warrant  you.” 

They  wheeled  it  along  the  passage,  but 
could  not  get  it  within  the  apartment; 
however,  through  the  open  door  she  could 
see  very  easily  the  meaning  and  construc- 
tion of  it.  And  when  she  observed  with 
what  care  and  pretty  taste  it  had  been 
adorned  for  her,  even  to  the  putting  rib- 
bons at  the  front  corners  of  the  little  cano- 
py (but  this  was  not  the  work  of  men's 
fingers;  it  was  Prudence  who  had  con- 
tributed these),  she  was  not  in  the  least 
inclined  to  laugh  at  the  efforts  of  these 
good  friends  to  be  of  use  to  her  and  to 
gratify  her.  She  beckoned  him  to  come 
to  her. 

“’Tis  but  a patchwork  thing  to  look 
at,”  said' he,  rather  shamefacedly,  “but  I 
hope  you  will  find  it  right  comfortable 
when  you  use  it.  I hope  soon  to  hear  of 
you  trying  it,  Judith.” 

“Give  me  your  hand,”  said  she. 

She  took  his  hand  and  kissed  it. 

“I  can  not  speak  my  thanks  to  you,” 
she  said,  in  a low  voice,  “for  not  only 
this,  but  for  all  that  you  have  done  for 
me.” 

There  were  tears  in  her  eyes;  and  he 
was  so  bewildered,  and  his  heart  so  wild- 
ly aflame,  that  he  could  only  touch  her 
shoulder  and  say: 

“Be  still  now,  Judith.  Be  still  and 
quiet;  and  perchance  they  may  let  me  re- 
main with  you  a little  space  further.” 

Well,  it  was  a long  and  a weary  wait- 
ing. She  seemed  too  content  with  her  fee- 
ble state;  there  were  so  many  who  were 
kind  to  her;  and  her  father  sending  her 
messages  from  London ; and  Quiney  com- 
ing every  morning  to  put  some  little 
things— branches  of  evergreens,  or  the 
like,  when  flowers  were  no  longer  to  be 


had — in  the  little  basket  outside  the  win- 
dow. He  could  reach  to  that  easily ; and 
when  she  happened  to  hear  his  footsteps 
coming  near,  even  when  she  could  not  see 
him,  she  would  tap  with  her  white  fingers 
on  the  window-panes — that  was  her  thanks 
to  him,  and  morning  greeting. 

It  was  a bitter  winter;  and  ever  they 
were  looking  forward  to  the  milder  wea- 
ther, to  see  when  they  might  risk  taking 
her  out-of-doors,  swathed  up  in  her  char- 
iot, as  she  called  it;  but  the  weeks  and 
weeks  went  by,  hard  and  obdurate,  and 
at  last  they  found  themselves  in  the  new 
year.  But  she  could  get  about  the  house 
a little  now,  in  a quiet  way;  and  so  it 
was  that,  one  morning,  she  and  Quiney 
were  together  standing  at  the  front  win- 
dow, looking  abroad  over  the  wide  white 
landscape.  Snow  lay  everywhere,  thick 
and  silent;  the  bushes  were  heavy  with 
it;  and  far  beyond  those  ghostly  mea- 
dows—though  they  could  not  see  it — they 
knew  that  the  Avon  was  fixed  and  hard 
in  its  winter  sleep,  under  the  hanging 
banks  of  the  Weir  Brake. 

“‘Western  wind,  when  will  you 
blow  ¥ ” she  said,  and  yet  not  sadly,  for 
there  was  a placid  look  in  her  eyes : she 
was  rather  complaining,  with  a touch  of 
the  petulance  of  the  Judith  of  old. 

The  arm  of  her  lover  was  resting  light- 
ly on  her  shoulder — she  was  strong  enough 
to  bear  that  now,  and  did  not  resent  the 
burden.  And  she  had  got  her  soft  sunny- 
brown  curls  again,  though  still  they  were 
rather  short;  and  her  face  had  got  back 
something  of  its  beautiful  curves;  and  her 
eyes,  if  they  were  not  so  cruelly  audacious 
as  of  old,  were  yet  clear-shining  and  gen- 
tle, and  with  abundance  of  kind  messages 
for  all  the  world,  but  with  tenderer  looks 
for  only  one. 

“ 4 Western  wind,’  ” she  repeated,  with 
that  not  oversad  complaint  of  injury, 

“ ‘when  will  you  blow — when  will  you 
blow  1’  ” 

“All  in  good  time,  sweetheart,  all  in 
good  time,”  said  he;  and  his  hand  lay 
kindly  on  her  shoulder,  as  if  she  were 
one  to  whom  some  measure  of  gentle 
tending  and  cheering  words  were  some- 
how due.  “And  guess  you  now  what 
they  mean  to  do  for  you  when  the  milder 
weather  comes  ?— I mean  the  lads  at  the 
school.  Why,  then,  ’tis  a secret  league 
and  compact — I doubt  not  that  your  cous- 
in Willie  may  have  been  at  the  suggest- 
ing of  it,  but  ’twas  some  of  the  bigger 
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lads  who  came  to  me.  And  ’tis  all  ar- 
ranged now,  and  all  for  the  sake  of  you, 
dear  heart.  For  when  the  milder  weather 
comes,  and  the  year  begins  to  wake  again, 
why,  they  are  all  of  them  to  keep  a sharp 
and  an  eager  eye  here  and  there — in  the 
lanes  or  in  the  woods — for  the  early  peep- 
ing up  of  the  primroses.  And  then  ’tis 
to  be  a grand  whole  holiday  that  I am  to 
get  for  them,  as  it  appears;  and  all  the 
school  is  to  go  forth  to  search  the  hedge- 


rows and  the  woods  and  the  banks — all 
the  country-side  is  to  be  searched  and 
searched — and  for  what,  think  you  ? — 
why,  to  bring  you  a spacious  basketful  of 
the  very  first  primroses  of  the  spring ! See 
you,  now,  what  it  is  to  be  the  general  fa- 
vorite !— -nay,  I swear  to  you,  dear  Judith, 
you  are  the  sweetheart  of  all  of  them ; and 
what  a shame  it  is  that  I must  take  you 
away  from  them  all !” 

THE  END. 


GRANDMOTHER’S  STORY. 


WHEN  I was  a boy,  a house  possess- 
ing some  pretensions  to  elegance 
stood  on  Main  Street,  in  Plymouth,  Mas- 
sachusetts, which  had  been  occupied  many 
years  by  successive  generations  of  the  Lo- 
throp  family.  When  it  was  taken  down, 
I was  attracted,  on  my  way  to  school  one 
day,  by  a pile  of  old  papers  which  the  car- 
penters had  thrown  out  of  one  of  its  attic 
windows,  and  which  had  lodged  on  the 
heap  of  bricks  and  plaster  lying  in  the 
street  below.  As  the  boy.  is  father  to  the 
man,  in  obedience  to  a love  of  everything 
old,  which  has  since  grown  into  a passion, 
I gathered  up  these  already  scattering  rel- 
ics, and  depositing  them  in  my  school 
satchel,  packed  them  away  afterward  in 
an  old  secretary,  where  for  many  years 
they  remained  unexamined  and  almost 
unnoticed.  In  the  course  of  time,  during 
the  leisure  hours  of  an  irksome  convales- 
cence, they  came  for  the  first  time  again 
under  my  observation,  and  then  proved  to 
be  antiquarian  treasures.  Most  of  them 
were  original  papers  of  the  period  of  King 
Philip's  war,  among  which  were  letters  of 
Josiah  Winslow,  commander  of  the  united 
forces  of  Plymouth,  Massachusetts,  and 
Connecticut,  and  of  Major  William  Brad- 
ford, the  son  of  the  Governor  of  the  Old 
Colony.  One,  however,  not  so  ancient  as 
the  rest,  a perfect  manuscript,  in  the  hand- 
writing of  a lady,  especially  attracted  my 
attention.  It  was  entitled  “Grandmo- 
ther’s Story,”  and  purported  to  be  a true 
narration  of  some  of  the  incidents  in  the 
life  of  the  writer.  No  name  was  attached 
to  the  manuscript,  but  its  author  was  dis- 
closed in  the  course  of  the  narrative.  I 
found  on  inquiry  that  her  name  was  Pris- 
cilla Thomas,  and  that  the  incidents  of 
the  story  were  a familiar  tradition  among 
her  descendants.  Its  incorrectness  of  style, 


which  is  to  be  attributed  rather  to  her  ad- 
vanced age  than  to  an  imperfect  educa- 
tion, I have  taken  the  liberty  to  amend, 
and  trust  that  readers  will  feel  an  interest 
equal  to  my  own  in  the  perusal  of  the  fol- 
lowing story : 

I was  born  in  Marshfield,  in  the  State 
of  Massachusetts,  on  the  5th  of  April,  1705, 
and  was  the  daughter  of  Jeremiah  and 
Priscilla  Thomas  of  that  town.  My  fa- 
ther was  the  grandson  of  William  Thom- 
as, one  of  the  merchants  of  London  who 
by  their  aid  and  influence  enabled  the 
Pilgrims  to  found  a successful  colony  in 
New  England.  He  was  a large  landed 
proprietor,  and  his  estate  adjoined  that  of 
Isaac  Winslow,  the  grandson  of  Edward 
Winslow  of  the  Mayflower.  John  Wins- 
low, a son  of  Isaac,  was  my  school  and 
play  mate,  and  after  he  had  become  dis- 
tinguished as  commander  of  the  Mas- 
sachusetts forces  in  the  expedition  against 
the  Acadians,  I often  saw  him  and  ad- 
mired his  military  and  gentlemanly  bear- 
ing. 

My  childhood  and  youth  were  passed 
without  any  special  event  to  disturb  their 
monotony,  my  parents  giving  me  the  ben- 
efit of  the  short  seasons  of  the  single  pub- 
lic school  of  the  town,  and  the  rarer  privi- 
lege of  attending  such  private  schools  as 
were  occasionally  taught  during  the  win- 
ter months  by  either  students  or  graduates 
of  the  college  at  Cambridge.  Though 
Marshfield  was  on  the  road  from  Plymouth 
to  Boston,  there  was  little  communication 
with  either,  and  the  mails  were  carried  to 
each  place  on  horseback  only  twice  in  each 
week.  Much  of  my  time  was  spent  in  the  or- 
dinary occupations  of  spinning  and  weav- 
ing, as  all  the  outer  clothing  worn  by  mem- 
bers of  the  family  was — as  was  the  custom 
of  the  day  in  all  country  towns — made 
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from  cloth  spun  and  woven  at  hoqpe. 
There  were  two  fulling-mills  in  the  vil- 
lage, and  the  only  work  on  the  cloth  used 
by  the  household  which  we  did  not  our- 
selves perform  was  that  done  in  these  es- 
tablishments, which  found  abundant  sup- 
port from  contributions  of  domestic  in- 
dustry. 

As  may  be  supposed,  to  those  leading  a 
quiet  country  life  the  arrival  of  strangers 
was  a great  event.  Whether  old  or  young, 
and  of  whichever  sex,  they  were  looked 
upon  as  in  these  later  times  the  barbarous 
inhabitants  of  some  distant  island  look 
upon  casual  visitors  from  more  civilized 
shores.  But  if  at  any  time  by  chance  a 
strange  young  man  should  visit  our  town, 
I am  not  ashamed  to  confess  that  the  fe- 
male heart  was  thrown  into  a state  of  ex- 
citement and  perturbation.  And  now  and 
then  such  was  the  case  in  the  form,  as  I 
have  said  before,  of  some  student  or  grad- 
uate of  Harvard,  who  came  on  a prospect- 
ing tour  in  search  of  a school.  Though 
some  of  my  school-mates  surrendered  to 
these  sieges  laid  to  their  hearts  by  these 
young  men,  I was  fortunate  or  unfortu- 
nate enough  to  escape  an  attack  from 
these  foes  to  the  peace  of  our  firesides  un- 
til I was  nineteen  years  of  age. 

But  my  turn  was  soon  to  come.  At 
that  time  a young  man  named  Noah  Ho- 
bart, a graduate  of  Cambridge,  in  the  sum- 
mer of  1724  came  to  Duxbury  to  teach  a 
winter  school,  and  brought  letters  of  in- 
troduction to  my  father.  Duxbury  was 
but  three  miles  distant,  and  soon  after  his 
arrival  he  came  to  present  his  letters,  and 
was  urged  to  take  his  cup  of  tea  with  us 
and  spend  the  evening.  He  belonged  to 
one  of  the  old  families  of  Massachusetts 
Colony,  his  great-grandfather  having  been 
Edward  Hobart,  one  of  the  early  settlers 
of  Hingham  in  1635.  On  the  occasion  of 
his  first  visit  I was  much  impressed  with 
his  manly  beauty  and  entertaining  con- 
versation, and,  maiden-like,  thought  that 
I discovered  in  his  somewhat  distant  and 
dignified  manner  of  addressing  me  that  he 
had  received  as  favorable  an  impression  of 
myself.  Though  perfectly  free  and  unre- 
strained in  his  bearing  toward  others,  his 
treatment  of  me  from  the  first,  as  he  after- 
ward acknowledged,  was  as  if  I were  a 
shrine  too  holy  for  him  to  approach  with 
levity  on  his  tongue.  I long  ago  discov- 
ered that  love  is  sober  and  serious  in  its 
manifestations,  and  that  the  merry  voice 
directed  to  merely  friendly  ears  gives  way 


to  a tenderness  akin  to  sadness  in  the  pre- 
sence of  the  one  beloved.  With  me  it 
was  love  at  first  sight — the  only  true  love 
in  the  world,  as  I believe,  a love  which 
has  no  chilly  morn  nor  dusky  eve,  but  is 
from  first  to  last  meridian  day.  When  he 
left  us  on  that  first  evening,  I thought,  in 
bidding  him  good-night,  I felt  a pressure 
of  his  hand,  which  the  will  by  which  his 
tongue  had  been  controlled  had  no  pow- 
er to  repress.  I know  not  why  it  is,  but 
women  read  the  hearts  of  men  more  clear- 
ly than  men  read  theirs.  It  may  be  that 
men  are  more  pronounced  in  the  signals 
of  their  affection,  or  that  they  are  less 
perfectly  educated  in  the  language  which 
lovers  use.  It  was  not  until  after  repeat- 
ed visits  that  he  discovered  the  interest  I 
felt  in  him,  and  even  then  he  was  reserved 
in  his  attentions,  oppressed  as  he  was  by 
the  conviction  that  his  worldly  prospects 
were  not  sufficiently  established  to  war- 
rant the  declaration  of  his  love.  But  at 
length  the  strength  of  his  affection  over- 
came his  fears,  and  with  no  thought  be- 
yond the  happiness  of  the  hour  I prom- 
ised to  become  his  wife.  The  fear,  how- 
ever, that  a long  time  must  elapse  before 
we  could  be  married  continued  to  harass 
him,  and  mingled  with  this  fear  was  the 
still  greater  one  that  he  might  be  depriv- 
ing me  of  more  favorable  opportunities  of 
marriage. 

Such  was  the  state  of  things  between 
us  when  one  day,  during  the  summer  of 
1727,  my  mother  called  me  into  her  cham- 
ber, telling  me  that  she  had  an  important 
communication  to  make  which  concerned 
my  future  welfare  and  happiness.  With 
a feeling  of  half  hope  and  half  fear  I fol- 
lowed her,  and  both  hope  and  fear  were 
soon  overwhelmed  in  the  astonishment  I 
felt  at  her  announcement.  She  told  me 
that  John  Watson,  a gentleman  of  Ply- 
mouth, had,  through  my  father,  solicited 
my  hand  in  marriage.  Mr.  Watson  was 
a merchant  in  his  native  town,  living  with 
abundant  means  and  in  comparative  lux- 
ury, and  though  long  a friend  of  our  fam- 
ily, was  so  much  older  than  myself  that  I 
had  looked  upon  him  rather  as  the  asso- 
ciate and  companion  of  my  father  than  of 
those  of  my  own  age.  He  had  married, 
in  1715,  Sarah  Rogers,  of  Ipswich —a  de- 
scendant of  John  Rogers,  the  martyr — who 
had  died,  leaving  him  a widower  with 
two  children,  John  and  George,  both  of 
whom  are  now  living.  My  father  had 
told  him,  in  reply  to  his  solicitation,  that 
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I was  already  engaged  to  Mr.  Hobart,  and 
with  the  instincts  of  an  honorable  man  he 
had  urged  the  withdrawal  of  his  offer. 
My  father,  however,  deeply  impressed 
with  the  advantages  of  the  proposed  alli- 
ance, insisted  on  communicating  his  wish- 
es, with  the  distinct  understanding,  how- 
ever, that  all  parties  should  be  informed  of 
the  circumstances  attending  their  expres- 
sion. It  was  the  earnest  wish,  my  mother 
told  me,  both  of  herself  and  my  father, 
that  I should  terminate  the  engagement 
with  Mr.  Hobart,  which  promised  to  be  of 
indefinite  duration,  and  accept  Mr.  Wat- 
son. Mr.  Hobart,  she  said,  was  poor,  and 
if  he  should  ever  be  able  to  make  me  his 
wife,  he  could  hardly  be  expected  to  main- 
tain a family  in  the  comfort  and  luxury 
to  which  I had  been  accustomed.  But 
the  prudential  reasons  stated  by  my  mo- 
ther had  no  influence  on  my  mind.  It 
was  enough  for  me  that  I was  liviug  in  a 
world  of  happiness  and  love,  and  the  fu- 
ture was  beyond  the  horizon  of  my  daily 
thoughts  and  feelings.  This  happiness 
surrounded  me  as  the  atmosphere  sur- 
rounds the  earth,  and  I felt  that  wherever 
destiny  might  lead,  it  would  always  follow 
me  through  the  orbit  of  my  life. 

But  in  those  days,  in  matrimonial  af- 
fairs, the  wishes  of  parents  were  a law  for 
the  children— a law  which,  so  far  as  I was 
concerned,  was  sanctified  by  the  filial  af- 
fection which  the  untiring  devotion  of  my 
father  and  mother  had  planted  in  my 
breast.  The  conflict  between  love  and 
duty  which  now  raged  within  me  no  one 
knew  but  him  who  had  become  the  joy  of 
my  life  and  the  centre  of  my  being.  To 
him  I told  all,  and  poured  out  my  heart 
until  it  became  only  an  aching  void.  He 
met  the  occasion  as  only  a noble  and  self- 
sacrificing  nature  could.  His  love  for  me 
was  so  sincere  that  he  was  ready  to  make 
any  sacrifice  to  insure  ray  happiness,  even 
that  of  the  surrender  of  all  claim  to  my 
hand.  Though  he  felt  that  the  loss  of  his 
beloved  was  the  loss  of  happiness  and 
even  of  hope,  he  was  able  to  bear  it,  as  for 
my  sake  he  would  lay  down  life  itself.  I 
can  not  recall,  without  a shudder,  the  en- 
suing hours  of  tender  companionship,  the 
tears  we  shed,  and  the  separation  which 
we  were  at  last  called  on  to  endure.  It  is 
enough  to  say  that  he  gave  me  with  his 
kisses  a final  blessing,  and  left  me  never 
to  be  seen  again  for  many  years. 

After  rallying  somewhat  from  my  af- 
fliction I met  Mr.  Watson,  and  formally 


accepted  his  hand.  I told  him  frankly 
that  my  heart  was  exhausted  of  its  love, 
but  that  such  as  it  was,  it  was  his,  and  that 
the  respect  which  I entertained  for  his 
character  would  make  me  at  least  a duti- 
ful wife,  even  if  its  failure  to  ripen  into  a 
warmer  feeling  could  never  make  me  a 
loving  one.  I soon  married  and  removed 
to  Plymouth,  where  I occupied  the  house 
in  Leyden  Street  fronting  Hanover,  the 
main  street  of  the  town.  Mr.  Watson 
was  the  owner  of  Clark’s  Island  in  Ply- 
mouth Harbor,  and  there  he  had  built  a 
house,  which  was  our  home  during  the 
summer  months. 

At  that  time  Plymouth  had  a popula- 
tion of  about  twelve  hundred,  chiefly  sup- 
ported by  foreign  trade  and  the  fisheries. 
The  whale-fishery  was  carried  on  to  some 
extent,  mainly  in  small  sloops  and  schoon- 
ers, along  the  neighboring  shores,  not 
more  than  a day's  sail  from  home.  The 
stream  of  water  running  through  the 
town,  now  vexed  by  the  wheels  of  indus- 
try, flowed  unobstructed  to  the  sea,  ex- 
cept by  a single  corn  mill,  and  a full- 
ing-mill which  fulled  the  cloth  manu- 
factured in  the  houses  of  the  inhabitants. 
In  comparison  with  the  quiet  fields  and 
woods  surrounding  my  old  home,  Ply- 
mouth seemed  full  of  bustle  and  excite- 
ment. Amidst  its  novel  scenes  and  my 
family  cares  my  old  love  became  chilled 
upon  its  surface,  though,  as  it  afterward 
proved,  flowing  deep  and  strong  beneath, 
as  the  brook  runs  on  below  the  crust  of  ice 
by  which  it  is  concealed. 

In  1730  my  first  child,  William,  was 
born,  and  in  1732  my  second,  named  Elka- 
nah  after  his  grandfather,  son  of  George 
Watson,  who  came  to  Plymouth  from  Eng- 
land in  1635.  In  the  autumn  previous  to 
the  birtli  of  my  second  child  my  husband 
died,  leaving  me  with  a family  of  four 
sons— John,  fifteen  years  of  age,  George, 
thirteen,  William,  one  year  old,  and  Elka- 
nah,  an  infant.  The  first  two  were  chil- 
dren by  Mr.  Watson's  first  wife.  The  sea- 
son of  sorrow  through  which  I passed  aft- 
er the  death  of  my  husband,  whom  during 
the  three  years  of  our  married  life  I had 
grown  to  love,  was  fully  occupied  by  fam- 
ily cares.  From  the  burden  of  these, 
however,  I was  somewhat  relieved  by  the 
thoughtful  attentions  of  my  step-sons,  for 
whom  I had  formed  an  attachment  only 
less  than  that  which  I felt  for  my  own 
children. 

My  youngest  child  was,  as  I have  said, 


Digitized  by 


Gck  igle 


Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


958 


HARPER’S  NEW  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE. 


an  infant,  and  my  good  health  and  vig- 
orous constitution,  which  afforded  me  a 
more  exuberant  supply  of  maternal  food 
than  my  nursing  child  required,  were  the 
means  of  evolving  the  next  important  in- 
cident in  my  eventful  life.  It  happened 
that  soon  after  the  death  of  my  husband, 
Colonel  Isaac  Lothrop,  of  Plymouth,  lost 
his  wife,  who  died  in  giving  birth  to  a 
child,  which  thus  became  motherless.  Our 
families  had  long  been  intimate,  and  after 
the  idea  had  once  suggested  itself,  I did 
not  long  hesitate  to  offer  to  nurse  the  Lo- 
throp infant  with  my  own.  Colonel  Lo- 
throp was  two  years  younger  than  my- 
self, I being  at  that  time  twenty-seven  and 
he  twenty-five.  Mr.  Watson  having  been 
twenty-seven  years  older,  I hardly  looked 
upon  Colonel  Lothrop  as  a contemporary, 
and  never  thought  of  him  as  a possible 
husband.  In  the  lives  of  all  of  us,  how- 
ever, there  seem  to  be  special  providences, 
and  in  our  small  community  two  families 
in  the  same  social  circle  had  been  stricken 
by  the  hand  of  death,  one  left  without  a 
husband,  and  the  other  without  a wife. 
The  circumstance,  too,  that  I was  acting 
vicariously  in  the  capacity  of  mother  to  his 
child  doubtless  had  some  influence  on  the 
mind  of  Colonel  Lothrop.  His  frequent 
visits  to  see  his  child,  who  with  its  at- 
tendant had  been  installed  in  my  house, 
brought  us  in  confidential  relations,  and 
hastened  an  event  which  I soon  saw  was 
inevitable.  The  death  of  the  child,  which 
was  an  only  one,  and  our  communion  of 
sympathies,  added  still  further  in  its  con- 
summation. Two  years  later,  in  1734, 1 be- 
came his  wife,  and  moved  into  his  house 
opposite  the  head  of  Queen  Street,  in  Ply- 
mouth, which  had  been  built  by  his  father, 
Major  Isaac  Lothrop,  in  1709.  The  father 
was  a descendant  in  the  fourth  genera- 
tion from  Rev.  John  Lothrop,  pastor  of 
the  Southwark  Church,  in  London,  now 
flourishing  as  the  parent  Congregational 
Church  of  England,  who  came  to  New 
England  in  1634,  and  settled  in  Scituate. 

Thus  far  in  life  I had  reason  to  take 
pride  in  my  matrimonial  connections,  and 
in  the  social  position  I had  occupied.  I 
was  blessed  with  an  abundance  of  this 
world’s  goods,  and  surrounded  with  every 
comfort  and  luxury  conducive  to  happi- 
ness. My  husband  was  a man  respected 
by  his  neighbors  and  friends,  and  occu- 
pied the  position  of  Justice  of  the  Court  of 
Common  Pleas.  The  life  I led  under  his 
roof  was  like  the  lives  of  most  mothers 


and  wives,  and  beyond  the  birth  of  five 
children,  and  the  performance  of  duties 
incident  to  a large  family,  notliing  oc- 
curred until  the  death  of  my  husband  in 
1750  to  break  its  monotony.  The  loss  of 
my  husband  added  another  blow  to  my 
naturally  buoyant  spirits,  thus  for  a third 
time  stricken  with  sorrow,  as  I had  been 
accustomed  to  look  back  on  the  rupture 
of  my  engagement  with  Mr.  Hobart  as  my 
first  widowhood. 

I had  now  reached  the  age  of  forty-five, 
and  my  only  remaining  duty  in  life  seemed 
to  be  the  education  of  my  children  and  the 
promotion  of  their  welfare.  The  aged 
mother  of  my  husband  was  an  inmate  of 
my  household,  and  on  his  death-bed  I had 
made  to  him  the  promise  that  I would  be 
her  protector  in  what  remained  to  her  of 
life.  In  the  performance  of  this  promise 
my  responsibilities  were  increased,  but  I 
taught  myself  to  look  upon  every  act  of 
tenderness  toward  her  as  the  best  tribute  I 
could  pay  to  the  memory  of  her  son. 

As  the  freshness  of  my  grief  wore  away, 
and  the  image  of  my  husband,  with  whom 
I had  passed  many  happy  years,  receded 
into  the  past,  the  memory  of  him  whom  I 
had  first  loved  would  often  rise  in  my 
mind.  Since  the  time  we  parted,  twenty- 
three  years  before,  I had  never  seen  him 
nor  heard  directly  from  him.  I knew 
that  he  had  studied  for  the  ministry,  had 
married,  and  been  settled  in  Fairfield,  in 
the  State  of  Connecticut  Now  I began 
to  wonder  what  his  journey  through  life 
had  been;  whether  his. path  had  been 
strewn  with  flowers  or  had  proved  the 
rugged  road  over  which  so  many  are 
obliged  to  pick  their  weary  way.  Had  he 
been  happy  ? had  he  ever  thought  of  me  ? 
had  he  ever  in  his  dreams  seen  visions  of 
her  whom  he  had  once  loved,  as  I had  so 
often  seen  visions  of  him  ? These  were 
questions  which  I found  myself  oftener 
and  oftener,  as  time  passed  by,  endeavoring 
to  answer  in  a way  to  satisfy  my  hopes 
and  allay  my  fears.  But  whenever  these 
thoughts  occurred  to  my  mind  I sought 
to  silence  them,  and  finally  settled  down 
in  seeming  forgetfulness  of  the  past.  But 
Providence  was  still  directing  my  steps, 
and  these  passing  reveries  proved  to  be 
premonitions  of  the  future. 

About  a year  after  the  death  of  my  hus- 
band I was  summoned  one  day  into  my 
parlor  to  meet  a gentleman  who  wished 
to  see  me.  I know  not  why,  but  the  vision 
of  my  dreams  at  once  swept  by.  I went 
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below,  and  the  vision,  now  a reality,  stood 
before  me.  With  a smiling  face  and  cheer- 
ful greeting,  he  whom  I had  first  and  only 
devoutly  loved  met  me  as  if  it  were  only 
yesterday  we  had  parted,  and  I had  ex- 
pected his  arrival.  The  first  words  he 
spoke  melted  the  ice  which  had  so  long 
incased  my  love,  and  I found  the  stream 
still  flowing  as  strong  and  pure  and  sweet 
as  ever.  During  all  these  years  it  had 
sped  its  way  unseen  and  unknown,  but 
was  now  once  more  revealed  to  the  light 
of  day.  As  he  pressed  me  to  his  heart  I 
felt  the  current  of  sympathy  and  love 
passing  between  us,  as  sometimes  the  elec- 
tric spark  passes  in  a completed  circuit 
from  hand  to  hand.  Words  were  not 
necessary  to  convey  our  meaning.  With- 
out a motion  of  our  lips  he  had  asked,  Do 
you  love  me  still  ? and  I had  answered, 
Yes.  He  then  told  me  of  his  life.  He  had 
married,  as  I had  heard,  had  two  children, 
a daughter  Ellen  and  a son  John,  and  had 
lost  his  wife  near  the  time  of  my  hus- 
band's death.  He  was  still  at  Fairfield, 
had  acquired  a competency,  and  was  liv- 
ing in  comfort  and  ease.  He  had  heard 
of  the  death  of  Colonel  Lothrop,  and  as 
soon  as  the  rule  of  propriety  would  per- 
mit, had  come  to  reclaim  his  long-lost 
bride.  I told  him  of  my  promise  to  re- 
main with  my  mother-in-law,  now  feeble 
with  age,  and  that  my  promise  was  too 
sacred  to  be  violated  even  in  response  to 
the  yearnings  of  love.  The  noble  spirit 
which  he  possessed  in  his  youth  had  not 
died  out,  and  again  upon  the  altar  of  duty 
he  laid  his  sacrifice,  and  bade  me  keep 
my  promise  to  the  end.  I remember 
that  it  was  on  a Wednesday  he  called, 
having  driven  from  Hingham  in  the 
morning,  whither  he  was  obliged  to  re- 
turn to  preach  for  his  friend  Rev.  Mr. 


Shute  the  Thursday  lecture  on  the  fol- 
lowing day. 

Again  we  parted,  and  from  this  unex- 
pected and  fleeting  sunlight  I went  back 
into  the  shadow  of  my  daily  cares.  That 
night  my  mother  died.  Peaceful  and 
calm  she  passed  from  life  through  sleep 
into  the  valley  of  death,  and  we  found 
her  in  the  morning  without  a trace  of 
suffering  on  her  brow.  The  rest  of  my 
story  is  soon  told.  Mr.  Hobart  preached 
his  Thursday  lecture,  and  on  his  way 
home  from  church  with  his  friend  met  a 
horseman  riding  into  the  village,  who 
drew  up  by  the  road  side  and  engaged  in 
conversation  with  Mr.  Shute.  He  said 
that  he  had  ridden  from  Plymouth,  and 
when  asked  the  news,  spoke  of  the  death 
of  Mrs.  Lothrop,  which  had  occurred  the 
night  before.  As  the  reader  may  ima- 
gine, the  course  of  Mr.  Hobart  was  no  long- 
er homeward,  as  he  had  intended.  He  re- 
turned to  Plymouth  on  the  same  day,  and 
as  soon  after  the  funeral  as  seemed  fit  and 
proper,  I became  his  wife,  thus  consum- 
mating my  vows  of  twenty-six  years  before. 

And  now  began  the  happiest  season  of 
my  life,  covering  a period  of  twenty-two 
years,  until  1773,  when  my  husband  died, 
and  for  the  third  time  I was  left  a widow. 
My  son  Nathaniel  Lothrop  had  in  the 
mean  time  married  the  daughter  of  Mr. 
Hobart,  and  was  now  living  in  the  old 
mansion  at  Plymouth.  After  the  death 
of  my  husband  I returned  to  Plymouth  to 
live  with  him,  and  for  seventeen  years 
have  been  a member  of  his  household.  I 
am  now  eighty -five  years  of  age,  with  all 
my  children  living  and  happy,  and  am 
waiting  in  serene  expectation  of  that  final 
change  which  shall  end  a life  whose  early 
and  later  years  seem  a happy  reality,  with 
all  between  a dream. 


CMtnr'0  fast]  Cjinir. 


AS  a mild  censor  of  minor  morals  and 
manners,  the  Easy  Chair  is  asked  whether 
it  will  not  aid  the  movement  against  the  twirl- 
ing of  canes  and  umbrellas  in  the  streets  and 
in  the  faces  of  innocent  pedestrians.  This 
“movement”  was  not  known  to  the  Easy 
Chair,  but  it  sympathizes  with  it  fully,  and 
hopes  that  the  interest  of  all  well-conducted 
persons  will  be  attracted  to  it.  There  is  no 
one  who,  hastening  along  the  street,  has  found 
bis  eyes  suddenly  threatened  by  the  gyrations 
Vol.  LXtX.^Ni.  4.4.  -3!* 


of  a cane  or  umbrella  leisurely  brandished  by 
a forerunner  upon  the  pavement  but  will 
warmly  agree  that  the  performance  is  a nui- 
sance and  a peril  which  ought  summarily  to 
be  stopped  by  a “ movement”  or  otherwise. 

So  the  hapless  citizen  who,  in  close  quarters 
with  another  citizen  before  him,  is  unexpect- 
edly confronted  by  the  point  of  an  umbrella 
or  of  a cane  which  the  citizen  in  front  of  him 
suddenly  whips  up  under  his  arm,  that  he  may 
the  more  conveniently  blow  nose,  will 
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gladly  seek  relief  from  any  “ movement,1 ” even 
one  that  should  propel  the  offender  from  the 
sidewalk.  There  are  other  street  malefactors 
who  grasp  their  umbrellas  resolutely  by  the 
handle,  and  thrust,  poke,  and  stab  with  them 
toward  the  rear  as  if  they  were  musing  upon 
Queen  Elizabeth  at  Tilbury  hurling  foul  scorn 
at  Parma  and  at  Spain,  or  as  if  the  whole 
world  behind  them  were  full  of  foes  or  wild 
beasts  to  be  defied,  prodded,  and  pierced  with 
unceasing  energy. 

Some  movement,  but  of  another  kind,  is 
imperatively  necessary  to  correct  this  evil. 
The  citizen  coming  up  behind,  who  is  assail- 
ed in  this  unprovoked  manner  by  his  fellow- 
pedestrian  in  front,  if  he  chance  to  be  armed 
with  an  umbrella  or  cane,  may,  of  course,  at 
once  return  the  attack,  and  prick,  pierce,  stab, 
thrust,  and  poke  in  self-defense.  He  may  re- 
gard all  other  pedestrians  who  are  liable  to 
sin  in  this  way  as  hosies  humani  generis,  and 
proceed  to  general  reprisals  by  twirliug  his 
cane  or  umbrella,  and  annoying  and  imperil- 
ing everybody  else.  But  this  would  be  an 
extreme  measure.  It  would  too  much  resem- 
ble a general  dissolution  of  society  and  the 
flight  of  Astrcea.  The  days  of  the  French 
Fronde  would  have  come  again,  and  the  only 
safety  would  be  in  never  venturing  into  the 
street.  Indeed,  the  only  effectual  “move- 
ment” under  such  circumstances  would  be  a 
sumptuary  code  which  would  absolutely  pro- 
hibit the  carrying  of  canes  and  umbrellas,  and 
that  would  inevitably  produce  a counter- 
movement of  revolution. 

Indeed,  what  form  of  action  the  movement 
against  the  twirling  of  canes  and  umbrellas 
has  taken,  the  Easy  Chair  has  not  been  in- 
formed. It  is  "not  represented  as  aggressive, 
and  probably  it  contemplates  only  a moral 
appeal.  That  is  the  better  way,  for  this  of- 
fense is  not  a class  in  itself.  It  belongs  to  the 
great  class  of  offenses  against  good  manners 
in  public — the  behavior  which  is  becoming  to 
public  places  and  upon  public  occasions. 

Among  such  offenses  are  to  be  reckoned 
noisy  walking  and  loud  talking  in  hotel  cor- 
ridors at  night,  slamming  doors,  and  flinging 
shoes  out  of  them  to  be  blacked,  loud  whis- 
pering and  laughing  at  concerts  aud  theatres 
during  the  performance,  occupying  more  seats 
than  the  one  for  which  you  pay  in  railroad 
cars,  and  other  similar  conduct  for  which  the 
great  family  of  Hog  is  distinguished,  and 
which  is  very  familiar.  Endangering  eyes 
and  bodies  by  brandishing  canes  and  umbrel- 
las belongs  to  this  class,  and  you  may  safely 
assume  that  a man  who  punches  at  his  neigh- 
bors in  the  street  writh  the  weapon  that  he 
carries  in  his  hand  will  laugh  boisterously  as 
he  passes  chamber  doors  at  midnight,  and 
chatter  in  a box  at  the  opera,  and  engross 
more  than  his  rightful  seat  in  a car. 

There  has  always  been  a “movement” 
against  such  malefactors.  Their  offenses  are 
not  crimes  to  be  dealt  with  by  severely  re- 
pressive laws,  by  fines!  imprisonments,  exile, 
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stripes,  and  the  halter.  They  are  the  petty 
annoyances  which  laws  are  too  solemn  to 
touch,  and  to  repress  which  the  duello  or 
mortal  combat  of  two  is  too  savage.  There 
Is,  iudeed,  the  wild  justice  of  immediate  re- 
venge, which  is  very  sweet,  and  which  many 
aggrieved  persons  find  to  be  full  of  solace,  as 
when  a man  advancing  briskly  upon  a slow- 
going  pedestrian  before  him,  who  bears  a 
cane  sticking  horizontally  out  from  under  his 
arm,  strikes  it  down  with  a sure  and  vigorous 
blow,  or  who  seizes  a similarly  offending  um- 
brella, and  twdstiog  it  out  from  its  perch, 
hands  it  to  the  amazed  owner  with  an  energy 
and  a severity  of  politeness  wThich  intimate 
distinctly,  “ If  you  don’t  carry  your  umbrella 
properly,  I’ll — ” 

It  was  this  kind  of  remedy  which  was 
sought  by  a traveller  on  the  steamboat  wdio,  see- 
ing his  opposite  neighbor  at  the  tea  table  con- 
stantly licking  his  spoon,  and  then  dipping  it  in 
the  common  sugar  bowl,  offered  him  again  and 
again  a separate  spoon  for  that  purpose.  But 
the  offender  persisting,  either  from  willfulness 
or  stupidity,  the  traveller  arose,  and  leaning 
over  the  table,  thrust  his  forefinger  in  his 
mouth,  and  then  taking  it  out,  put  it  into  his 
neighbor’s  cup  and  stirred  the  tea  violently, 
and  as  he  resumed  his  seat  exclaimed,  defiant- 
ly, “ There  I how  do  you  like  it  ?”  The  bene- 
ficiary of  that  demonstration  probably  remem- 
bered to  use  the  sugar  spoon  upon  the  next 
occasion,  even  if  in  the  mean  time  he  had  pri- 
vately dispatched  his  mentor.  But  it  is  not 
every  victim  of  twirling  canes  and  umbrellas 
who  has  the  courage  to  resort  to  such  sum- 
mary redress;  and  indeed  it  is  undoubtedly 
open  to  the  objection  of  the  retort  in  kind 
that  we  have  already  mentioned.  The  streets 
would  become  practically  battle-fields;  and 
again  we  reach  the  conclusion  that  either  the 
carrying  of  umbrellas  and  canes  must  be  pro- 
hibited, or  the  twirlers  of  them  and  the  active 
opponents  of  tw  irling  must  be  exterminated, 
which  would  be  much  the  same  thing. 

The  anti-umbrella-and-cane-twirling  move- 
ment, therefore,  it  may  be  safely  assumed,  is  a 
moral  movement.  It  appeals  to  the  love  of 
justice,  to  the  forbearance,  to  the  good  man- 
ners, of  all  persons  who  carry  these  weapons 
to  remember  our  common  humanity,  to  reflect 
that,  great  and  superior  as  they  are,  there  are 
others  who  have  some  rights,  and  that  among 
them  are  the  rights  to  the  use  of  their  eyes 
and,  so  far  as  others  are  concerned,  to  the  un- 
disturbed comfort  of  their  bodies.  It  begs  the 
bearers  of  belligerent  canes  and  umbrellas  to 
consider  that  when  they  wish  to  twirl  them, 
or  thrust,  prod,  poke,  and  stab  with  them,  it 
may  be  presumptuous  for  others  to  venture  to 
put  their  eyes  and  bodies  in  the  w?ay,  but  that 
it  is  sometimes  necessary  for  such  persona  to 
make  use  of  the  public  highway,  and  that 
therefore  it  would  be  more  humane  to  twirl, 
brandish,  shove,  push, pass,  lunge,  drive,  prick, 
prod,  urge,  goad,  spur,  transfix,  and  spear  with 
their  canes  and  umbrellas  in  some  private  room 
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of  their  houses,  or  in  some  public  hall  which 
might  be  erected  by  the  community  and  dedi- 
cated to  that  purpose. 

The  Easy  Chair  was  lately  reading  some 
charming  sketches  of  loitering  among  the 
Italian  lakes.  Their  very  names  are  musical 
in  that  melodious  tongue — Maggiore,  Lugano, 
Como,  Orta — and  every  one  is  a key  to  rich 
treasures  of  memory.  That  is  the  double  de- 
light of  travel,  that  you  have  not  only  the  pre- 
sent pleasure,  but  the  consciousness  of  the  fu- 
ture pleasure  which  you  will  enjoy  in  recollec- 
tion. Indeed,  the  old  traveller,  as  he  sits  upon 
his  piazza  in  summer  or  before  the  bright  lire  in 
winter,  musing  upon  the  days  that  are  no  more, 
upon  old  scenes  and  old  comrades  and  a passed 
happiness,  is  much  like  the  meditative  mother 
of  the  herd  who  lies  comfortably  in  the  clover 
field  calmly  chewing  the  cud,  and  renewing 
ail  the  sweetness  of  the  fresh  grazing. 

Every  famous  name  of  travel  is  a mystic 
word,  an  open  sesame , to  the  old  traveller.  He 
reads  of  Lago  Maggiore,  and  at  once  the  apple 
orchard  upon  which  he  is  looking  as  he  lifts 
his  eyes  from  his  book,  the  distant  rounded 
hill  dotted  with  trees,  the  ki  mowing,”  the  old 
wooden  meeting-house  with  the  airy  Palladian 
tower  transformed  into  a town-lmll,  the  maple- 
shaded  village  street,  the  barns,  the  roof  of  the 
academy — all  these  disappear,  and  he  is  row- 
ing across  the  placid  Italian  water,  and  climb- 
ing the  terraces,  and  gazing  with  romantic 
eagerness  upon  the  villas  and  the  rich  pic- 
turesqueness of  the  Italian  scene.  And  is  that 
the  statue  of  the  good  San  Carlo  Borromeo? 
and  is  jt  into  its  head,  with  infinite  pains, 
discomfort,  and  danger,  that  Uncle  Samuel 
climbed  in  his  heroic  youth  because  he  thought 
that  Uncle  Eleazer  said  that  when  he  was  mak- 
ing the  grand  tour  he  had  climbed  there,  but 
learned  upon  returning  to  his  native  land  that 
he  was  mistaken,  and  that  he  had  had  his 
pains  and  discomforts  and  dangers  all  for 
naught  ? 

But  as  the  old  traveller  turns  the  toothsome 
cud  ho  is  half  aware  that  even  at  the  moment 
it  was  not  the  scene  itself  so  much  as  the  gen- 
eral consciousness  that  this  was  Italy  which 
was  the  supreme  pleasure.  Italy  to  the  young 
imagination  was  the  land  of  faery,  the  gardens 
of  Armida,  the  enchanted  isles.  Memory 
holds  few  more  rapturous  moments  than  that 
of  the  Alpine  descent  to  the  south ; of  the 
first  glimpses  of  almonds,  oleanders,  figs;  of 
the  softened  outlines,  the  vineyards,  the  u di- 
viner air.”  Was  it  in  the  eye  or  iu  the  mind, 
in  the  fancy,  in  the  faith  ? Who  shall  say  ? 
But  wherever  it  was,  there  was  the  blissful 
vision  of  Italy,  and  every  glowing  anticipation 
was  fulfilled. 

u 0 Love,  what  hours  are  thine  and  mine, 

In  lands  of  palm  and  southern  pine, 

In  lands  of  palm,  of  orange  blossom, 

Of  oliye^aloe,  andiake  and  vine! 

* LA)  Sit*  * * 


“ How  faintly  flushed,  how  phantom  fair, 

Was  Monte  Rosa  hanging  there! 

A thousand  shadowy  pencilled  valleys, 

And  snowy  dells  in  a golden  air.” 

This  last  stanza  is  the  vision  of  the  Val 
Anzasca,  the  long,  narrow,  luxuriant  vale  up 
which  you  rapidly  climb  through  all  the  semi- 
tropical  richness  of  that  region  toward  Monte 
Rosa,  which  fills  the  skyward  perspective,  and 
which,  with  the  open  sesame  in  his  hand  or 
in  his  eye,  the  old  traveller  sees  as  distinctly 
as  he  sees  Monadnoc  from  the  neighboring  up- 
land pasture  on  a bright  September  day.  Or 
— as  he  reads,  ns  he  reads — the  wayward  voy- 
ager, swinging  at  ease  in  his  hammock,  cross- 
es from  Lago  Maggiore  to  Lago  Lugano,  and 
skirting  the  wooded  shores,  hears  far  up  over 
the  chestnuts  and  the  silvery  gray  slopes  of 
olive  groves  the  convent  bell  chiming  ves- 
pers; and  at  the  little  landings  he  sees  the 
brilliant  costumes  of  the  peasants,  unchanged 
in  form  for  how  long?  What  life  is  this? 
Those  priests  above,  these  peasants  below, 
what  do  they  know  of  the  storms  which  are 
shaking  off  crowns  in  France,  and  bringing 
Germany  to  its  feet,  and  whirling  Metternich 
out  of  Austria,  and  presently  bringing  Ra- 
detzky  to  Milan,  not  far  away  ? For  this  lake 
voyage  is  not  of  to-day.  There  is  no  time  in 
such  retrospective  travel,  and  yesterday  and 
to-day  arc  the  same. 

Is  it  a moonlight  evening  in  summer  when 
we  arrive  at  Bellagio,  upon  Lake  Como, 
crossing  in  a row  -boat  from  the  shore  at  Som- 
mariva?  Does  Bellagio  seem  to  be  the  most 
Italian  spot  in  Italy  ? Is  it  the  little  promon- 
tory that  divides  the  two  long  lower  reaches 
of  the  lake,  at  the  end  of  one  of  which  is  the 
village  of  Como,  and  Lecco  at  the  end  of  the 
other?  And  are  all  the  shores  soft  with  char- 
acteristic verdure  and  cultivation,  and  toward 
the  north  does  the  beautiful  lake  stretch  away, 
overhung  with  the  lofty  Alps,  rising  even  to 
glistening  glimpses  of  peaks  of  snow  and  ice? 
And  from  that  northern  end  of  the  lake  shall 
the  traveller  some  day  turn  to  climb  the  pass 
of  the  Stelvio,  the  highest  of  the  passes,  wind- 
ing under  the  awful  summit  of  the  Orteler 
Spitz  ? And  as  we  sit  under  the  arbor  in  the 
terraced  garden  at  Bellagio,  and  look  out  • 
upon  the  enchanted  moonlight  night,  and 
hear  the  sounds  of  laughter,  and  the  measured 
beat  of  oars,  and  the  throb  of  guitars,  and 
snatches  of  singing  near  and  far,  is  it  all  a 
world  of  beauty  and  delight  into  which  no 
serpent  ever  entered,  and  in  which  great  Pan 
still  lives  ? 


As  he  chews,  as  he  chews  (reference  is  here 
made  to  the  cud  of  reflection),  the  old  travel- 
ler, turning  the  cud  and  still  holding  the  book 
and  swinging  in  the  hammock,  once  more 
starts  in  the  late  evening  from  the  village  of 
Como,  and  with  his  comrades  walks  all  night 
toward  Milan,  which  the  Austrian  army  has 


just  occupied.  The  night  is  bright  with  stars, 
but  the  road  most  solitary.  Tliep  k a gen- 
eral panic,  and  every  p|an  is  afraid  of  pyciy  r 
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other,  and  when  toward  morning  the  pedes- 
trians knock  at  a lacanda  not  far  from  Milan, 
knowing  that  it  would  be  impossible  to  enter 
the  city  until  day,  it  is  with  the  utmost  diffi- 
culty that,  after  long  and  doubtful  parley 
through  the  door,  they  arc  admitted  to  an  in- 
terior so  dismal  and  forbidding  that  every  old 
story  of  entrapped  travellers  is  at  once  veri- 
fied ; and  being  shown  to  their  forlorn  and 
suspicious  quarters,  they  begin  immediately 
to  bar  and  barricade,  determined  to  do  battle 
to  the  last,  and  to  sell  their  lives  dearly,  as  be- 
comes true-born  sons  of  Columbia. 

— There  isno  end  to  these  recollections  of  the 
old  traveller.  His  memory  is  like  the  famous 
Green  Vaults  of  Dresden,  piled  with  all  kinds 
of  treasures  from  all  parts  of  the  world,  and 
every  little  allusion,  every  name  of  mark,  is  a j 
golden  key  which  opens  it.  Or  it  is  an 
endless  gallery  of  unfading  pictures  in  which 
he  is  perpetually  walking  and  looking  and  re- 
joicing, and  blessing  that  kind  Providence 
which,  having  once  shown  us  a lovely  island, 
or  an  Alpine  peak,  or  a beautiful  building — 
Izola  Bella , for  instance,  or  Mont  Blanc,  or  the 
Milan  Cathedral — or  having  once  permitted 
us  to  hear  the  Ranz-des-vaches , or  the  vesper 
bell,  or  Jenny  Lind,  suffers  us  to  see  them  and 
hear  them  forever. 

Charles  Lamb  proposed  that  the  reading  of 
books  should  be  preceded  with  a grace  of 
music.  Before  Boccaccio  it  should  be  some 
toccata  of  Galluppi’s,  before  Milton  some  sol- 
emn organ  voluntary.  So,  as  the  old  traveller 
beholds  the  great  steamers  sailing  for  Europe 
crowded  with  passengers  bent  upon  their  va- 
rious purposes  and  delights  in  foreign  travel, 
he  thinks  of  all  the  various  strains  which,  ac- 
cording to  the  many  moods  of  those  wander- 
ers, might  fitly  prelude  the  voyage.  But  he 
who  is  not  of  them  is  yet  even  happier  than 
they,  because  as  watching  them  he  sets  forth 
again  to  see  in  memory  all  that  they  shall  see 
u with  eyes/’  his  embarkation  is  saluted  with 
the  pensive  and  tender  music  that  sings  from 
the  heart  of  a fellow-voyager.  Together  they 
travelled.  Together  they  travel  still.  The 
Atlantic  and  the  Mediterranean,  Leghorn  and 
Florence,  the  Campagna  and  Rome,  are  all 
blended  with  that  happy  travel,  that  abiding 
friendship,  and  as  the  anniversary  of  their  de- 
parture returns,  the  poet  sings  to  his  friend : 

“ Still  shines  our  August  day,  as  calm,  as  bright, 
As  when,  long  years  ago,  we  sailed  away 
Down  the  blue  Narrows  and  the  widening  bay 
Into  the  wrinkling  ocean’s  flashing  light. 

And  the  whole  universe  of  sound  and  sight 
Repeats  the  radiance  of  that  festal  day. 

But  for  the  inward  eye  no  power  can  slay 
The  fleeting  splendor  of  our  youth’s  delight. 
Still  shines  our  August  day,  but  not  for  me 
The  olden  ehantment,  when  lay  care  and  sorrow 
Untried,  the  hopeful  heart  was  ever  free 

To  greet  the  morn  as  herald  of  the  morrow. 
Yet  shine,  fair  day,  and  let  my  soul  from  thee 
Hope,  frith,  and  strength  for  life’s  dim  future 
Digitized  bbol({n]r0  p<T [G 


When  one  singer  asks  five  thousand  dol- 
lars for  a single  appearance  in  Italian  opera, 
the  nature  of  Italian  opera  as  a fabulous  luxu- 
ry is  clearly  demonstrated.  But  when  this 
demand  is  made  in  the  plain  decline  of  pub- 
lic interest  in  Italian  opera,  the  continuance 
of  that  luxury  becomes  exceedingly  doubtful. 
The  provision  for  this  opera  in  New  York  last 
winter  was  more  profuse  than  in  any  other 
city  of  the  world.  There  were  two  houses, 
and  almost  all  of  the  famous  singers  were  as- 
sembled in  the  city.  It  was,  however,  unde- 
niable that  there  was  a general  feeling  that 
all  of  them  were  a little  beyond  the  prima 
giaventu , the  golden  prime,  which  even  the 
queens  of  song  and  the  first  tenori  know. 
The  times,  also,  were  sober,  and  there  wasles3 
money  for  luxurious  amusement.  Besides 
this,  there  was  the  most  lavish  rivalry  between 
tlie  houses,  and  at  the  new  Metropolitan  house 
riches  seemed  to  be  squandered,  although  a 
great  audience  was  seldom  seen  there,  and  it 
was  alleged  that  it  was  a very  difficult  house 
in  which  to  sing  or  to  hear. 

The  drop  fell  at  the  close  of  the  season  amid 
rumors  of  disastrous  loss,  and  as  the  autumn 
advances  it  is  not  even  known  who  is  to  sing 
during  the  coming  season,  or  whether,  indeed, 
there  is  to  be  a season.  It  is  understood  that 
the  diva  assoluta  will  still  not  sing  for  less  than 
the  amazing  honorarium  for  every  appearance, 
and  that  the  donna  nobile — for  who  should  dare 
to  say  secondaf — declares  that  if  the  diva  be 
worth  a guinea,  she  herself  is  certainly  worth 
a pound.  Then  it  was  said,  and  we  hope  in- 
correctly, that  the  primo  tenore  proposed  to 
organize  a peripatetic  opera  company,  and 
strike  for  fortune  a9  a wandering  star.  Mean- 
while the  hapless  managers  are  supposed  to 
be  sucking  their  burned  fingers  aud  gazing 
doubtfully  at  the  fire. 

But  the  fascination  of  opera  management  is 
not  less  than  that  of  arctic  exploration.  Shrewd 
sportsmen  would  probably  wager  that  the 
burned  fingers  will  try  the  tire  again.  As  act- 
ors themselves  can  not  stay  away  from  the 
theatre  on  off  nights,  but  go  to  sit  in  the  boxes 
when  they  are  not  upon  the  stage,  or  as  the  old 
habit  uCs  of  Baden  and  of  Horn  burg  hang 
around  the  tables  when  their  purses  are  empty, 
so  the  old  managers  seem  to  be  irresistibly 
drawn  to  the  desperate  undertaking,  and  while 
there  is  a dollar  left  it  is  a dollar  ventured. 
No  task,  indeed,  could  seem  more  thankless. 
The  care  of  infinite  and  vexatious  and  petty 
detail,  the  adjustment  of  perpetual  internecine 
war  in  the  greenroom,  the  caprice  of  fashion, 
the  chance  of  the  weather,  the  whims  of  the 
press — all  these  are  to  be  managed ; and  when 
all  is  done,  what  is  the  reward  ? Not  fame, 
nor  riches,  nor  public  gratitude,  for  of  all  these 
what  does  the  opera  manager  gather?  The 
reward  is  the  excitement  of  the  game,  the  grati- 
fication of  an  appetite.  Here  as  elsewhere  the 
worker  is  subdued  to  bis  wfork.  He  may  be- 
gin with  the  hope  of  making  money:.  He 
«»ds  with  Ik.  pkum  ofm»«sine.0F  M|( 
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In  the  midst  of  nil  the  speculation  about  the 
opera  season  Dr.  Damrosch  departed  for  Eu- 
rope, and  Mrs.  Grundy  immediately  declared 
that  Italian  opera  had  succumbed,  and  that 
Wagner  and  the  W ngnerians  were  to  rule  where 
Bellini, Verdi,  and  Rossini  had  reigned.  But 
so  great  a change  will  not  occur  suddenly. 
The  Italian  opera  is  essentially  an  amusement, 
a relaxation,  a pleasant  entertainment.  It 
charms  the  ear  and  pleases  the  mind  with 
marked  melody  and  a simple  situation.  It  is 
like  a fashionable  novel  which  makes  no  de- 
mand upon  the  mind  or  conscience  and  wiles 
away  an  hour.  It  is  the  melodious  accompani- 
ment of  gay  conversation,  like  the  murmur  of 
the  organ  during  a service.  Society  has  ad- 
justed the  Italian  opera  to  itself.  It  is  a deco- 
ration, an  ornamented  part  of  the  factitious  life 
of  fashion  and  the  drawing-room. 

But  the  modern  German  opera,  the  Wag- 
nerian opera,  is  a serious  business.  It  may  be 
totally  neglected,  but  it  can  hardly  be  subor- 
dinated to  the  ease  and  enjoyment  of  a volatile 
society  murmuring  and  ogling  in  the  boxes. 
There  is  an  earnest,  religious  motive  and  feel- 
ing in  the  new  opera,  and  its  conception  is 
radically  different  from  that  of  the  series  of 
florid  arias  and  concerted  Menas  which  make 
up  the  rival  opera.  It  would  be  singularly 
strange  and  catiare  to  the  gay  throng  that 
flutters  about  the  house;  for  whatever  good 
may  be  said  of  the  new  opera,  it  is  in  no  sense 
whatever  “easy,”  and  therefore  no  sudden 
transfer  of  taste  could  be  made  from  one  to 
the  other. 

But  these  speculations  are  superfluous.  The 
character  of  the  coming  season  will  be  an- 
nounced by  the  time  that  these  words  are 
printed,  and  whatever  it  may  prove  to  be, 
whether  the  old  Italian  divinities  are  still  to 
be  worshipped  or  the  new  German  deities  are 
to  be  enthroned,  there  is  one  thing  not  to  be 
forgotten:  that  is  that  good  manners  will  re- 
main, and  that  good  manners  are  founded  in 
good  feeling  for  our  neighbors.  Consequent* 
ly  if  that  party  from  Oshkosh  or  some  re- 
moter frontier  strays  again  into  the  new  opera- 
house,  as  it  strayed  last  year,  and  hums  and 
babbles  and  buzzes  in  the  box,  as  it  did  last 
year,  disturbing  with  its  uncouth  behavior  the 
intelligent  and  well-bred  people  who  come  to 
hear,  it  is  earnestly  to  be  hoped  that  the  same 
kind  fate  will  provide  another  gentleman  to 
arise  in  the  parquet  and  audibly  to  request 
the  barbarians  from  the  outer  wrorld  wdio  prat- 
tle and  giggle  in  the  boxes  “to  stop  their 
noise,”  and  to  try  to  imitate  the  behavior  of 
well-bred  people  whom  they  can  see  all  around 
them. 


A recent  writer  protests  against  the  fash- 
ion, 44  too  common  among  city  ladies,  of  aping 
male  attire  and  demeanor,”  and  he  cites  cer- 
tain familiar  instances  of  famous  women  who 
have  dressed  or  behaved  like  men.  The  two 
offenses,  however,  are  essentially  different. 
Dred|j}^{|  bm&ftdr  are  not  subject  to  the 


same  general  rules,  except  that  both  should  be 
modest  and  becoming.  We  can  all  join  heart- 
ily in  protesting  against  the  imitation  by  wo- 
men of  much  of  the  behavior  of  men,  whether 
the  word  be  used  in  a more  serious  or  in  a 
lighter  sense.  The  free  and  easy  manner  of 
many  young  men  toward  young  women  as  it 
displays  itself  in  lounging,  swaggering,  smok- 
ing, and,  in  general,  the  Sultan  style  of  be- 
havior, would  be  hardly  beautiful  in  the  other 
sex. 

The  other  evening,  after  watching  Florio 
for  some  time,  an  elder  friend  asked  him, 
44  How  would  you  like  Horatio  to  treat  your 
sister  as  you  treat  his  ?”  Florio  looked  at  the 
elder  friend  as  a pasha  might  look  at  a critic 
who  remarked  upon  the  pasha's  treatment  of 
his  harem.  Now  Florio's  is  a kind  of  behav- 
ior which  it  would  not  be  agreeable  to  see 
44  aped”  by  the  gentler  sex,  and  the  party  of 
the  recent  writer  who  deplored  it  wxmld  be 
very  large.  But  why  not  take  the  next  step, 
which  is  the  really  important  one,  and  protest 
against  any  behavior  in  a young  man  which 
any  young  woman  might  not  properly  44  ape”  ? 
Of  course  behavior  does  not  include  certain 
pursuits  and  sports,  such  as  shooting,  or  crick- 
et, or  curling,  which  require  muscular  strength. 
By  behavior  let  us  mean  conduct  and  manner, 
and  then  why  should  a young  man  not  con- 
form to  the  standard  which  is  equally  becom- 
ing in  a young  woman  ? 

Courtesy,  thoughtfulness,  kind  considera- 
tion, respectful  bearing  in  action  and  posture 
and  tone,  all  the  little  details  that  comprise 
manner  or  good-breeding,  these  are  all  as  be- 
coming to  a man  ns  to  a woman.  Strutting  and 
swelling,  and  strident  talking  and  laughing, 
and  44  slangwhanging,”  and  every  form  of  self- 
ish and  boisterous  and  rude  behavior,  are  not 
to  be  44  aped"  by  women,  not  because  they  arc 
common  among  men,  but  because  they  arc  in 
themselves  disagreeable  and  intolerable.  The 
excellent  author  whose  protest  we  arc  consid- 
ering would  agree  that  profanity  is  an  offense 
which  is  singularly  shocking  and  repulsive  in 
a woman,  and,  in  fact,  almost  unknown  except 
among  the  most  abandoned  women.  But 
w’ould  he  hold  that  it  is  to  be  shunned  by  wo- 
men because  it  is  a peculiarly  manly  vice? 
Certainly  not,  but  because,  whether  in  men 
or  women,  it  is  disgusting. 

And  as  for  dress,  why  should  so  vigilant  a 
commentator  bring  nil  his  broadsides  to  bear 
upon  a sparrow?  How  many  women  of  his 
acquaintance  are  inclined  to  44  ape"  the  dress 
of  men  ? Some  pretty  little  suggestion  of  a 
man’s  waistcoat  there  may  be,  some  trim  and 
coy  little  bobs  behind  that  recall  the  lappets 
or  “tails”  of  the  manly  coat.  But  these  are 
not  invasions  or  raids,  still  less  are  they  spolia- 
tions, upon  the  domain  of  masculine  attire. 
There  were,  indeed,  heroic  Mrs.  Amelia  Bloom- 
er and  the  daring  Mrs.  Dr.  Mary  Walker,  but 
among  fifty  millions  of  persons,  half  of  them 
women,  they  enjoyed  an  unshared  distinction. 
Their  sisters  were  not  decoyed  firom  skirts, 
UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


964 


HARPER’S  NEW  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE. 


nor  inveigled  into  stove-pipe  hats.  No,  no; 
something  may  be  left  to  the  natural  sense  of 
taste  and  grace  and  propriety.  Indeed,  the 
most  cogeut  argument  for  that  equal  liberty 
which  is  known  as  “ woman’s  rights”  is  that 
the  u sphere”  of  woman  needs  no  more  to  be 
guarded  and  defined  by  laws  made  by  men 
than  their  dress.  It  is  not  necessary  to  forbid 
women  to  wear  pantaloons,  and  it  is  for  the 
same  general  reason  unnecessary  to  limit  their 
freedom  of  choice  in  more  important  affairs. 

And  while  our  author  is  troubled  about  the 
possibility  that  women  may  wear  the  dress  of 
men,  why  not  turn  his  diamond-pointed  pen 
toward  the  Eastern  lands  where  all  men  wear 
more  or  less  flowing  skirts  like  women?  He 
will  be  sorry  to  find  that  the  manly  pantaloon 
is  still  practically  unknown  in  much  of  the 
earliest  and  longest  civilized  parts  of  the 
globe.  

If  the  old  French  chronicler  should  watch 
the  pleasure  parties  that  go  forth  from  New 
York  and  other  cities  in  “ slow-trailing  barges,” 
or  upon  excursion  trains,  or  otherwise,  he 
would  surely  shake  his  head  with  sympathy, 
and  sigh  that  his  fellow-men  of  the  English 
blood  and  speech  still  take  their  pleasure  sadly. 
Why  are  we  so  awkward  at  it?  Why  do  we 
have  a secret  feeling  that  people  who  deliber- 
ately set  out  to  enjoy  themselves  are  either 
foolish  children  or  simple  squanderers  of 
time?  Is  there  some  inherent  Puritan  drop 
in  the  national  blood  ? Is  enjoyment  in  itself 
a wrong?  Ought  we  to  add  to  the  Litany  a 
supplication  to  be  delivered  from  all  pleasure 
and  delightful  recreation,  from  joy,  gladness, 
and  glee  ? 

If  you  ever  go  to  Dresden,  you  will  natu- 
rally saunter  upon  the  Brlihl  Terrace  over  the 
Elbe,  and  it  is  quite  probable  that  you  will 
enter  the  spacious  caffe  to  take  a light  refec- 
tion. You  will  watch  the  loitering  groups, 
and  listen  to  the  excellent  music,  and  your 
musing  mind  will  follow  your  eyes  toward 
Pillnitz,  and  the  Saxon  Switzerland  there  be- 
low, and  push  on  toward  Prague  and  the  Ori- 
ental llracUchin,  the  stately  palace,  and  the 
lovely  dark -eyed  Jewess — eheu!  eheu!  is  it 
of  you  who  are  to  do  all  this  that  the  Easy 
Chair  is  speaking,  or  of  himself  w ho  did  it, 
who  loitered  and  sat  and  listened  and  mused 
and  beheld,  how  many  thousand  years  ago ! 

But  sitting  in  that  caffe  you  will  perhaps 
observe  the  worthy  citizen  of  Dresden  who 


has  come  out  with  his  wife  and  children  to 
take  his  evening  pleasure.  He  sits  gTavely 
reading  his  paper  and  sipping  his  beer.  The 
good  frau  is  knitting  and  drinking  coffee. 
The  children  sit  peaceably  by  and  watch  the 
crowd,  and  beat  time  to  the  music.  Their 
enjoyment  is  so  sincere  and  tranquil  that  you— 
restless  and  morbidly  introspective  American 
vagabond — you  take  your  pleasure  in  watch- 
ing them.  The  sight  rests  you  like  a far- 
stretching  and  gentle  rural  landscape,  like 
those  broad -sided,  wooded,  massive  ranges  of 
hills  beyond  the  Westfield — hills  of  Worthing- 
ton and  Cummington  and  distant  Peru,  which 
you  see  from  that  smooth  lawn,  that  hospitable 
home  in  Chesterfield. 

Why  can  not  we  take  our  pleasure  like  that 
Dresden  family  ? or  will  not  the  general izntion 
hold,  and  is  it  not  u we,”  but  only  a few  of  us, 
who  do  not  know  how  to  enjoy  ? Is  the  se- 
cret, after  all,  not  in  temperament,  but  in  fire- 
water ? And  if  we  could  have  a real  prohibi- 
tion, would  not  fire  companies  and  charitable 
societies  and  other  associations  go  forth  upon 
their  annual  picnics  and  pleasure  excursions 
as  quietly  and  cheerfully  as  the  Dresden  fami- 
ly ? However  this  may  be,  nothing  is  plainer 
than  that  a great  city  breeds  a dangerous  class 
whose  members  can  not  be  safely  allowed  at 
their  own  will  to  join  public  pleasure  parties, 
and  who  must  be  restrained  iu  some  way.  It 
may  not  be  possible  to  forbid  pleasure-seekers 
and  “ roughs”  to  carry  a private  bottle  of  ar- 
dent spirits,  but  it  is  possible  to  prohibit  a 
public  bar  upon  barge  excursions,  and  to  pro- 
vide a capable  police  guard. 

It  may  be  that  we  mistake  the  shaking  head 
and  the  sighing  of  old  Froissart  as  he  watches 
the  barges  carrying  the  picnic  parties  across 
the  bay  and  up  the  rivers  of  New  Amsterdam, 
and  that  he  is  saying,  with  melancholy  truth, 
they  bike  their  pleasure  savagely.  But  no 
truer  word  has  been  spoken  of  us  for  many  a 
year  than  that  of  Herbert  Spencer,  that  we  need 
the  habit  of  relaxation  and  recreation  ; and  as 
the  abused  dumb  animals  have  found  their 
friend  and  protector  who  in  this  neighborhood 
at  least  has  taught  everybody  to  be  more  con- 
siderate and  to  stay  the  tormenting  hand,  so 
some  happy  morning  the  overworked  and  anx- 
ious people  who  “scorn  delight  and  live  la- 
borious days”  will  awaken  to  find  that  some 
beneficent  Bergh  is  resolved  that  they  shall 
enjoy  themselves,  and  that  he  is  dedicating 
himself  to  teach  them  how  to  do  it. 


dhitar’s  1'itcrimj  lUrnrii. 


AS  it  has  been  customarily  treated,  general 
or  universal  history  has  been  very  com- 
monly, and  not  altogether  unjustly,  considered 
one  of  the  driest  and  least  engaging  depart- 
ments of  literature,  despite  the  learning  and 
industry  that  have  been  exhibited  in  its  com- 
pUaldot,  A ni  1 orbi^that  for  the  most  part 


it  has  been  little  more  than  a barren  compila- 
tion of  the  basks  of  history,  of  facts,  dates, 
and  events,  arranged  methodically  and  even 
perspicacionsly  according  to  certain  epochs, 
eras,  or  subjects,  is  to  be  found  tbe  reason 
alike  for  the  low  esteem  in  which  it  has  been 


held  by  historical  scholar^  the  distaste 
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which  it  has  been  regarded  by  general  read- 
ers, and  the  aversion  that  has  been  felt  for  it 
by  youths  at  school  or  college  into  whose  un- 
willing hands  it  has  been  placed,  in  one  or 
other  of  its  forms,  as  a text-book.  It  has  lack- 
ed both  the  spice  of  novelty  and  freshness 
that  accompanies  original  historical  research 
and  investigation,  and  the  penetrating  philo- 
sophical insight  which  vitalizes  the  facts  of 
history  by  its  sifting  analysis  and  its  effect- 
ive marshalling  and  grouping  of  distant  but 
related  principles  and  occurrences. 

Hitherto  universal  history,  as  has  been  well 
and  concisely  stated  by  Lord  Woodhouselee, 
has  been  projected  on  three  general  lines  or 
plans.  Of  these,  one  epitomized  all  the  re- 
markable events  that  have  occurred  since  the 
creation,  and  being  little  more  than  a mere 
catalogue  of  facts,  was  characterized  by  meth- 
od, without  any  reflection;  another  regarded 
general  history  in  no  other  light  than  as  fur- 
nishing documents  aud  proofs  illustrative  of  a 
particular  subject,  as,  for  iustance,  the  science 
of  politics,  the  law  of  nations,  or  the  influence 
of  a language,  a family,  or  a race,  and  was  con- 
sequently freighted  with  a great  deal  of  theo- 
ry and  reflection,  withont  any  method;  and 
the  third,  pursuing  a middle  course,  rejected 
both  these  methods,  and  paying  more  atten- 
tion to  the  connection  of  subject  than  to  that 
of  time,  has  sought  to  exhibit  to  view  the  pre- 
dominant nations  or  empires,  to  which  all  the 
rest  bear,  as  it  were,  au  under  part,  aud 
whose  history,  being  the  most  important,  is 
therefore  eutitled  to  be  more  fully  delineated, 
while  the  rest,  as  subordinate,  are  brought 
into  view  only  when  they  have  an  obvious 
connection  with  their  principal,  and  their  an- 
tecedent and  current  histories  figure  only  as 
episodes,  so  introduced  as  not  to  violate  the 
unity  of  the  narrative.  This  latter  method, 
which  was  that  of  Lord  Woodhouselee  him- 
self, was  a material  improvement  upon  the 
previous  ones,  and  an  approach  to  the  more 
perfect  method  we  shall  soon  consider,  but  its 
great  defect  was  that  it  merged  the  general 
and  universal  in  the  particular,  and  was  a uni- 
versal history  in  the  sense  only  that  it  gave 
synchronous  epitomes  of  the  history  of  indi- 
vidual nations,  while  it  left  the  general  con- 
nection and  movement  of  things  very  greatly 
obsenred. 

In  the  hands  of  the  veteran  historian  Leo- 
pold vou  Ranke,  general  history  is  now  clothed 
with  a new  spirit  and  meaning.  This  great- 
est of  living  historians  has  devoted  the  closing 
years  of  his  long  and  illustrious  life  to  the 
preparatiou  of  a universal  history,  in  which, 
recognizing  the  general  connection  of  things 
to  which  we  have  adverted,  and  treating  the 
broad  facts  of  history  rather  than  its  details, 
he  undertakes  to  trace  the  sequence  of  those 
events,  whether  great  or  small,  which  link  all 
nations  together,  aud  materially  control  their 
destinies;  and  to  investigate  the  universal  life 
of  laanldn^^ivQidi^ii^this  last  the  first  be- 


ginnings of  culture  and  civilization,  the  growth 
of  the  germs  of  art  and  literature,  aud  of  social 
and  political  iustitutions,  the  historical  devel- 
opment of  nations  as  they  appear  on  the  stage 
of  action,  and  are  combined  into  progressive 
communities,  and  their  rivalry  for  the  soil  or 
for  political  or  military  supremacy,  by  means 
of  which  empires  are  evolved,  and  the  peculiar 
characteristics  of  each  nation  are  modified, 
and  at  the  same  time  resist  and  react  upon 
universal  tendencies.  Herr  Von  Ranke  loses 
himself  neither  in  the  mists  of  generaliza- 
tion nor  in  the  bewildering  intricacies  of  pot- 
ty details.  He  holds  that  universal  history 
would  degenerate  into  mere  theory  and  specu- 
lation if  it  were  to  desert  the  firm  ground  of 
national  history,  but  that  just  as  little  can  it 
afford  to  cling  to  this  ground  alone;  that  the 
history  of  each  separate  nation  throws  light 
on  the  history  of  humanity  at  large,  but  that 
there  is  a general  historical  life  which  moves 
progressively  from  one  nation  or  group  of  na- 
tions to  another;  aud  finally,  that  while  our 
attention  must  always  be  fixed  upon  the  uni- 
versal, it  must  not  overlook  the  individual  and 
particular.  His  point  of  view  throughout  is 
tersely  stated  by  himself  as  follows:  That  iu 
the  course  of  ages  the  human  race  has  won  for 
itself  a sort  of  heirloom  iu  the  material  and  so- 
cial advance  which  it  has  made,  but  still  more 
in  its  intellectual  aud  religious  development; 
that  one  portion  of  this  heritage,  the  most 
precious  jewel  of  the  whole,  consists  of  those 
immortal  works  of  genius  iu  poetry  aud  liter- 
ature, science  and  art,  which,  while  modified 
by  the  local  conditions  under  which  they  were 
produced,  yet  represent  what  is  common  to  all 
mankind;  that  with  this  possession  are  insep- 
arably corabiued  the  memories  of  events,  of 
ancient  institutions,  and  of  great  men  who 
have  passed  away;  and  that  one  generation 
hands  on  this  tradition  to  another  that  it  may 
from  time  to  time  be  revived  and  recalled  to 
the  minds  of  men  for  their  encouragement  aud 
instruction.  Keeping  these  thoughts  con- 
stantly in  his  mind,  the  venerable  philosopher 
aud  historian  throws  aside  all  that  is  fabulous 
or  held  merely  on  trust  and  speculation,  aud 
scauuing  the  period  that  has  intervened  and 
the  peoples  aud  nations  that  have  played  their 
part  ou  the  world’s  stage  since  history  first 
took  exact  and  authentic  note  of  them,  he 
gives  a luminous  outliue  of  the  career  of  each, 
and  extracts  from  all  whatever  is  kuown  of 
those  principles  aud  motives  of  action  aud 
of  those  movements  aud  developments  in  ev- 
ery department  of  industrial  and  national  life 
whieh  have  become  the  common  heritage  and 
possession.  It  is  amazing  with  what  skill  and 
clearness  he  traces  the  thread  of  religious,  so- 
cial, and  political  development,  and  gathers  up 
the  seminal  principles  of  art,  literature,  aud 
morals  from  amidst  the  mutations  and  wrecks 
of  nations  aud  dynasties ; and  even  still  more 
amazing  are  the  transparent  simplicity  aud 
reasonableness  of  his  arguments,  deductions, 
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and  conclusions.  Of  course  we  speak  only  of 
tbe  installment  of  bis  work  which  is  now  be- 
fore us.  The  eutire  work,  wheu  completed, 
will  be  a universal  history  of  the  world  from 
the  earliest  historic  period  nutil  our  own  day. 
Of  this  great  undertaking  he  has  completed 
four  volumes,  covering  the  earlier  periods,  aud 
tbe  volume1  now  published  relates  exclusively 
to  the  oldest  historical  group  of  nations — the 
Egyptians,  the  Hebrews,  the  Assyrian  aud 
other  Asiatic  nations — and  the  Greeks.  Every 
page  is  instinct  with  broad  and  philosophic 
generalization,  aud  the  statement  of  unex- 
pected but  most  conviuciug  facts  and  conclu- 
sions. Its  style  is  perfect;  the  reader  is  de- 
lighted by  the  charm  of  its  steadily  flowing 
narrative,  while  he  is  instructed  by  its  revela- 
tions of  the  origins  and  development  of  things 
which  have  exerted,  and  continue  to  exert,  a 
powerful  influence  upon  mankind,  and  have 
thus  a universal  interest  and  application. 
Those  who  are  curious  may  here  find  the  rec- 
ord of  the  first  development  of  small  inde- 
pendent communities  into  nations,  of  the  first 
maritime  expedition  aud  the  first  systematic 
war  by  land,  of  the  first  endowment  of  the  in- 
dividual in  society  with  those  rights  aud  im- 
munities which  are  the  foundation  of  all  civil 
order,  of  the  first  tragic  personage  in  history, 
of  the  first  establishment  of  the  principles  of 
hereditary  monarchy  and  democracy,  of  the 
first  couquering  power  which  we  encounter  in 
the  history  of  the  world,  of  the  first  time  that 
tbe  power  of  money  made  itself  felt  in  the  in- 
ternal affairs  of  an  important  community,  of 
the  first  employment  of  mercenary  troops,  aud 
a multiplicity  of  other  “first  things”  iu  histo- 
ry, whose  analogues,  parallels,  and  counter- 
parts are  traced  by  the  great  historiau  down 
through  the  centuries  to  our  own  day.  The 
volume  before  us  brings  the  history  down  to 
the  struggle  of  Hellas  and  Carthage  for  the 
supremacy,  and  the  rise  of  the  new  power, 
Rome,  that  was  destined  to  vauquish  both; 
and  we  are  apprised  in  a prefatory  note  by 
the  capable  English  editor  and  translator,  Mr. 
G.  W.  Prothero,  that  it  must  depeud  on  the  re- 
ception of  this  installment  by  the  public 
whether  the  translation  of  the  remaining  five 
or  six  volumes  will  be  continued.  Unless  we 
greatly  mistake  the  impression  that  this  ad- 
mirable installment  will  make  upon  the  public, 
the  translation  and  publication  of  the  entire 
work  will  not  be  long  deferred. 


Mr.  William  O.  Stoddard,  who  was  one  of 
President  Lincoln’s  secretaries  during  the  war 
of  the  rebellion,  has  prepared  a Life  of  Lincoln * 


* Universal  Htiionj.  The  Oldest  Historical  Group  of 
Nations  and  the  Greeks.  By  Leopold  von  Ranke. 
Edited  by  G.  W.  Protiieuo,  Fellow  and  Tutor  of  Kind’s 
College,  Cambridge.  Svo,  pp.  491.  New  York:  Har- 
per and  Brothers. 

5 Abraham  Lincoln.  The  True  Story  of  a Great  Life. 
8howing  the  Inner  Growth.  Special  Training,  and  Pe- 
culiar Fitness  of  the  Man  for  his  Work.  By  William 
O.  STo/fb^nD.  With  Illustrations.  8vo,pp.506.  New 
Yora  J^For^lsj  3c  ward,  and  Hulbert. 


which  has  strong  claims  upon  the  interest  aud 
attention  of  every  American.  A popular  aud 
strictly  personal  biography,  it  is  so  simply  and 
tersely  written  as  to  be  adapted  to  readers  of 
every  age  and  degree  of  intelligence ; and  it 
recites  iu  brief,  vigorous,  and  nervous  sentences 
the  story  of  a life  which  comprises  many  of 
the  elements  of  true  greatness,  and  is  eminent- 
ly worthy  of  contemplation  as  a practical  ex- 
ample of  the  poteut  possibilities  that  reside  in 
our  republican  institutions.  It  may  not  be  re- 
served for  many  men  to  be  confronted  by  cir- 
cumstances like  those  which  moulded,  trained, 
aud  tested  Mr.  Lincoln.  Not  many  youths  are, 
like  him,  eager  to  learn,  prompt  to  observe,  per- 
sistent, iudustrions,  not  afraid  of  work ; nor  are 
there  many  adults  who  have  the  patient  stead- 
fastuess  of  purpose,  the  single-mi  tided  ness,  sin- 
cerity, honesty,  sagacity,  and  simple  patriotism 
that  formed  the  grain  and  fibre  of  his  sinewy 
character.  But  though  circumstances  may  not 
be  invented  or  improvised,  life  and  character 
may  be  imitated  and  emulated  ; and  all  things 
being  considered,  there  has  been  no  man  ofre- 
ccut  times  whose  life  and  character,  in  all  their 
conditions  and  possibilities,  were  more  truly 
aud  representatively  American  than  the  life 
and  character  of  Mr.  Lincoln,  or  more  suscep- 
tible of  very  general  aud  successful  imitation. 
There  are  few  intelligent  American  lads  who 
will  euter  upon  life  with  a scantier  equip- 
ment of  education  aud  this  world’s  goods 
than  did  young  Lincoln.  What  he  accom- 
plished and  became  is  possible  to  all;  and 
if  any  considerable  portion  of  the  youth  of 
America  can  he  persuaded  to  make  themselves 
familiar  with  his  life  as  boy  aud  man,  and  with 
the  steps  of  his  growth  and  development  into 
manhood,  os  delineated  iu  Mr.  Stoddard’s  sug- 
gestive biography,  it  will  be  the  better  for  theui 
aud  for  the  republic.  Aside  from  its  value  in 
this  direction,  Mr.  Stoddard’s  volume  is  a graph- 
ic aud  entertaiuiug  biography,  as  rich  in  inci- 
dent as  any  romance,  aud  sparkling  with  wise 
wit  and  racy  anecdote.  It.  comprises  a large 
mass  of  valuable  aud  judiciously  epitomized 
information  concerning  the  momentous  politic- 
al and  social  events  that  preceded  the  war,  aud 
the  still  more  momentous  military  and  politic- 
al occurrences  that  attended  and  immediately 
followed  it.  However  materially  one  may  dif- 
fer from  some  of  Mr.  Stoddard’s  judgments  of 
men  and  measures,  and  from  his  criticisms  of 
military  leaders  aud  policies,  the  occasions  for 
such  difference  are  so  rare,  and  his  views  are 
so  caudidly  aud  temperately  stated,  that  only 
a morbidly  captious  spirit  of  partisanship  can 
seriously  object  to  them. 


There  is  a marked  difference  in  the  grain 
aud  quality  of  the  poems  iu  Mr.  Edgar  Faw- 
cett’s Song  and  Story;9  and  singularly  enough 
those  amoug  them  which  are  the  most  uote- 

3 Song  and  Story.  Later  Poems.  By  Edoar  Faw- 
cett. l2mo,  pp.  181.  Boston : James  Osgood  and 
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worthy  for  their  originality,  imaginativeness, 
and  other  poetic  qualities  are  the  least  perfect 
in  their  finish  and  execution.  The  most  fin- 
ished compositions  in  the  volume,  as  relates 
to  their  exterior  form  and  structure,  are  his 
songs  and  sonnets;  but  there  is  nothing  in 
either  of  these  that  betrays  the  possession  of 
any  very  exalted  poetic  gifts.  The  songs  are 
very  far  from  being  prosaic  or  commonplace, 
but  still  lack  the  airiness,  the  glow  of  passion 
and  emotion,  the  depth  of  tenderness  and  pa- 
thos, the  gayety,  the  abandon,  the  sense  of 
exhilaration,  and  the  suggestions  of  music  and 
movement  that  have  characterized  the  best 
English  songs  from  the  time  of  Shakespeare 
and  Ben  Jonson  to  the  present  day;  and  the 
sonnets,  though  admirable  in  their  form  and 
replete  with  intellectuality  as  to  their  matter, 
in  like  manner  lack  the  brilliancy,  point,  and 
compactness,  the  power  of  cumulati  ve  thought, 
and  the  many-hued  fancies  and  imaginings 
that  are  found  in  the  best  examples  of  that 
gem-like  verse.  In  strong  contrast  with  his 
songs  and  sonnets  are  his  longer  poems.  These 
are  as  fervid  and  imaginative  as  the  others 
are  coldly  intellectual,  and  their  rich  and  sus- 
tained narrative  and  finely  poetic  descriptions 
fully  justify  the  appellative  of  “ Story,”  under 
which  the  author  classifies  them,  and  which 
lie  uses  to  distinguish  them  from  their  com- 
panions. Especially  affluent  of  these  qualities 
is  the  vigorous  narrative  poem  “Alan  Eliot.” 
Belonging  to  the  same  class  are  the  poems 
entitled  “The  Singing  of  Luigi,”  “A  Mood  of 
Cleopatra,”  “The  Girl  at  the  Crossing,”  and  “A 
Vengeance.”  These  are  narrative  poems  of 
great  force  and  beauty,  less  elaborate  aud  less 
dramatic  than  “Alan  Eliot,”  but  all  marked  by 
tho  same  ripe  and  versatile  imagination  that 
distinguishes  it.  With  one  exception,  however 
— being  that  of  the  delicious  Italian  love  tale, 
“The  Singing  of  Luigi” — the  perfection  of  ail 
these  poems  is  marred  by  a grandiloquence  of 
stylo  which  recalls  the  bombastic  mouthings 
against  which  Shakespeare  directed  the  bat- 
tery of  his  raillery  in  the  persons  of  Malvolio, 
Sir  John  Falstaff,  and  honest  Nick  Bottom, 
and  also  reminds  us  of  a poetic  style  that  was 
much  affected  at  a much  later  day  by  some  of 
our  own  poets,  among  others  by  Carlos  Wil- 
cox, Henry  Ware,  Jun.,  and  even  by  Bryant  in 
a few  of  his  earlier  poems.  There  are  several 
other  poems  of  considerable  merit  in  Mr.  Faw- 
cett's volume  which  do  not  strictly  belong  ei- 
ther to  “song”  or  “story.”  Of  these  the  best 
examples  are  “The  Republic”  and  “The  Riv- 
ers,” the  first-named  being  a sonorous  pecan 
emphasizing  the  true  glories  of  our  country, 
and  the  other  a series  of  soli  Implies  supposed 
to  havo  been  uttered  by  certain  historic  riv- 
ers, reciting  their  claims  to  greatness  on  tho 
score  of  the  important  events  that  had  hap- 
pened on  or  beside  them,  and  their  alliauce 
with  human  interests  and  sympathies.  Their 
versification  is  nearly  faultless,  and  they  are 
enri^e^0fti  lofty  thoughts  aud  ranch 


splendid  imagery;  hat  in  the  main  they  aro 
the  prodnet  of  the  brain  rather  than  of  the 
fancy  or  the  imagination. 


Rarely  does  it  fall  to  the  lot  of  the  critic  to 
meet  with  verse  as  redolent  as  that  of  Mr. 
Manrice  Thompson  of  the  fragrant  breath  of 
flower  and  leaf  and  field,  or  as  suggestive  of 
the  noise  of  waters,  the  song  of  birds,  and  the 
manifold  sounds,  movements,  and  colors  of  na- 
ture. His  Songs  of  Fair  Weather  may4  be  class- 
ed among  the  most  perfect  of  our  briefer  home- 
spun pastorals  and  idyls,  whether  regard  be 
had  to  the  liquid  melody  of  their  stylo,  the 
delicate  thoughts  and  tine  fancies  with  which 
they  are  laden,  or  the  naiveti  and  expressive- 
ness of  tho  langnage  in  which  they  are  clothed. 
Not  in  vain  docs  the  poet,  in  a felicitous  pre- 
lude to  his  poems,  invoke  the  “spirit  that 
moves  the  sap  in  spring”  to  inform  his  words 
aud  make  his  lines  “ as  sweet  as  flowers”  and 
“ as  strong  as  vines,”  to  endue  him  with  “ the 
freshening  power  of  rain  on  grass  or  dew  on 
flower,”  and  to  inspire  him  with  the  power  to 
voice  his  thoughts  in  “ fertilizing  song,  nnfc- 
llavored,  racy,”  and  “ ns  keen  as  wiuc.”  To 
analyze  these  delightful  poetic  morsels  would 
be  as  ungracious  aud  as  ruinous  as  to  dissect 
the  lily  or  to  subject  the  rose  to  the  crucible. 
For  sucb  a task  we  have  no  taste,  and  prefer 
to  leave  them  with  their  exquisite  bloom  and 
beauty  unimpaired  for  tho  enjoyment  of  such 
of  our  readers  as  may  choose  to  possess  them- 
selves of  the  writings  of  one  whom  a brother 
poet  has  not  inaptly  styled  “ a new  Theocri- 
tus.” 


Earliest  among  the  harbingers  of  the  ap- 
proaching holidays  are  new  and  very  attract- 
ive editions  of  »Scott's  Afarmion 4 and  The  I,ag  of 
the  Last  Minstrel  * of  an  English  anthology7  from 
Chancer  to  the  present  day,  of  the  Poems • of 
Dante  Gabriel  Rossetti,  and  of  Selections  from  the 
Poetical  Works  of  Algernon  C.  Swinburne .*  Upon 
Maitnion  and  The  Lag  of  the  Last  Minstrel  crit- 
icism has  long  since  exhausted  itself,  and  the 
poems  in  the  other  volumes  we  havo  named 
have  been  so  generally  appraised  tbat  a par- 
ticular criticism  of  them  may  be  dispensed 
with  at  this  time.  Superbly  printed  on  fine 
calendered  paper,  and  gayly  and  even  resplen- 
dency bound,  they  have  been  specially  de- 
signed by  the  publishers  for  holiday  gifts,  aud 
are  highly  attractive  specimens  of  such  souve- 
nirs. The  volume  containing  Swinburne's 


4 Songs  of  Fair  Weather.  By  Maurice  Thompson. 
12mo.  pp.  99.  Boston  : .Tames  R.  Osgood  and  Co. 

4 Marmion.  By  8tr  Walter  Scott,  Bart.  12mo,  pp. 
312.  New  York : Thomas  Y.  Crowell  and  Co. 

4 The  Lay  of  the  Last  Minstrel.  By  the  Same.  12mo, 
pp.  222.  New  York  : Thomas  Y.  Crowell  and  Co. 

7 Red-Utter  Poems  by  English  Men  and  Women.  12m o, 
pp.  M8.  New  York  : Thomas  Y.  Crowell  and  Co. 

8 Poems.  By  Dantr  O.  Rossetti.  12m  o,  pp.  904. 
New  York : Thomas  Y.  Crowell  and  Co. 

* Selectiotxsfrom  the  Poetical  Works  qf  A.  C.  Swinburne. 
Edited  by  R.  H.  Stoddard.  Sq.  8vo,  pp.  684.  New 
York : Thomas  Y.  Crowell  and  Co. 
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poems  bas  a new  feature  of  special  interest 
from  the  fact  that  it  bos  been  edited  by  Mr. 
R.  H.  Stoddard,  whose  taste  and  judgment  are 
manifest  in  the  choice  of  the  selections  re- 
printed, and  who  has  further  enhanced  its 
value  by  a scholarly  and  finely  discriminating 
critical  essay  upon  the  genius  of  Swinburne 
and  the  characteristic  features  of  his  poetry. 


The  almost  countless  number  of  strong 
novels  that  flow  in  a steady  stream  from  the 
pens  of  a goodly  number  of  clever  and  enter- 
taining authors  pretty  clearly  demonstrates 
that  the  art  of  writing  that  kind  of  fiction 
which  is  enlivened  with  dramatic  scenes  and 
incidents,  and  which  delineates  striking  phases 
of  character  and  manifestations  of  passion,  is 
not  an  uncommon  gift.  A much  rarer  gift — 
indeed,  a most  rare  one — is  the  faculty  of  writ- 
ing a quiet  novel,  whose  interest  does  not  de- 
pend upon  these  highly  Bpiced  and  stimulating 
excitements.  To  write  such  a novel  without 
lapsiug  into  insipidity  or  tameness  is  one  of 
the  most  difficult  tests  to  which  a writer  of 
romance  can  be  subjected,  and  to  write  one 
that  will  be  successful  with  the  pnblic  is  a 
genuine  triumph  of  art.  On  more  than  one 
occasion  Miss  Mulock  has  shown  that  along 
with  the  creative  and  dramatic  power  which 
signalizes  her  efforts  in  the  higher  walk  of  ro- 
mantic fiction  she  also  possesses  the  faculty 
of  touching  the  heart  and  quickening  the 
sensibilities  through  the  medium  of  these 
more  modest  and  unpretending  performances, 
but  never  more  successfully  than  in  the  latest 
and  most  delightful  of  her  many  delightful 
minor  tales,  Mies  Tammy.10  This  tale  is  an  ex- 
ceedingly simple  one  : its  unaffected  narrative 
is  undisturbed  by  any  exciting  passages,  and 
quietly  unfolds  a story  within  a story — of  two 
young  lives  whose  prosperous  love  is  inter- 
rupted by  some  transient  adversities,  and  of 
two  other  and  older  lives  which  had  drifted 
asunder  when  life  was  young,  and  bad  come  to- 
gether again  when  it  was  old,  but  was  still  rich 
in  the  capacity  for  tranquil  happiness.  Miss 
Tommy  is  one  of  those  truly  heroic  characters, 
not  uncommon  among  true-hearted  women, 
who  cherish  the  secret  of  unrequited  love  in 
their  “heart  of  hearts,”  not  broodiug  over  it 
repiningly  until  they  become  hard  and  soured, 
but  so  keeping  its  memory  green  that  it  soft- 
ens and  beautifies  their  w hole  nature,  and  ren- 
ders them  unobtrusively  but  effectively  sym- 
pathetic with  human  suffering,  but  more  espe- 
cially helpfully  alive  to  the  hopes  and  fears 
that  beset  the  paths  of  young  lovers,  aud  act- 
ively miuistrant  to  their  mutual  trust  aud  con- 
stancy. The  character  of  Miss  Tommy  is  ft 
charming  conception,  and  is  delineated  with 


exquisite  fiueuess,  firmness,  and  delicacy,  and 
the  drama  in  which  she  plays  her  quiet  part 
is  keyed  iu  a toue  of  gentle  cheerfulness  blend- 
ed with  mild  pathos. 


Miss  Virginia  W.  Johnson’s  latest  novel, 
The  FamalU  of  Tipton ,n  will  be  less  popular 
than  her  previous  romances  in  the  proportion 
that  it  is  less  richly  imaginative  than  they 
have  been,  not  so  lavishly  supplied  with  pic- 
turesque descriptions  anil  piquant  situations, 
and  more  sober  and  restrained  in  its  style. 
Still,  it  is  a skillful  aud  ingenious  performance 
of  a more  difficult  task  than  she  has  hitherto 
undertaken,  and  evinces  a wider  and  nearer 
experience  of  human  nature  than  was  required 
for  the  production  of  either  of  her  former  ro- 
mances, and  a clearer  perception  of  the  motives 
and  springs  of  action  that  enter  into  and  dif- 
ferentiate character.  Tbe  tale  deals  with  tlie 
average  run  of  men  and  women — jieople  who 
live  the  uneventful  life  of  an  out-of-the-way 
country  village,  who  are  stirred  by  those  petty 
passions  and  emotions  and  ruffled  by  those 
trivial  incidents  and  vicissitudes  which  are 
often  u interest  i mated  because  they  are  com- 
mon, but  which,  nevertheless,  are  of  the  kind 
that  contributes  to  the  pangs  aud  joys  and  con- 
stitutes the  prose  and  the  romance  of  life  tbe 
world  over.  With  the  earnestness  of  a con- 
scientious artist,  and  with  the  graceful  skill 
of  a practiced  one,  Miss  Johnson  has  construct- 
ed out  of  these  simple  and  unpromising  mate- 
rials a finished  realistic  story,  dealing,  it  is 
true,  with  ordinary  and  eveu  commonplace 
people  and  every-day  incidents  and  emotions, 
but  in  which  she  manages  to  keep  the  expec- 
tation of  the  reader  on  tiptoe,  and  to  compel 
his  interest  by  the  ingenious,  the  humorous, 
and  the  unexpected  transitions  of  its  narra- 
tive, and  its  graphic  delineations  of  characters 
such  as  we  are  wont  to  meet  iu  real  life. 


Mu.  Thomas  W.  Knox  is  au  indefatigable 
and  successful  caterer  of  instructive  ami  en- 
tertaining information  for  our  intelligent  ami 
inquisitive  youth.  Having  carried  them  in  his 
sterling  “Boy  Travellers”  series  through  Asia 
and  Africa,  he  now  invites  them  to  accompany 
two  youths  in  their  adventures  in  the  arctic 
regions.  The  volume  iu  which  these  adven- 
tures are  recorded,  and  which  the  author  bas 
entitled  The  Voyage  of  ike  “ FmVm”  to  the  Forth 
Pole  and  Beyond ,,a  is  constructed  upon  tbe  same 
plan  as  his  Boy  Travellers  in  the  East , and  like  it 
consists  of  an  array  of  facts  embroidered  upou 
a ground- work  of  fiction.  The  ship  and  the 
crow,  as  well  as  the  adveuturous  youths  who 
are  the  heroes  of  the  narrative,  are  fictitious, 
but  with  the  exception  of  several  chapters 
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19  Miss  Tommy:  A Mediated  Romance:  and  In  a 
House- Boat : A journal.  By  the  author  of  John  Hali- 
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which  give  au  imaginary  account  of  a voyage 
from  Herald  Island  to  the  north  pole,  and 
thence  to  Grant  Laud,  and  which  record  the 
discovery  of  an  open  polar  sea,  the  scenes  of 
the  voyages,  and  the  incidents  and  adventures 
described,  are  based  upon  fact,  and  are  a faith- 
ful transcript  of  the  experiences  of  various 
travellers  and  explorers  from  the  time  of  Fro- 
bisher to  the  preseut.  So,  likewise,  the  scien- 
tific discoveries  that  are  recorded  have  a solid 
basis  iu  reality,  having  been  digested  from  the 
works  of  eminent  explorers  and  voyagers,  and 
incorporated  in  the  account  of  the  voyage  of 
the  Vivian  in  order  to  give  verisimilitude  to 
the  narrative,  and  at  the  same  time  bring  into 
succinct  form  all  that  is  known  of  arctic  dis- 
covery. Iu  this  way  the  youthful  reader  is 
put  substantially  in  possessiou,  and  in  a most 
agreeable  manner,  of  the  contents  of  many 
rare  and  costly  books  of  travel  and  explora- 
tion, and  of  all  the  results  that  have  beeu 
achieved  in  polar  regions  by  the  arctic  ex- 
plorers of  the  last  aud  the  present  centuries. 
The  geographical,  ethnological,  and  scientific 
statements  that  are  made,  always  excepting 
those  which  are  woven  into  the  text  of  the 
apocryphal  chapters  referred  to  above,  have 
been  carefully  verified  by  Mr.  Knox,  and  may 
be  accepted  as  scrupulously  accurate.  There 
is  no  volume  to  which  young  readers  can  be 
referred  which  gives  so  full,  clear,  and  con- 
densed a view  of  arctic  exploration  and  dis- 
covery as  that  which  may  be  derived  from  Mr. 
Knox’s  graphic  and  entertaining  narrative  of 
The  Voyage  of  the  “ Vivian” 


Mu.  Horace  E.  Scudder  has  prepared  a His- 
tory of  the  United  States'*  for  the  use  of  schools 
and  academies,  which  embodies  every  require- 
ment that  is  esseutial  in  a historical  text-book 
for  the  young.  Chastely  and  concisely  written, 
its  brief  and  epigrammatic  paragraphs  contain 
the  pith  of  our  history,  stated  so  simply  and 
clearly  as  to  be  easily  fixed  in  the  memory,  and 
presented  so  attractively  as  to  engage  the  at- 
tention and  excite  the  patriotic  interest  of  the 
youthful  reader.  Mr.  Scudder  has  the  rare 
faculty  of  being  able  to  condense  a narrative 
of  events  within  the  smallest  compass  without 
destroying  its  flavor  or  impairing  the  continu- 
ity of  its  outline.  It  would  be  impossible  in 
fewer  words  than  have  beeu  employed  by  Mr. 
Scudder  to  delineate  the  great  events  that 
have  contributed  to  our  national  life,  to  depict 
the  illustrious  patriots,  soldiers,  aud  statesmen 
who  have  adorned  and  exemplified  it,  or  to  an- 
nounce the  great  principles  which  have  made 
an  impression  upon  or  have  been  illustrated 
by  it.  Each  chapter  is  preceded  by  a table  of 
the  definition  and  pronunciation  of  the  novel 


11  A History  of  the  United  States  of  America.  Preceded 
by  a Narrative  of  the  Discovery  and  Settlement  of 
North  America,  and  of  the  Events  which  led  to  the  In- 
pendence  of  the  Thirteen  English  Colonies.  By  Hor- 
ace E.  Scuddicr>  With  Maps  and  Illustrations.  12m o, 
pp.  510.  Phi£del0* : Jj£ il\  ghtler. 


or  more  difficult  words  that  occur  in  it,  and  the 
text  is  accompanied  and  explained  by  a num- 
ber of  excellent  maps  which  give  a clear  idea 
of  the  geographical  relations  and  the  physical 
conditions  of  our  country  at  different  periods, 
and  of  the  countries  that  were  most  closely  as- 
sociated with  its  history.  In  an  appendix  is 
a body  of  questions  adjusted  to  tlie  contents 
of  each  of  the  chapters,  together  with  the  full 
texts  of  the  Declaration  of  Independence  and 
of  the  Constitution.  The  volume  brings  the 
history  of  the  United  States  down  from  the 
discovery  of  America  to  the  present  year.  It 
is  written  in  a tone  of  quiet  earnestness 'appro- 
priate to  the  gravity  and  significance  of  the 
subjects  involved,  and  is  admirably  calculated 
to  arouse  tlie  patriotism  of  the  reader  while  it 
adds  to  his  store  of  precise  and  accurate  know- 
ledge concerning  his  native  laud. 


Mr.  Andrew  Carnegie’s  Bound  the  World 14 
differs  from  the  conventional  books  of  travel  in 
its  abstinence  from  labored  attempts  at  fine 
writing  and  ambitious  description  on  the  one 
hand,  and  on  the  other  from  a too  prosaic  and 
commonplace  array  of  statistics  and  useful  in- 
formation. Aud  yet  not  any  thing  that  is  worth 
seeing  escapes  him,  and  in  a few  crisp  touches 
he  reproduces  what  he  sees,  and  places  it  be- 
fore the  reader  with  all  the  glow  and  freshness 
of  reality.  Before  taking  up  his  sparkling  and 
exhilarating  book  we  fancied  that  we  knew  all 
that  could  be  knowu  about  those  much-be- 
written  countries,  Japan  and  Chiun,  India  and 
Egypt,  but  at  every  step  of  his  rapid  peregri- 
nations he  flushes  before  us,  in  words  fit  though 
few,  some  new  fact  or  thing  vividly  descriptive 
of  phases  of  character,  and  specialties  of  man- 
ners, customs,  business,  institutions,  and  scen- 
ery, which  heretofore  we  have  but  imperfect- 
ly apprehended.  His  gayety  and  good -hu- 
mor are  contagious.  We  share  his  unclouded 
animal  spirits,  his  abounding  and  resounding 
hilarity,  and  his  tireless  dash  and  activity. 
He  is  thoroughly  practical,  too,  when  it  pleases 
him,  but  never  tiresomely  so ; so  that  when 
his  shrewd  glance  rests,  as  it  often  does,  upon 
some  suggestive  business  topic,  we  find  our- 
selves pausing  beside  him  and  putting  on  a 
look  as  intent  and  penetrating  as  his  own. 
Mr.  Carnegie  has  given  us  a bright,  breezy,  and 
thoughtful  volume,  redolent  with  life  and 
movement,  with  sound  sense  and  hearty  com- 
radeship. Of  course  there  are  flaws  aud  specks 
in  it,  but  these  are  few  and  far  between,  and 
generally  not  worthy  of  mention — generally, 
but  not  always,  as,  for  instance,  where,  in  a 
letter  ostensibly  written  from  the  Great  Ameri- 
can Desert  of  Utah,  in  October,  1878,  he  inter- 
jects a rather  spiteful  fling,  the  only  really  ill- 
natured  skit  in  his  book,  at  Tennyson  for  mas- 
querading os  a British  peer.  And  this  was 
nearly  six  years  before  the  event! 
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POLITICAL. 

OUR  Record  is  closed  on  the  18th  of  Sep- 
tember.— The  following  nominations  were 
made  by  State  Conventions:  Connecticut  Re- 
publican, Governor,  Henry  B.  Harrison ; Lieu- 
tenant-Governor, Lorren  D.  Cooke ; Secretary 
of  State,  Charles  A.  Russell ; Treasurer,  Valen- 
tine B.  Chamberlain  ; Comptroller,  Luzerne  J. 
Munson;  Michigan  Greenback,  Governor  Be- 
gole  renominated ; Iowa  Republican,  Secretary 
of  State,  F.  D.  Jackson ; Treasurer,  V.  P.  Twom- 
bly ; Kansas  Democratic,  Governor  Glick  re- 
nominated; Michigan  Prohibition,  Governor, 
David  Preston  ; Missouri  Prohibition,  Gov- 
ernor, Rev.  John  A.  Brooks;  Texas  Democrat- 
ic, Governor  John  Ireland  renominated  ; Ne- 
braska Republican,  Governor  James  W.  Dawes 
renoroiuated  ; Wisconsin  Greenback,  Govern- 
or, Colonel  William  L.  Utley;  Vermont  Inde- 
pendent Republican,  Governor,  C.  M.  Stoue ; 
Michigan  Prohibition,  Governor,  David  Pres- 
ton; Connecticut  Democratic,  Governor  Wal- 
ler renominated  ; New  Hampshire  Republican, 
Governor,  Moody  Currier;  Massachusetts  Re- 
publican, Governor  George  D.  Robinson  renom- 
inated; Massachusetts  Democratic,  Governor, 
W.  C.  Endicott;  Wisconsin  Republican,  Gov- 
ernor, Jeremiah  M.  Rusk  ; Wisconsin  Prohibi- 
tion, Governor,  S.  D.  Hastings;  New  Hamp- 
shire Prohibition,  Governor,  L.  D.  Mason ; Mis- 
souri Republican,  Governor,  Nicholas  Ford; 
Wisconsin  Democratic,  Governor,  W.  D.  Fratt ; 
Colorado  Republican,  Governor,  B.  II.  Eaton  ; 
New  Hampshire  Democratic,  Governor,  Hon. 
J.  M.  Hill;  Massachusetts  Prohibition,  Gov- 
ernor, President  J.  H.  Seelye  ; Connecticut 
People’s,  Goveruor,  Major  J.  L.  Curtiss. 

The  Arkansas  State  election,  September  1, 
resulted  in  a victory  by  the  Democrats,  with  a 
large  majority. 

The  Vermont  election,  September  2,  was  car- 
ried by  the  Republicans,  with  a majority  of 
21,413. 

The  Maine  election,  September  8,  gave  the 
Republican  candidate  for  Goveruor  a plurality 
of  about  20,000. 

The  public  debt  of  the  United  States  was 
reduced  during  the  month  of  August  $8,542,852. 

The  British  Budget  shows  a decrease  in  rev- 
enue receipts  for  the  year  of  £1,439,172,  and  a 
decrease  in  expenditure  of  £2,917,088. 

The  French  Chamber  of  Deputies,  August 
15,  voted  the  Touquin  credit  of  38,000,000 
francs. 

The  French  flag  was  hoisted  over  the  citadel 
at  Hud,  the  capital  of  Anam,  August  17.  The 
same  day,  the  new  Kiug  of  Anam  was  crowned 
with  great  pomp. 

Foo-Chow  was  bombarded  by  the  French 
fleet  August  23.  The  arsenal  was  destroyed 
after  a four  hours’  fire.  Nine  Chinese  guu- 
boats  and  twelve  junks  were  sunk,  aud  two 
d '“x4Gcfb?jte  second  bombardment 


took  place,  and  on  the  day  following  a number 
of  forts  on  the  river  Min  were  reduced. 

DISASTERS. 

August  19. — Seventeen  workmen  suffocated 
in  an  under-ground  canal  at  Braye,  France. 

August  20. — United  States  ship  Tallapoosa 
sunk  in  a collision  off  Martha’s  Vineyard.  Two 
lives  lost. 

August  21. — Eight  lives  lost  by  gas  in  Green- 
back Colliery,  near  Sham  ok  in,  Pennsylvania. 

August  29. — Steamer  City  of  Merida  burned 
at  Havana.  No  lives  lost. — Transfer  steamer 
Belmont  sunk  in  a storm  near  Evansville,  In- 
diana. Sixteen  lives  lost. 

September  7. — Destructive  fire  in  Cleveland, 
Ohio. 

September  10. — Nine  persons  killed  in  an  ac- 
cident on  the  Mexican  Central  Railroad. — 
Distillery  explosion,  Pekin,  Illinois.  Several 
killed. 

September  10-11. — A rapid  rise  in  tbe  Eau 
Claire  and  Chippewa  rivers,  destroying  over 
$4,000,000  worth  of  property. 

September  15. — Report  by  mail  to  San  Fran- 
cisco that  the  province  of  Kiang-See  had  been 
in  undated,  and  seventy  thousand  lives  lost. 

OBITUARY. 

August  15. — In  Newburgh,  New  York,  Rev. 
John  Brown,  aged  ninety-three  yeara. 

August  16. — In  Washington,  D.C.,  John  Pool, 
ex -United  States  Senator,  aged  fifty-eight 
years. 

August  18. — Near  Philadelphia,  Colonel  J.  J. 
Woodward,  Surgeon  U.SJL,  aged  fifty -one 
years. — In  Cairo,  Sultan  Pasha,  President  of 
the  Egyptian  Legislative  Council. — In  Wash- 
ington, D.  C.,  Mary  Clemtncr  Hudson. 

Avgust  24. — In  England,  Henry  George  Bohn, 
publisher,  aged  eighty-eight  years. 

August  25. — In  Berlin,  Lord  Ampthill,  Am- 
bassador to  Prussia,  iu  liis  fifty-sixth  year. — 

In  Philadelphia,  J.  L.  Claghorn,  aged  sixty- 
seven  years. 

August  28. — In  Marion,  Massachusetts,  Rear- 
Admiral  A.  A.  Harwood,  U.S.N.,  aged  eighty- 
two  years. 

August  29. — At  Fort  Hamilton,  New  York, 

R.  Cornell  White,  aged  fifty-nine  years. 

September  1. — In  Nyack,  New  York,  Smith 
Sheldon,  publisher,  aged  seveuty-two  years. 

September  2. — In  Providence,  Rhode  Island, 
United  States  Senator  Henry  B.  Anthony,  aged 
sixty-nine  years. 

September  3. — In  Sparta,  Georgia,  Bishop 
George  F.  Pierce,  aged  seveuty-three  years. 

September  4. — In  Geneva,  New  York,  Hon. 
Charles  J.  Folger,  Secretary  of  the  Treasury, 
aged  6ixty-six  yours. 

September  13. — In  Tarrytown,  Now  York, 
Robert  Hoc,  of  the  firm  of  R.  Hoe  and  Co.,  of 
this  city,  in  his  seventieth  year. 
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ONE  of  the  most  pleasing  signs  of  the  cor- 
dial relations  existing  between  the  North 
and  the  South — which  were  recently  testing 
each  other’s  muscle  and  endurance — Is  the 
frank  and  even  forward  admission  by  the  for- 
mer that  Mount  Mitchell,  the  highest  peak  in 
the  Black  Mountains  of  North  Carolina,  is  high- 
er by  several  hundred  feet  than  Mount  Wash- 
ington, in  New  Hampshire,  and  the  modest  man- 
\ ner  in  which  the  South  admits  this  glory,  as  if 
reluctant  to  wound  Northern  sensibilities.  It 
may  be  a regret  on  both  sides  that  the  highest 
point  of  land  east  of  the  Rocky  Mountains  does 
not  bear  the  name  of  Washington.  The  peak 
in  New  Hampshire  was  allotted  to  him  in  good 
faith  that  it  was  the  highest,  and  his  shade 
must  be  content  with  the  good  intention. 
Even  the  Father  of  his  Country  can  not  be 
permitted  to  sprawl  all  over  the  continent  to 
the  exclusion  of  all  other  aspirants  for  high 
honor;  and  wo  must  be  satisfied  with  giving 
him  (in  the  Washington  Monument)  the  tall- 
est pile  of  stone  built  by  anybody  since  the 
Tower  of  Babel,  and  let  Professor  Mitchell 
sleep  in  peace  on  his  mountain  in  the  lone- 
soniost  if  not  the  highest-placed  grave  in  the 
republic.  On  the  summit  of  that  wooded 
peak,  6711  feet  above  the  Atlantic,  and  almost 
that  height  above  Mount  Vernon,  Mitchell  lies 
amid  the  clouds  and  thunder-storms  and  aerial 
battles  of  the  Black  Mountains.  This  individ- 
ual eminence  is  a stroke  of  fortune.  Wash- 
ington did  what  he  could  for  his  personal  ele- 
vation : he  cut  his  initials  as  high  up  on  the 
buttress  of  the  Natural  Bridge  as  he  oould 
climb  in  his  stocking  feet,  and  in  other  ways 
he  deserved  well  of  his  country ; but  a profess- 
or of  chemistry,  by  a lucky  chance  of  first  mea- 
suring this  peak  and  announcing  his  discovery, 
and  by  the  equally  lucky  chance  (for  his  im- 
mortality) of  losing  his  life  in  attempting  to 
establish  the  assertion  that  this  was  the  peak 
he  had  first  measured,  and  not  a neighboring 
one,  as  Senator  Clingmau  insisted,  has  secured 
an  eminence  which  all  the  character  and  cor- 
rectness of  life  possessed  by  Geprge  Washing- 
ton could  not  give  him. 

North  Carolina,  of  course,  has  a justifiable 
pride  in  this  mountain  — although  sho  has 
probably  twenty  peaks  about  as  high  as  Mount 
Washington  — aud  before  the  war  this  may 
have  been  an  arrogant  pride ; but  now  this  is 
one  of  the  old  North  State’s  contributions  to 
the  glory  of  the  republic.  Before  the  war  the 
Northern  States  might  have  been  ready  to  fight 
for  the  superiority  of  the  New  Hampshire  hill, 
or  at  least  to  have  insisted  that  an  admission 
of  its  inferiority  should  be  considered  as  one 
of  the  compromises  of  the  Constitution;  but 
now  they  take  as  much  national  pride  in  the 
bigness  of  Mitchell  os  if  it  were  situated  on 
Boston  Conjmpn.  It  is  one  of  the  amiable  traits 
uf  human  i{gty0tln  £M^|)le  should  take  a sort 


of  credit  to  themselves  for  such  excrescences 
on  the  surface  of  the  earth  in  the  places  they 
inhabit.  The  inflation  of  Western  people  about 
their  eminences  is  as  harmless  as  it  is  pleasing, 
and  we  dwellers  in  lower  regions  feel  that  their 
importance  in  the  world  is  increased  by  the 
noble  height  of  their  mountains ; aud  we  know 
that  what  some  Englishmen  call  boastfulness 
in  them  is  merely  the  reflection  of  the  generous 
scale  on  which  nature  is  laid  out  west  of  the 
Mississippi  River.  We  all  share,  in  a way,  in 
the  distinction  which  the  Rockies  and  Sierras 
give  our  country.  If  the  time  comes  when  we 
shall  desire  the  annexation  of  Mexico,  the  pos- 
session of  Popocatepetl  will  be  a weight  in  the 
scale  of  our  desire. 

We  can  not  leave  this  fruitful  themo  with- 
out a suggestion  that  may  serve  to  moderate 
any  lingering  feeling  of  sectional  rivalry  or 
envy  iu  ignoble  minds  in  regard  to  the  re- 
spective heights  of  these  two  respectable 
mountains.  The  White  Mountains  are  of 
granite,  and  even  in  their  frost-trying  climate 
likely  to  outlast  the  republic  in  their  integrity. 
But  the  Black  Mountains  are  built  of  a softer 
material,  and  would  be  subject  to  a more  rapid 
degradation  if  they  were  stripped  of  their  pro- 
tecting vegetation  aud  subject  to  the  wash  of 
the  frequent  rains.  Even  the  best  mountains 
are  slowly  wearing  away,  and  the  pride  that 
the  American  must  feel  iu  Mitchell  as  he  stands 
upon  its  green  summit  must  be  moderated  by 
regret  that  it  was  not  made  of  granite.  The 
geologists  alone  can  tell  how  soon  it  will  sink 
to  the  altitude  of  a common  hill,  but  even  the 
geologists  can  not  sensibly  lessen  our  feeling 
of  security  that  Mitchell  will  loug  continue  a 
source  of  national  pride.  If  Professor  Mitchell 
were  now  living  and  were  a candidate  for  the 
Presidency,  his  mountain  w ould  not  escape  de- 
traction, aud  probably  venal  surveyors  would 
be  found  to  depreciate  its  height  iu  the  inter- 
est of  party.  We  have  reason,  at  any  rate,  to 
congratulate  ourselves,  as  we  begin  to  feel 
more  keenly  the  political  hurricane  of  Novem- 
ber, that  there  are  some  things  safe  from  the 
devastation  of  a Presidential  campaign. 


In  18 — the  artist  Ary  Scheffer  read  the  story 
of  Little  Nell,  and  was  so  much  pleased  with 
that  graceful  and  touching  creation  that  he 
expressed  a desire  to  paint  a portrait  of  the 
author.  Arrangements  were  made  with  Mr. 
Dickens  to  give  him  a sitting  on  his  next  visit 
to  Paris.  On  the  appointed  day  the  author 
presented  himself  at  the  artist’s  house,  and 
was  refused  entrance  on  the  ground  that  the 
day  had  been  set  apart  for  Mr.  Dickens.  On 
receiving  assurances  that  this  w'as  the  verita- 
ble Mr.  Dickens,  the  attendant  admitted  the 
visitor  to  his  master’s  studio.  No  sooner  had 
the  painter  of  “Dante  aud  Beatrice  iu  Para- 
dise” caught  sight  of  the  chin  whiskers  and 
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watch  chain,  and  the  figure  so  different  from 
the  ideal  creator  of  Little  Nell,  than  he  covered 
his  eyes  with  his  hands  and  exclaimed,  in  a 
broken  voice,  “You  are  not  Charles  Dick- 
ens !” 

Mr.  Dickens  replied,  in  liis  dreary  voice,  “As- 
suredly it  is  Charles  Dickens.” 

In  a broken  voice  the  artist  moaned,  with 
covered  eyes,  “ Oh,  raon  Dieu ! — oh,  moil  Dieu ! 
Withdraw  yourself,  in  the  name  of  Heaven,  and 
come  not  again  till  I have  forgotten  the  Charles 
Dickens  of  my  dreams.” 

Mr.  Dickens  withdrew  himself,  and  it  is  to 
be  presumed  permanently,  for  the  Charles  Dick- 
ens of  the  poet’s  dreams  was  never  painted — 
standing  ou  a cloud  in  a night-gown,  holding 
Little  Nell’s  hand,  and  pointing  heavenward. 

One  bright  morning  many  years  ago  an  eld- 
erly country  couple  rang  the  bell  at  the  house 
of  William  C.  Bryant,  and  asked  if  they  could 
see  Mr.  Bryant.  On  being  told  it  was  impos- 
sible, they  seemed  much  cast  down,  and  the 
old  lady  said  tearfully  that  they  had  come 
fifty  miles  on  purpose  to  see  him.  Their  dis- 
appointment was  so  evident,  and  the  fact  that 
these  simple  chihlreu  of  nature  had  made  so 
long  a pilgrimage  to  see  the  “poet  of  the 
woods”  was  so  touching,  they  were  told  they 
might  see  his  study.  Here  they  were  much 
interested,  and  their  reverential,  subdued  man- 
ner confirmed  the  good  impression  they  had  al- 
ready made.  Fiually  they  begged  to  be  al- 
lowed “ to  look  at  Mr.  Bryant  just  once.” 

“But  Mr.  Bryant  is  dressing.  It  is  impos- 
sible.” 

“ Dressing!”  exclaimed  the  old  couple  in  a 
breath.  “ Why,  we  came  to  see  the  corpse !” 

Dan  Bryant,  “the  minstrel,”  was  dead,  and 
the  worthy  people  recognized  but  one  form  of 
minstrelsy — the  burnt  cork  variety. 

One  of  tho  recent  Governors  of  Michigan 
was  the  late  John  J.  Bagley,  who,  before  as- 
suming the  Executive  chair,  had  made  a for- 
tune as  a tobacconist.  Near  the  close  of  one 
of  the  legislative  sessions,  the  law-makers,  ac- 
companied by  bis  Excellency,  indulged  in  an 
excursiou  to  some  of  the  Lake  Superior  islands, 
and  during  the  speech-making  and  other  fes- 
tivities which  usually  atteud  on  such  occa- 
sions the  Governor  told  the  following  story, 
drawn  from  his  own  experience. 

One  day  while  engaged  in  the  Executive 
Chamber  there  was  rather  a peculiar  knock  at 
the  door,  indicating  that  at  least  the  caller  was 
not  of  the  usual  sort.  On  the  door  being  open- 
ed by  an  attendant,  the  caller  was  discovered 
to  be  one  of  the  seediest,  dirtiest,  most  loafer- 
ish-looking  tramps  that  ever  slept  under  a 
hay-stuck.  His  clothes  were  not  only  shabby 
and  dirty,  but  stained  with  tobacco  juice, 
while  a liberal  stream  of  that  fluid  meaudered 
from  each  coruer  of  his  mouth. 

As  the  door  opened,  the  tramp  eyed  the  at- 
tendant rather  curio u si v,  and  after  a little  de- 
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lay  said,  “Is  this  the  place  whar  Guv’ner 
Bagglely  stops  ?” 

“Yes,  sir,”  said  the  attendant;  “this  is  his 

oflace.” 

“ Is  he  tu  hum  f”  added  the  visitor. 

“ Yes,  sir.  Would  you  like  to  see  him  T” 
said  tho  rather  aninsed  attendant,  opening 
wide  the  Executive  portal. 

Just  then  the  Governor,  who  was  seated  at 
a desk,  caught  sight  of  his  odd  caller,  and 
thinking  there  might  be  some  amusement  in 
store,  called  out  to  him,  “Come  in,  neighbor; 
come  right  in.” 

“Air  you  Guv’ner  Bagglely?”  said  the  tramp, 
awkwardly  ambling  toward  the  desk  of  the 
ruler  of  Michigau,  with  hat  on,  and  bands  in 
his  pockets. 

“ Yes,  sir;  that’s  what  they  call  me.” 

“That’s  so,  is  it?  I swan  I’m  glad  tor  see 
you.” 

“Thank  you,”  said  tho  Governor.  “Now 
wliat  can  I do  for  you,  my  friend?” 

The  tramp  took  a pretty  thorough  survey 
of  tho  State  Executive,  upward,  downward, 
and  sidewarys,  chewing  vigorously  all  the 
while,  and  t hen,  as  if  pretty  well  satisfied,  said, 
as  he  begau  to  edge  away : “ Oh,  nothin’,  I 
reckon.  B’lieve  I never  seed  you  afore ; oft- 
en thought  I’d  like  to,  ’cause  I’ve  chawed  lota  uv 
yer  tobakker.”  

As  this  is  the  month  of  Thanksgiving,  and 
there  is  nothing  better  to  be  thankful  for  tkau 
a maiden’s  “Yes,”  said  at  the  right  time,  wo 
find  appropriate  to  the  season  these  verses  ou 

THE  WISII-BONB. 

Slender  and  shining,  prophetic  bone, 

We  pulled  it  the  future  to  divine; 

Her  bare  pink  palm,  the  bit  in  ray  own, 

Told  that  wish  and  wish-bone  both  were  mine. 

“What  did  you  ask  for?”  whispered  my  Rose, 

Looking  up  shyly  with  eyes  so  true. 

“I  wished/’  I answered,  drawing  her  close, 

“ The  woman  I win  might  look  like  you : 

“ Her  eyes  as  brown  as  a forest  brook. 

Her  cheek  as  pink  os  a sea-shell’s  tint, 

A tender  mouth,  and  a saucy  look. 

And  pale  brown  hair  with  a golden  glint ; 

“ In  short,  that  my  future  wife  might  be 
You,  dear  little  Rose,  and  only  you.” 

Hiding  her  face  in  my  breast,  said  she, 

“ Isn’t  it  funny?— I wished  that  too.” 

Ruth  Hall. 

While  Mary  Audcrson  was  playing  Ingomar 
to  an  appreciative  audience  in  Detroit  not  long 
ago,  they  were  amused  by  some  unconscious 
but  audible  comments  passed  upon  the  hero 
by  one  of  the  country’s  yeomen. 

When  Ingomar  bids  farewell  to  Farthenio, 
within  sight  of  the  walls  of  her  native  city, 
and  disappears  toward  liis  momitain  home,  our 
countryman  gave  a sigh  of  relief  as  he  said, 

“ There,  he’s  gone !”  But  w hen,  in  response  to 
Partheuia’s  pathetic  “Ingomar I oh,  Iugouiar!” 
he  sees  that  barbarian  come  sneaking  back,  a 
look  of  mingled  disgust  and  aatamakment 
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spread  over  bis  face,  and  lie  ejaculates,  “ The 
denied  fool  has  come  back  again !” 

The  pathos  of  that  scene  was  wasted  upon 
most  of  that  audience. 

If  Mr.  Bergli  wants  peace  of  mind,  bo  should 
move  to  Cape  May,  where  the  city  ordinance 
with  regard  to  the  disposition  of  unmuzzled 
dogs  is  drawn  with  a most  tender  considera- 
tion for  their  feeliugs.  It  directs  that  if  dogs 
are  left  unsecured  for  five  hours,  “it  shall  be 
the  duty  of  the  marshal  or  any  of  the  police- 
men to  have  them  transferred  from  their  pre- 
sent state  of  existence  in  as  humane  a manuer 
its  possible.”  

Perhaps  the  most  ingenious  form  of  appeal 
for  rich  people  to  come  to  the  aid  of  education 
is  “ A Prayer  for  Royer’s  Academy,”  printed  on 
a slip  of  paper,  and  sent  about  as  a circular. 
It  opens  with  an  invocation  to  the  Almighty 
and  the  All-Wise,  and  thanks  Him  that  He  has 
put  it  into  the  hearts  of  men  “to  build  this 
academy,”  and  that  “ amid  all  the  discourage- 
ments the  work  lias  gone  forward,”  until  the 
edifice,  “ now  a temple  of  beauty,  lifts  its  proud 
turrets  above  the  oaks  of  the  forest.”  But 
this  pmau  abruptly  changes  iuto  a confession, 
as  follows : 

“But,  O Lord,  nothing  is  hid  from  thine  eye. 
Thou  canst  look  down  through  its  comely  Man- 
sard roof,  and  through  its  thick  walls  of  brick 
and  mortar.  Thou  knowest  its  hideous  in- 
completeness within.  There  is  no  floor  upon 
which  to  walk  through  its  lovely  corridors  or 
its  magnificent  halls,  no  winding  stairs  by 
which  to  ascend  its  heights,  no  plaster  to  hide 
its  grinning  walls,  no  seats,  no  bell,  no  fur- 
nace, no  musical  instrument,  no  library.” 

And  with  this  confession  the  prayer  takes 
the  form  of  intercession:  “O  Lord,  send  us 
friends.  Thou  hast  made  many  of  our  people 
rich.  Now,  O Lord,  make  them  liberal.  Teach 
them  to  speak  to  us  through  the  A.  II.  M.  S.,  O 
Lord!” 


A well-known  New  York  artist  and  his  wife 
made  their  appearance  at  an  evening  party 
last  winter.  As  they  entered  the  drawing- 
room the  hostess  hastened  to  greet  them  with 
effusion,  and  exclaimed : “ I’m  so  glad  to  see 
you!  We’ve  been  ransacking  the  very  high- 
ways and  by-ways  to  get  people  to  come  here 
to-night.”  


The  same  artist  has  a little  place  in  the 
country  that  is  bis  pride  and  delight,  and  npon 
which  he  spends  all  his  spare  time  in  manual 
labor.  One  day  he  met  some  of  his  neighbors, 
among  whom  was  a lady  wbo  at  every  meeting 
insisted  upon  talking  art.  She  at  once  accost- 

od  him  with,  “ Oh,  Mr. , so  glad  to  see  you ! 

Upon  what  work  are  you  engaged  now  t” 

“ One  of  the  greatest  of  my  life,  madam,”  re- 


love to  know  of  such  things  before  they  are 
given  to  the  general  public ! What  is  tbc  na- 
ture of  the  work  f” 

“ Its  natnre,  madam,  is  heroic,  and  the  treat- 
ment demanded  is  of  the  boldest.  I am  now 
engaged  in  washing  the  surface,  which  is  so 
large  that  even  thiB  simple  task  will  occupy 
me  several  days.” 

“ Why,  Mr. , yon  surprise  me.  How 

large  is  the  canvas  f” 

“It  is  not  canvas,  madam ; it  is  wood;  and 
in  the  four  sides  of  the  barn  that  I am  white- 
washing are  about  3600  square  feet.” 

At  tlie  Centennial  Lunch  of  the  Athena  Lit- 
erary Society  of  Chicago  in  1876  one  of  the  toasts 
given  was,  “The  matrons  of  the  Revolution.” 

In  the  response  to  the  toast  Mrs.  Haven  read  a 
letter  written  (November  9, 1778)  by  her  grand- 
mother to  the  husband  of  the  latter,  Captain 
Daniel  Emerson,  wbo  was  serving  in  the  army 
in  Rhode  Island.  The  letter  is  a simple  one, 
reciting  the  difficulties  of  her  situation  : 

“I  do  not  know  what  I shall  do.  I have 
paid  out  almost  all  of  my  money  for  salt  and 
other  necessaries,  things  being  very  dear,  aud 
growing  dearer  very  fast.  I have  but  little 
wood,  aud  few  candles.” 

A lady  hearing  this  remarked,  “What  com- 
mon people  they  must  have  been  to  bo  so 
poor !”  

Little  Lyman  Beecher  Stowe,  grandson  of 
Mi's.  Harriet  Beecher  Stowe,  recently  received 
a miniature  tea  set,  which  pleases  him  more 
than  any  of  his  toys.  A night  or  two  after 
it  came  into  his  possession,  as  his  mother  was 
about  to  leave  him  for  the  night,  she  said, 

“God  bless  my  darling,”  whereupon  the  scion 
of  the  Beechers  replied,  “Don’t  fordet  to  say, 

Dod  bless  my  dishes  too,  mamma.” 

A lady  displayed  with  pardonable  pride  a 
ver}"  ancient  piece  of  house  linen  to  her  serv- 
ant, saying,  as  she  held  it  up  for  inspection, 
“Look,  Katie,  at  this  table-cloth  ; it  has  been 
in  our  family  for  over  two  hundred  years.” 

Katie  eyed  the  article  in  question  over  care- 
fully, and  then,  stepping  close  up  to  her  mis- 
tress, remarked,  in  a most  confidential  tone: 

“ Shure  never  mind,  Mrs.  Arthurs  dear.  If  you 
just  kape  quiet  about  it,  and  don’t  let  on  to 
anybody,  who  would  know  but  what  it  was 
bought  bran’-new  out  of  the  shop  ?” 

A Liverpool  (England)  reader  who  appre- 
ciates American  facetia)  writes: 

I am  impelled  to  offer  you  for  insertion  a 
brace  of  the  sayings  of  a coachman  who  once 
honored  me  by  affecting,  for  a consideration, 
to  take  an  interest  in  some  horses  of  mine. 

I had  purchased  a small  property,  aud  en- 
larged the  house  upon  it,  without  interfering 
much  with  the  garden  and  grounds,  which  had 
been  very  well  planned.  An  iron  trellis  in  the 
form  of  an  arch  spanned  the  carriage  drive, 
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and  the  branches  of  a weeping-elm  tree  had 
been  traiued  over  it,  making,  with  the  shrub- 
bery, an  effectual  screen  between  the  hall  door 
and  the  gates  which  opened  from  the  public 
road. 

Driving  up  to  the  door  for  the  first  time 
after  the  house  had  been  made  ready  for  occu- 
pation, I stepped  out  of  the  carriage,  and  said 
something  to  the  effect  that  I hoped  the  horses 
would  like  their  new  quarters.  James  touch- 
ed his  hat,  and  remarked  that  they  ought  to. 
“ But,”  said  be,  “ I don’t  like  that  arch  over  the 
drive.” 

“ Why,  what  is  the  matter  with  that  f” 

“ Yon  can  never  drive  a hearse  under  there 
without  taking  the  plumes  out,”  was  his  cheer- 
ing reply. 

The  Laundry  was  connected  with  the  coach- 
man’s cottage,  and  obviously  it  would  have 
been  a convenience  to  have  the  coachman’s 
wife  do  the  laundry-work.  I said  something 
like  this  to  James  one  day,  adding  that  if  I 
conld  hear  of  a coachman  whose  wife  was  a 
good  laundress,  he  (James)  would  have  to  look 
for  another  situation,  to  which  he  replied: 
“Oh,  I don’t  think  yon  will  find  one.  It’s  the 
gardeners  as  takes  up  with  the  laundry-maids ; 
coachmen  takes  cooks.” 


In  the  Editor’s  Drawer  of  Harper's  Monthly 
for  September,  1851,  appeared  an  item  stating 
that  a distinguished  clergyman  of  the  Church 
of  England,  “of  unique  mind,  and  in  his  man- 
ners not  a copyist  of  others,  had  been  impris- 
oned in  a lunatic  asylum,  not  three  huudred 
miles  from  New  York,  on  the  alleged  ground 
that  he  was  crazy.  The  truth,  however,  was 
soon  discovered,  and  he  was  liberated,  but  the 
result  arose  from  a mere  accident.” 

Having  been  refused  permission  to  attend 
cburch  on  a Sunday,  and  having  been  threat- 
ened with  closer  confinement  if  the  request 
was  repeated,  he  asked  for  writing  materials, 
and  wrote  some  lines,  which  found  their  way 
outside  the  asylum  walls.  They  produced  the 
impression  everywhere  that  there  was  some 
“method”  in  the  writer’s  “madness,”  and  in- 
stantly the  requisite  steps  were  taken  to  pro- 
cure his  release.  The  lines  began : 

Go  on,  *fo  on ; your  prison  den 
No  terrors  has  for  me : 

God  Is  my  shield.  Why  fear  I,  then, 

A moment's  tyranny? 

The  above  narrates  bow  he  came  out,  but 
few  have  ever  known  how  he  went  in.  When 
carried  to  the  asylum  he  met  the  distinguished 
physician  in  charge  of  the  institution,  and  said 
to  him,  in  his  own  peculiar  manner,  and  in  de- 
cided, almost  courtly,  tones:  “Doctor,  I have 
a word  to  say  to  you.  I am  not  going  to  make 
any  trouble.  I know  I am  unjustly  deprived 
of  my  liberty ; bnt  that  tnay  not  be  your  fault, 
and  I shall  conform  to  all  your  rules.  But  I 
wish  to  ask  you  a question.  I know  your  pa- 
tients are.  classified  according  to  the  nature 
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of  their  maladies.  Now,  sir,  I want  to  know 
to  what  class  do  I belong:  what  type  of  in- 
sanity do  you  call  mine  f” 

The  doctor  replied,  cautiously,  “I  should 
call  yours  insauity  induced  by  excessive  men- 
tal activity.” 

The  reverend  gentleman  fixed  upon  the  doc- 
tor his  piercing  glance,  and  said,  in  tones  of 
great  solemnity,  “Be  profoundly  thankful  to 
Almighty  God,  doctor,  that  you  are  in  no  dan- 
ger of  ever  becoming  insane  from  such  a cause.” 


The  followiug  occurred  in  one  of  the  village 
schools  of  Rhode  Island.  Several  of  the  pu- 
pils were  the  children  of  French  Canadians. 
One  little  girl  had  the  following  sentence  in 
her  reading  lesson:  “Here  is  the  heir;  come, 
let  us  kill  him.”  She  read  it  as  follows:  “Here 
is  the  hair-comb;  let  us  kill  him.”  A class  in 
geography  stood  up  to  recite.  The  question, 
“Name  some  of  the  animals  of  Asia,”  was  au- 
swered  as  follows:  “They  be  the  lion,  the 
tiger,  the  rhy-nasty-ros,  aud  the  hippo-crite.” 
Whereupon  the  teacher  remarked,  “ We  need 
not  go  to  Asia  for  the  last ; we  can  find  them 
nearer  home.” 

“Yes,”  said  a little  fellow;  “there  be  two 
of  um  up  to  the  college.” 


A clergyman  of  the  Episcopal  Church  sends 
us  the  following : 

I was  located  in  my  first  parish,  in  the  sub- 
urbs of  Boston.  One  Monday  eveuing,  twen- 
ty-five years  ago,  a youug  man  called  upon 
me,  whom  I knew  but  slightly.  He  was  a 
mechanic,  and  was  earning  good  wages.  The 
call  was  very  long,  and  he  seemed  greatly  em- 
barrassed, and  really  seemed  to  have  nothing 
to  say.  I did  not  suspect  that  be  came  for 
any  special  purpose.  At  length  be  asked, 

“ Have  you  any  engagement  for  next  Thurs- 
day f ” 

“None  that  will  prevent  me  from  making 
others,”  I replied. 

“ I am  to  be  married  to  Miss  H , aud  we 

thought  we  would  like  Thursday.” 

“All  right,”  I answered. 

“ Could  you  marry  us  early  in  the  day  T We 
are  going  away,  aud  would  like  to  he  married 
early,”  ho  weut  on. 

“ Any  hour  will  suit  me,”  I replied,  “ pro- 
vided I know  it  beforebaud.” 

“ Would  nine  o’clock  in  the  morning  be  too 
early  ?”  he  continued. 

“It  will  be  perfectly  convenient  for  me,”  I 
said. 

“ You  see,”  he  added,  “ we  are  going  away, 
and  we  should  like  to  be  married  early.” 

He  placed  such  emphasis  ou  the  “going 
away”  that  I thought  it  only  courteous  to  ask, 

“ Where  do  yon  intend  to  go!” 

“ Well,”  said  be,  “ we  haven’t  quite  made  up 
our  minds,  bnt  I think  wo  shall  go  to  Mount 
Auburn.” 

And  so  they  did,  and  spent  their  wedding 
day  in  that  cheerful  cemetery. 
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